We'll  invite  everyone  who  wants  to 
come — everyone  on  our  side.  I've 
asked  your  mother  and  she  said  okay. 
Your  Dad  said  he'll  take  all  the  furni- 
ture out  of  the  house  and  lock  up  the 
refrigerator,  but  I  think  he  was  just 
trying  to  make  a  joke.  We  have  to  eat. 
And  they'll  want  to  dance  and  play 
ping-pong  and  you'll  make  your  first 
big  speech — " 

"Dexter — "  Corliss  moved  a  fraction 
of  an  inch  closer  to  him.  It  was  moon- 
light again  and  the  porch  swing  was  a 
very  romantic  place.  "Dexter — can't 
we  forget  about  the  campaign  for  a 
moment?     Let's  just  talk." 

For  a  second  there  was  a  flicker  of 
eager  interest  in  Dexter's  face.  Then  it 
died.  He  yawned  and  stretched  and 
got  up.  "Sorry,  Corliss.  Got  to  go. 
Got  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  to 
start  work  on  the  party.  And  tonight 
I've  got  to  find  out  what  square's  been 
painting  mustaches  on  your  campaign 
pictures!" 

Drearily  Corliss  went  to  bed.  The 
morning  brought  no  ray  of  sunshine 
and  she  drearily  took  herself  off  to 
school. 

But  in  the  middle  of  biology  class, 
she  began  to  sit  up  and  hope.  Parties 
meant  fun.  Parties  meant  boys  asking 
her  to  dance.  Parties  meant  new 
dresses! 

MINNIE!"  She  had  bumped  into  her 
campaign  worker  in  the  hall  after 
class.  "Please  come  with  me.  I  simply 
have  to  buy  a  new  dress  for  the  party 
and  I  know  the  one  I  want,  'it's  in  Sim- 
mons' window  and  Daddy  said  I  could 
have  one  last  week  when  I  asked  him. 
It's  utterly  a  dream.  Let's  go  now — we 
can  skip  lunch  periods  and — " 

"You'll  do  no  such  thing,  Corliss 
Archer."  Minnie  squelched  her,  firmly. 
"You  can't  afford  to  have  a  new  dress 
for  tonight.  We  have  to  think  of  the 
women's  vote,  you  know.  And  all  the 
girls  will  simply  hate  you  in  a  new 
dress." 

"Oh !"  wailed  Corliss.     "You 

mean  I  have  to  be  there  tonight  and 
give  my  speech  in  an  old  rag  that 
everybody's  seen  a  million  times?  Oh, 
I  can't  stand  it!" 

She  fled  into  an  empty  classroom  and 
flung  herself  into  a  seat,  bowing  her 
head  on  the  desk.  It  was  too  much! 
Never  again  would  she,  Corliss,  dazzle 
the  eyes  of  girls  and  men  with  the 
latest  creation  from  Simmons.  Never 
again  could  she  sweep  into  a  room  and 
hear  the  startled  gasps  from  other  en- 
vious girls.  No — from  now  on  she 
would  be  a  drab,  dowdy  figure,  bent 
and  worn  from  running  back  and  forth 
between  faculty  offices  and  committee 
meetings  and  cafeteria  troubles — 

"What's   the   trouble,   Corliss?" 

Corliss  raised  sad,  tragic  eyes  to  the 
sympathetic  ones  of  Miss  Fraeckel,  the 
drama  teacher.  Corliss  had  the  feeling 
she  would  like  to  throw  herself  on 
Miss  Fraeckel's  shoulders  and  tell  her 
the  whole  story — but  she  checked  her- 
self. It  would  never  do.  It  would 
never  do  to  tell  a  teacher  you  didn't 
want  to  be  Student  Body  President 
just  because  you  wanted  a  new  dress! 

"I  guess  you're  tired,  Corliss."  Miss 
Fraeckel  supplied  her  own  explanation. 
'All  this  campaigning  is  strenuous 
work.  I  was  a  little  sorry  to  hear  you 
were  running  for  office,  you  know. 
There's  a  part  in  the  Founders'  Day 
play  the  school  is  putting  on  that 
would  just  suit  you — you  were  the  only 
one  "I  could  think  of  who  could  wear 
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away  dirt  and  scalp  odors.  Leaves  your  hair  with  a  light,  fresh  scent, 
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delay!  Send  for  it  now!  Complete  course  only  $2.00  post- 
paid— or  C.O.D.  plus  postal  charces. 
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UAKBARA  EILER 


Softer,  Smoother  Skin  can  be  yours  ^^\[o 

with  just  One  Cake  of  Camay! 


Lady,  if  you'd  be  lovely,  look  to  your 
complexion.  A  soft,  clear  skin  is 
beauty's  first  essential.  Yes,  and  you  can  have 
a  softer,  smoother  skin  with  just 
one  cake  of  Camay . .  .if  you'll  forego 
careless  cleansing  ...  go  on  the 

Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet!  Just  follow 
directions  on  the  Camay  wrapper.  Camay— 
so  mild  it  cleanses  without  irritation— 

can  give  your  skin  a  thriilingly  softer  look! 


MRS.  JOSEPH  S.  BAUDO 
the  former  Kathryn  M.  Cheetham  of  Forest  Hills,  N.  Y. 
Bridal  portrait  painted  by 


Kay  met  Joe,  a  doctor,  at  a  hospital 
dance.  This  was  it!  Kay  is  tall,  dark 
and  stunning— one  of  the  most  inter- 
esting-looking girls  you  ever  saw! 


The  site  is  chosen  for  the  Baudos'  home  on 
Long  Island.  They'll  build  soon.  And  in 
the  meantime,  Kay  stays  on  the  Camay 
Mild-Soap  Diet.  Let  it  help  you  too! 


CUPID:   Sure!    Arsenic,  strychnine  —  take  your 

pick.  I  aim  to  please. 

GIRL:  Verr-ry  funny.  But  you  know  dam  well 

vou're  not  aiming  to  please  me!  Huh  — and  the 

folder  said,  "Cupid  always  gladdening  the  days 

at  Mountain  View  Jnn" . . . 

CUPID:    Now  wait  a  minute!    You  go  around 

looking  like  the  meanest  trick  of  the  week,  and 

you  expect  me  to .  Look,  cookie,  try  smiling  at 

men  for  a  change! 

GIRL:  It'd  be  a  change  for  the  worse.  My  smile's 

the  original  tattle-tale  gray.  I  brush  my  teeth, 

mind  you  — 

CUPID:  Don't  mind  me.  Just  answer  this:  Do  you 

see  "pink"  on  your  tooth-brush? 

GIRL:  Well- 

CUPID:  Well,  that's  a  warning  to  see  your  dentist 

—  but   pronto!    Let   him   decide    what's   wrong. 

Maybe  it's  just  a  case  of  soft  foods  robbing  your 

gums  of  exercise— and  if  so,  he'll  probably  suggest 

"the  helpful  stimulation  of  Ipana  and  massage." 


GIRL:  Ylease  try  to  concentrate.  We  were  speak- 
ing of  my  smile. 

CUPID:  First  things  first,  feather-brain.  Sparkling 
smiles  depend  largely  on  healthy  gums.  And 
Ipana's  designed  not  only  to  clean  teeth  but,  with 
gentle  massage,  to  help  gums.  So  if  your  dentist 
suggests  massage  with  Ipana,  then  massage  with 
1  pa?Ja,  Sis ...  and  you'll  be  started  on  a  smile 
that'll  slay  the  men— the  way  you  want  'em  slayed! 


Product  of  Brisfol-Myers 


Never  before  have  we  told  a  Ma 
Perkins  story  the  way  we're  go- 
ing to  tell  the  one  in  August — in 
pictures!  Wonderful  color,  and 
black-and-white,  for  four  pages  of 
the  heart -touching  kind  of  story 
only  Ma  Perkins  can  give  us. 

«  *  * 
To  bring  you  up-to-date  on  Portia 
Blake  are  Living  Portraits  of  the 
cast  of  Portia  Faces  Life.  Color  on 
this  too,  of  course — a  frame- 
worthy  portrait  of  Portia  herself. 

#  $  ifc 

Carolyn  Kramer,  Right  to  K^^ppi- 
ness  heroine,  tells  a  breathless 
story  of  a  crisis  in  her  life  as  a 
mother.  Any  mother,  reading  it, 
will  feel  her  own  heart  beating 
faster,  and  will  understand  Caro- 
lyn's moment  of  dreadful  fear.  . . . 
There's  a  very  special  story  by 
Ted  Malone,  a  love  story  in  which 
a  poem  wove  the  pattern. . . .  And 
the  best  Better  Living  ideas 
we  could  gather  to  make  your 
summer    comfortable    and    fun. 
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RADIO  QUIZZES 


Try  yourself  on  this  father-and-son 
series  of  stumpers  with  which  Break 
the  Bank's  M.C.  Bert  Parks  recently 
addled  contestants.  Answers,  if  you 
need  them,  are  upside  down,  below. 

1.  Here  are  a  very  famous  father  and 
son.  The  father  was  one  of  the 
world's  greatest  inventors  known  as 
the  "Wizard  of  Menlo  Park."  His 
son  was  recently  the  Governor  of 
the  State  of  New  Jersey.  Who  are 
they? 

2.  The  movie-goers  gave  us  a  famous 
father  and  son.  The  father  was  the 
swashbuckling  hero  of  many  pic- 
tures. Remember  "The  Mark  of 
Zorro,"  "The  Thief  of  Bagdad?"  His 
son  is  now  starred  in  a  new  version 
of  "Sinbad  the  Sailor."  Who  are 
they? 

3.  The  second  and  sixth  presidents  of 
the  United  States  were  father  and 
son.     Who  were  they? 

4.  In  the  world  of  music  there  was  a 
famous  father  and  son.  The  "Blue 
Danube"  waltz  was  composed  by  the 
son.     Who  was  he? 

5.  In  politics  we  have  a  famous  father 
and  son.  The  father  served  as 
Governor  of  Wisconsin,  then  served 
his  state  as  U.  S.  Senator  for  about 
twenty  years.  When  he  died  his 
son  was  elected  to  fill  his  unexpired 
term  and  was  re-elected  in  1928, 
1934,  and  1940.     Who  are  they? 

6.  Here  are  a  famous  literary  father  and 
son:  the  father  wrote  many  famous 
historical  novels  and  the  son  is 
chiefly  famous  for  his  play,  "The 
Lady  of  the  Camellias"  or  as  we 
know  it,  "Camille."    Who  are  they? 

7.  In  one  of  Shakespeare's  most  famous 
plays  a  father  gives  this  advice  to 
his  son:  "Give  every  man  thy  ear, 
but  few  thy  voice;  take  each  man's 
censure  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can 
buy,  but  not  expressed  in  fancy;  rich, 
not  gaudy;  for  the  apparel  oft  pro- 
claims the  man  .  .  ."  Now  what 
was  the  name  of  the  father  who 
gave  this  advice  to  his  son? 

ANSWERS 
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Oh,yes  -you  look 
snee^  enough  to  kiss ! 


But  kisses  mean  close-ups,  so 
guard  your  charm  with  Mum 

That's  a  smooth  make-up  job,  Honey. 
On  you  it  should  catch  a  man's  eye, 
steal  his  heart. 

But  even  tempting  lips  hold  no  lure 
when  a  girl  is  guilty  of  underarm  odor.  So 


Product  of  Bristol-Myert 


why  take  chances?  Be  sure  you're  sweet 
with  Mum.  Remember,  a  bath  washes 
away  past  perspiration,  but  Mum  prevents 
risk  of  future  underarm  odor. 

checks  perspiration  odor 

1 .  Safe  for  charm.  Mum  checks  under- 
arm odor,  gives  sure  protection  all  day  or 
all  evening. 

2.  Safe  for  skin.  No  irritating  crystals. 
Snow-white  Mum  is  gentle,  harmless  to 
skin. 

3.  Safe  for  clothes.  No  harsh  ingredi- 
ents in  Mum  to  rot  or  discolor  fine  fabrics. 
Economical,  Mum  doesn't  dry  out  in  the 
jar.  Quick,  easy  to  use,  even  after  you're 

dressed. 

•  •  p 

For  Sanitary  Napkins  — Mum  is  gentle,  safe, 
dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use,  too. 


A  lesson  in  navigation  for  young  John  as 
father  and  son  cruise  in  the  family  yacht. 


Remember  "Walk  to  Work"?    The 
wartime    Gamblings   found   it   fun. 


pitpm^ 


Louis  Biamonte,  Vincent  Sorey,  Pietro  Fri- 
sini,  Michael  Rosco  and  John  B.  Gambling. 


RADIO'S  human  alarm  clock  is  John  B.  Gambling.  For 
twenty-two  years  John  B.  has  been  conducting  his 
Musical  Clock  program  from  7: 15  to  8  A.  M.  over  WOR, 
getting  315,000  people  out  of  bed — and  making  them  like  it! 

The  mainspring  of  the  Musical  Clock,  radio's  oldest  con- 
tinuous program,  owes  his  job  to  Cupid.  A  native  of  Cam- 
bridge, England,  Gambling  was  a  wireless  operator  with 
the  Royal  Navy  during  World  War  1.  After  the  war  he  was 
"sparks"  on  British  and  American  passenger  steamers  until 
one  sunny  day  in  1925  when  he  met  Cupid  and  an  American 
girl,  on  board  ship.  He  decided  to  give,  up  bachelorhood 
and  he  now  confines  his  seafaring  to  cruises  with  his  wife, 
Rita,  and  son,  John  Alfred,  aboard  the  "John  B." 

Later  that  year  John  walked  into  station  WOR,  applying 

for  an  engineer's  job.   He  got  the  post — at  the  grand  salary 

of  $30  a  week.  As  the  greenest  engineer,  John  was  assigned 

the    most-hated    stint-handling,    the    6:30    morning    gym 

lasses. 

As  the  calisthenics  craze  waned  in  the  late  Thirties, 
Gambling  dispensed  with  detailed  instructions — just  giving 
listeners  a  quick  count.    Today  exercises  are  out. 

However,  the  informality  and  fun-making  that  pervaded 
the  program  in  the  early  days  of  broadcasting  are  still 
basic  ingredients  of  the  Musical  Clock.  Gambling  boasts 
that  he  tells  the  oldest  jokes  in  radio.  He  clips  old  wheezes 
from  old  papers  and  magazines  and  files  them  in  used 
envelopes. 

Beside  John's  humor,  the  show  features  brief  and  bright 
musical  numbers  by  Vincent  Sorey  and  his  orchestra.  The 
musicians,  two  of  whom  have  been  on  the  program  for 
twenty-two  years,  are  familiar  to  listeners  and  take  part  in 
the  program. 

When  bad  weather  shuts  suburban  schools,  John  reads 
the  list  of  closed  institutions.  The  service  has  been  com- 
men(^ed  officially,  by  boards  of  education. 

Wise  to  the  ways  of  the  reluctant  scholar.  Gambling  has 
set  up  a  code  system,  assigning  a  number  to  each  school. 
The  ingenious  student  who  disguises  his  voice,  identifies 
himself  as  the  principal  and  declares  that  his  school  is 
shut,  is  doomed  to  failure. 

However,  the  system  was  almost  wrecked  recently  when 
one  principal,  who  misunderstood  the  situation,  posted  the 
code  number  on  the  school  bulletin  board.  The  "snafu"  was 
quickly  straightened  out  when  Gambling  gave  the  institu- 
tion a  new  code  number,  this  time  labeled  "Top  Secret." 

"Although  my  gags  and  jokes  haven't  improved  in  the 
past  twenty-two  years,"  Gambling  says,  "radio  itself  has 
come  of  age.  If  the  producer  of  a  big  radio  show  today 
thinks  he  has  headaches,  he  should  have  been  at  WOR  in 
the  1920's.  We  only  had  one  studio  and  one  microphone 
and  one  lone  remote  line." 

When  Engineer  Gambling  went  out  on  a  "remote"  to 
hotels  and  night  clubs,  he  had  to  lug  amplifiers  under  one 
arm,  B  batteries  under  the  other,  a  coil  of  wire  on  his  neck, 
and  in  his  arm  huge  batteries  that  dripped  acid  on  his  tux- 
edo trousers. 

John  still  remembers  the  afternoon  of  July  Fourth,  1926, 
when  a  number  of  performers  failed  to  show.  The  studio 
staff  that  afternoon  numbered  two — Gambling  as  engineer- 
announcer  and  Edward  S.  Breck,  pianist-announcer.  "Th_e 
station  went  on  the  air  at  two-thirty,"  Gambling  recalls, 
"with  Breck  playing  a  fifteen-minute  piano  recital.  Follow- 
ing that,  I  announced  that  Miss  Elizabeth  Shuttlebottom 
would  favor  us  with  a  group  of  piano  classics — and  Breck 
carried  on  for  another  quarter  hour.  To  cut  a  very  long 
story  short,  Breck  played  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  under  his 
own  name  and  five  aliases.   The  show  went  on!" 

Al-libbing  comes  natural  to  Gambling.  After  twenty-two 
years  he  has  logged  13,862  hours  of  broadcast — the  equiva- 
lent of  a  year  and  a  half  of  steady  talking.  And  in  that  time, 
John  estimates,  he  has  told  some  389,751  old  jokes! 


Is  that  the  kind  of  treatment  a 

pretty  girl  should  get 
when  she's  off  on 
her  vacation  and 
ready  for  romance? 

Not  if  she's  a  bright  girl,  it  isn't! 

But  Ginny  isn't  very  bright  about  some  things  .  .  : 
her  breath,  for  example. 

She  has  a  little  touch  of  halitosis   (bad  breath)  from 
time  to  time,  and  the  boys  have  already  spotted  it. 
She's  elected  herself  to  the  "Suicide  Club".  .  . 
social  suicide,  that  is.  She'll  miss  many  a  good  time, 
sit  out  many  a  dance,  watch  the  moon  rise  alone 
.  .  .  and  wonder  why. 

You,  yourself,  may  not  realize  when  you  have  halitosis 
(unpleasant  breath)*.  So  the  smart  thing  to  do 
is  to  be  extra  careful  about  offending  this  way.  And 
by  being  "extra  careful"  we  mean  using  Listerine 
Antiseptic  night  and  morning,  and  especially 
before  any  date  where  you  want  to  be  at  your  bestj 

Almost    instantly    Listerine    Antiseptic    makes 
your  breath  fresher,  sweeter,  less  likely  to  of- 
fend. Start  the  day  and  go  to  your  date  with  a 
wonderful  feeling  of  greater  assurance  and  fresh- 
ness. Make  Listerine  Antiseptic  a  "must"  every  day; 
It  helps  you  to  be  at  your  best  always. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Company,  St.  Louis,  Missouri 


*While  some  cases  of  halitosis  are  of  systemic  origin,  most  cases, 
say  some  authorities,  are  due  to  the  bacterial  fermentation  of  tiny 
food  particles  clinging  to  mouth  surfaces.  Listerine  Antiseptic 
quickly  halts  such  fermentation,  then  overcomes  the  odors  fer- 
mentation causes. 


FOR    ORAL    HYGIENE       LISTERINE      ANTISEPTIC 
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any  day  of 
the  month 

with 
Tampax 


BECAUSE  it's  "that  time  of  month" 
do  you  stay  out  of  the  water  pre- 
tending you  don't  care?  You  do  care  and 
others  are  likely  to  know  it.  So  why  not 
use  Tampax  and  takeyour  swim?  Women 
everywhere  now  are  doing  just  that  .  .  . 
Tampax  is  modern  sanitary  protection 
worn  internally.  There  are  no  belts,  out- 
side pads  or  anything  else  that  can  show. 
In  bathing  suit  wet  or  dry,  you  are  safe 
from  the  most  watchful  eyes. 

Made  of  compressed  absorbent  cotton, 
Tampax  was  invented  by  a  doctor  for  this 
monthly  use.  Individual  applicators  make 
insertion  easy  and  when  the  Tampax  is 
in  place  it  cannot  be  seen  or  felt.  It  is 
quick  to  change  and  easy  to  dispose  of. 
Also,  no  odor  can  form.  Do  you  wonder 
that  millions  of  women  are  now  using 
Tampax? 

Buy  Tampax  and  swim  to 
your  heart's  content.  At  drug 
stores  and  notion  counters  in 
Regular,  Super  and  Junior 
absorbencies.  Month's  supply  fits  into 
purse.  Or  get  the  economy  box  with  4 
months'  supply  (average).  Tampax  In- 
corporated, Palmer,  Mass. 
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Accepted  for  Adrertising 

by  the  Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association 


EVERYONE  who  has  even  the  most  casual  interest  in  sports  is  familiar 
with  Bill  Stern's  dramatic  play-by-play  descriptions  of  the  country's 
top  sporting  events.  He  can  bring  the  colorful  spectacle  of  a  football 
game  into  your  living  room  so  vividly  that  the  only  things  you  miss 
are  the  biting  autumn  wind  and  the  hard  stadium  seats. 

Bill  started  out  to  be  an  actor,  but  that  didn't  last.  When  his  hopes 
for  a  dramatic  career  went  up  in  smoke,  he  decided  to  capitalize  on  the 
intensive  sports  training  he'd  had — along  with  academic  work,  of 
course — at  college.  Besides  his  B.S.  degree  he  had  letters  for  football, 
basketball,  tennis,  boxing  and  crew. 

NBC  started  him  broadcasting  with  Graham  McNamee  in  1934.  Then 
he  was  made  guest  announcer  for  a  football  series  the  following  year. 
In  1937  he  had  really  arrived,  for  he  was  made  a  regular  member  of 
the  NBC  Special  Events  Staff.    And  now  he's  Sports  Director. 

He's  a  past  master  at  the  art  of  ad  libbing.  When  there's  an  unex- 
pected pause  during  a  game,  you  can  always  count  on  Bill  to  fill  in  with 
a  human  interest  story  about  some  member  of  the  team  or  with  an 
amusing  account  of  some  side-light  on  the  day's  event.  He  has  the 
happy  faculty  of  bringing  his  listeners  to  the  game. 

The  human  interest  angle  of  the  news  has  become  a  regular  feature 
of  Bill's  daily  sports  broadcast.  It  takes  research,  delving  into  little- 
known  facts  about  well-known  people  to  come  up  with  the  anecdotes 
that  give  Bill  Stem's  programs  that  lively,  personal  touch.  And  his 
listeners  love  it!  People  around  the  NBC  studios  are  still  talking  about 
the  time  Bill  told  the  story  of  the  little  boy  who  saved  his  tired  old  dog 
from  fire  while  his  brand  new  bicycle  went  up  in  flames.  The  next 
day,  the  NBC  mailroom  was  buried  in  a  storm  of  contributions  for  a 
new  bike.  One  of  the  nice  things  about  Bill  is  that  he  always  finds 
time  to  do  the  little  things  that  mean  so  much. 

Somehow,  between  dashing  around  the  country  to  cover  major  sport- 
ing events,  Bill  manages  to  find  the  time  to  be  commentator  for  MGM's 
"News  of  the  Day"  and  various  movie  shorts. 

Never  missing  a  broadcast  has  become  a  fetish  with  Stem.  And  on 
one  occasion  his  race  with  time  didn't  have  a  happy  ending.  He  was  en 
route  to  Texas  to  cover  a  football  game  when  an  auto  accident  landed 
him  in  the  hospital  for  six  months.  But  more  important  still,  it  cost  him 
a  leg.  However,  Bill  Stern  doesn't  regard  the  accident  as  a  great 
tragedy.  He  hasn't  let  it  interfere  with  his  career  in  any  way.  It  hap- 
pened; he  has  overcome  any  of  its  possible  handicaps;  and  that,  as  far  as 
he's  concerned,  is  the  end  of  that.  But  it  wasn't  the  end  of  it  as  far  as 
his  listeners  were  concerned.  The  flood  of  mail  and  presents  they  sent 
to  the  hospital  was  an  indication  of  the  friendly  audience-reaction  Bill 
has  earned. 
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A  Lux  Soap  Beauty 
Bath  makes  you  sure 
of  skin  that's  sweet!'' 
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Starring  in 
Diana  Production 

THE  SECRET  BEYOND 
THE  DOOR" 


A  PRODUCT  OF  LEVER  BROTHERS  COMPANY 


'There's  appeal  men  can't  resist 
in  skin  that's  smooth,  fragrant," 
says  Joan  Bennett.  "I  love  the  deli- 
cate, clinging  perfume  Lux  Soap 
leaves  on  my  skin. 

"If  a  girl  isn't  dainty,  no  other 
charm  counts,  and  a  daily  Lux  Soap 
beauty  bath  makes  you  sure.  Active 
lather  swiftly  carries  away  dust 
and  dirt,  leaves  skin  fresh,  sweet.'''' 

Take  Joan  Bermett's  tip!  Use 
this  fine  complexion  soap  as  a  daily 
bath  soap,  too.  You'll  agree — Lux 
Girls  are  daintier! 


YOU  thrill  when  he  whispers  "You're 
sweet!"  There's  appeal  men  can't  resist 
in  skin  that's  exquisitely /rcs/i.  Try  this 
fragrant  Lux  Toilet  Soap  beauty  bath! 


9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Toilet  Soap /ax (S^y'S  ^re  ^t^e/^'er/ 


GORDON  MacRAE  who  stars  on  NBC's  Saturday 
morning  Teentimers'  program,  and  who  is  heard 
from  coast-to-coast  on  a  twice-weekly  transcription 
series,  found  out  at  the  very  start  of  his  singing  career 
that  it  takes  more  than  just  knowing  how  to  hit  the  right 
notes  to  get  along  in  radio. 

He  learned  that  he  had  to  find  out  how  to  act  in  front 
of  an  audience;  how  to  read  lines;  how  to  develop  micro- 
phone technique. 

The  Mill  Pond  Summer  Theater,  on  Long  Island,  be- 
came his  first  "caddying"  spot.  (He'd  learned  to  play 
his  near-championship  brand  of  golf  by  caddying  and 
figured  he  could  learn  showmanship  by  the  same  tech- 
nique.) There,  working  for  room  and  board  and  about 
eleven  dollars  a  week,  he  gained  his  first  experience  at 
working  in  front  of  live  people.  It  took  no  time  at  all  to 
figure  that  an  actor's  lot  was  not  an  easy  one. 

But  Gordon  was  lucky.  A  young,  successful  radio 
actress.  Sheila  Stevens,  spending  the  summer  at  Mill 
Pond  as  a  "working  vacation,"  decided  the  youngster 
needed  a  lot  of  help.  She  pitched  in  and  helped  him  re- 
hearse. They  must  have  rehearsed  their  love  scenes 
better  than  any  of  the  others  because  by  the  time  the 


y4       Muny  come  hoping;  one  is  chosen  Wishing-Star. 


MacRae  draws  them;  police  watch  the  crowds  form. 


By 

KEN 
AIDEN 


season  ended  they  were  married. 

A  few  weeks  later,  at  $23  a  week,  Gordon  was  march- 
ing around  Radio  City,  garbed  in  the  dark  blue  uniform 
of  an  NBC  page  boy. 

This  job  gave  him  plenty  of  opportunity  to  watch 
closely  the  technique  of  some  NBC's  top  stars.  He  was 
assigned  to  escort  guests  to  the  Walter  Winchell  broad- 
cast on  Sunday  nights,  and  that  gave  him  a  chance  to 
observe'  Winchell's  mike  mastery. 

Which  set  the  stage  for  one  of  his  proudest  moments, 
a  few  years  later,  when  the  same  Walter  Winchell  told 
his  23,000,000  listeners  "It's  a  girl  at  the  Gordon  Mac- 
Rae's.  Daddy  is  the  singing  star  of  the  Ray  Bolger  hit, 
'Three  To  Make  Ready'.    It's  their  second  girl." 

Between  these  stages,  however,  there  was  a  tough 
apprenticeship. 

When  the  Army  called  him  in  June,  1943,  Gordon 
was  holding  down  the  sustaining  spot  on  CBS  vacated 
by  Frank  Sinatra. 

He  won  his  wings,  was  an  air  corps  lieutenant. 

In  October,  1945,  he  returned  to  his  civilian  clothes  and 
CBS  put  him  back  on  the  sustaining  program.  But  sus- 
tainers  don't  pay  much.    Then  (Continued  on  page  11) 


if  Star-time  for  Gor- 
don MacRae:  NBC's 
Saturday  Teentimers' 
Club;  hear  it  from 
11  to  11:30  A.M.  EDT. 


TO  COMBAT  BAD  BREATH,  I  RECOMMEND 
COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM'  FOR  SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS  PROVE  THAT  IN  7  OUT  OF  10  CASES, 
COLGATE'S  INSTANTLY  STOPS  BAD  BREATH 
THAT  ORIGINATES  IN  THE  MOUTH' 


"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  active  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles — 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely!" 


(/se 

COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM 

ttv/ce  ac/ay 
ant/ before  ei^er/c/afe/ 
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HEW  RECORDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  REN  ALDEN 


ART  LUND: 

Well,  here's  the  new  swooner  threat,  thanks  largely  to  his  hit 
pressing  of  "Mam'selle"  from  "The  Razor's  Edge."  (MGM) 
WOODY  HERMAN: 

Now  a  soloist,  the  former  bandsman  reveals  a  fine  baritone  styl- 
ing as  he  sings  "No  Greater  Love"  and  "Across  the  Alley  From 
the  Alamo."    (Columbia) 
TEX  BENEKE: 

Salutes  his  contemporaries  in  a  juke  box  medley  called  "Blues 
of  the  Record  Man"  and  pairs  it  with  a  slow  one,  "Why  Don't 
We  Say  We're  Sorry?"   (Victor) 
CAB  CALLOWAY: 

With  the  self-explanatory  "Hi-De-Ho  Man"  and  "Necessity,"  this 
super  jazz  showman   goes  to  town.    (Columbia) 
TOMMY  DORSEY: 

Whips  up  a  swell  platter  with  "Spring  Isn't  Everything,"  a  tune 
with  an  unusually  line  lyric.  The  reverse  has  a  noisy  riff  called 
"Bingo,  Bango,  Boffo."  Solid.    (Victor) 
HARRY  JAMES: 

Although  Ted  Weems  trail-blazed  the  "Heartaches"  revival,  the 
torrid  trumpeter  has  a  respectable  version  which  he  enters  with 
"I  Tipped  My  Hat"  on  the  reverse.  Art  Lund  sings  the  vocal  on 
the  latter  tune.   (Columbia) 
ROBERT  MERRILL: 

NBC's  vigorous  baritone  sings  two  fine  standards,  "Home  on  the 
Range"  and  "The  Last  Round-Up."  Both  top  notch.  (Victor) 
KING  COLE  TRIO: 

More  smooth  ensemble  work  by  this  top  drawer  group  making 
"Meet  Me  At  No  Special  Place"  and  "You  Don't  Learn  That  In 
School"  sound  like  much  better  tunes  than  they  really  are. 
(Capitol) 

ANDY  RUSSELL: 

Recruits  his  wife,  Delia,  for  a  mediocre  duet  on  "Unless  It 
Can  Happen  With  You"  and  then  does  better  solo  with  "Dreams 
Are  A  Dime  A  Dozen."  (CapitbJ.)  Vaughn  Monroe  selects  the 
same  melody  with  a  rhythmic  assist  from  the  Moonmaids.  (Victor) 
THE  DINNING  SISTERS: 

We've  been  touting  these  carolers  long  enough.  It's  about  time 
they  hit  the  Big  Time.  For  proof  of  performance,  try  "My  Adobe 
Hacienda"  and  "If  I  Had  My  Life  to  Live  Over."  (Capitol.)  The 
same  tune  gets'  a  swell  spin  from  Buddy  Clark.  (Columbia) 
DINAH  SHORE: 

Not  the  Dinah  Shore  of  old,  but  still  able  to  lead  the  distaff 
parade,  the  Southern  songbird  has  a  brand  new  Columbia  album 
of  favorites,  including  "Dixie,"  "Kerry  Dance,"  and  "The  Thrill 
is   Gone." 

FRANKIE  CARLE: 

The  prolific  pianist  Steinways  through  "The  Man  Who  Paints  the 
Rainbow"  and  "Unless  It  Can  Happen  To  You."  To  make  it  a 
family  affair,  daughter  Marjorie  handles  the  vocals.  (Columbia) 
LOUIS  ARMSTRONG: 

The  daddy  of  the  blues  singers,  must  have  found  the  Fountain  of 
Youth,  for  his  newest  Victor  disc,  "I   Wonder,  I   Wonder,"  and 
"It  Takes  Time"  has  more  youth  than  a  Margaret  O'Brien-June 
Allyson   flicker. 
XAVIER  CUGAT; 

The  Latin  American  beat  gets  the  master's  touch  with  the 
guaracha,  "Cu-Tu-Gu-Ru"  and  "Illusion,"  a  beguine.  (Columbia) 
FRANK' SINATRA: 

Gives  out  with  two  tunes  from  his  new  film,  "It  Happened  in 
Brooklyn.'!,  They  are  "The  Brooklyn  Bridge"  and  "It's  the  Same 
Old  Dream."  Both  good.   (Columbia) 


Facing  the  Music 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

came  the  singing  lead  in  Ray  Bolger's 
musical  revue.  And  a  little  later  Gordon 
was  signed  for  his  first  commercial  pro- 
gram, the  Teentimers'  Club. 

Now  he's  up  in  the  class  that  needs 
police  protection  outside  the  studio 
door  to  prevent  worshipers  from  get- 
ting hurt  in  the  crush.     . 

*  *  * 

Once  again  Artie  Shaw  failed  to  make 
the  marital  grade.  He  and  "Forever 
Amber"    authoress,    Kathleen    Winsor, 

have  called  it  a  day. 

*  *         * 

Take  it  from  Bea  Wain  and  Andre 
Baruch,  the  Mr.  and  Mrs.  of  disc 
jockeys,  heard  on  WMCA.  They  point 
out  that  ten  years  ago,  the  top  sellers 
were  bands  like  Glenn  Miller,  Tommy 
Dorsey,  Artie  Shaw,  but  now  the  top 
wax  works  come  from  singers  like  Bing, 
Sinatra  and  Shore.  Records  are  at  peak 
sales  with  an  average  hit  selling  over 
400,000  copies — twice  as  many  as  be- 
fore. An  important  influence  has  been 
the  sudden  popularity  of  strings  and 
small  instrumental  combinations  like 
the  King  Cole  Trio,  Joe  Mooney  Quar- 
tet, The  Three  Suns,  and  the  newly- 
rising  Page  Cavanaugh  Trio. 
»         *         * 

A  year  and  a  half  ago,  Vic  Damone 
was  an  usher  in  the  New  York  Para- 
mount theater.  When  Perry  Como 
played  the  theater,  Vic  stopped  the  ele- 
vator he  was  piloting  to  force  an  audi- 
tion upon  Como.  The  star  liked  what  he 
heard,  encouraged  the  singing  usher. 
Today,  18-year-old  Damone  has  his 
own  Mutual  network  show  and  is 
headed  for  the  big  time. 

*  *         « 

The  reason  you  don't  see  any  new 
Decca  records  is  due  to  the  fabulous 
success  of  the  Al  Jolson  albums,  with 
all  production  grooved  for  additional 
pressings  of  this  package  of  tunes  by 
the  great  jazz  singer.  Other  Decca 
artists  who  made  master  cuts  months 
ago  without  seeing  them  distributed 
are  sizzling. 

*  ♦  * 

^  There's  an  old  adage  to  the  effect  that 
good  things  always  happen  in  threes, 
and  bandlp-^der  Ted  Weems,  the  man 
who  put  "Heartache"  on  the  Hit  Pa- 
rade with  his  recording  of  that  oldie, 
happens  to  be  the  third  party  in  a  cycle 
of  good  things. 

Back  in  pre-war  years,  before  Ted 
gave  up  his  band  to  go  into  Navy  ser- 
vice, he  had  a  couple  of  vocalists  named 
Perry  Como  and  Marilyn  Maxwell. 
Everybody  knows  how  Como  and  Miss 
Maxwell  achieved  stardom  via  screen 
and  radio  after  graduating  from  their 
vocalist  spots  with  the  Weems  band 
But,  how  about  Ted? 

Ted  came  out  of  the  Navy  about  a 
year  ago,  only  to  find  that  a  lot  of  people 
had  forgotten  him  during  the  war  years. 
It  was  a  tough  scuffle  getting  started 
again,  but  Ted  did.  Then,  all  of  a  sud- 
den, a  disc-jockey  on  an  all-night  show 
in  Charlotte,  N.  C,  dug  an  old  Ted 
Weems  record  of  "Heartaches"  out  of 
the  station's  files  and  gave  it  a  couple  of 
airings.  In  no  time  at  all  the  record  be- 
came so  big  that  Decca  repressed  50,000 
copies  of  it  and  put  them  on  sale  in 
Charlotte. 

Before  "Heartache,"  Ted  and  his 
band  were  playing  mid-west  hotels  for 
$2000  a  week.  Now  he's  getting  offers 
as  high  as  $3000  a  night  for  college 
prom  dates,  and  a  radio  commercial  is 
in  the  offing. 


Are  you  sure  of  your  loveliness — sure  the  deodorant  you  now  use  gives  you  complete 
protection  24  hours  of  every  day?  Be  sure — switch  today  to  safe,  new  Odorono  Cream. 


New  Odorono  Cream 
safely  stops  perspiration 
and  odor  a  full  24  hours 


Wonderful,  new  wartime  discovery 
gives  more  effective  protection  than 
any  deodorant  known. 

New  Odorono  Cream  not  only  pro- 
tects your  daintiness  a  full  24  hours,  iiith 
the  most  ejjective  perspiration-stopper 
known,  but ,  .  . 

It  gives  you  the  exclusive  extra  protec- 
tion of  HALGENE  .  .  ,  the  new  wonder 
ingredient  that  checks  perspiration  odor. 

Just  think!  One  application  of  new 
Odorono    Cream   in    the    morning 
keeps  you  dainty — all  day  and  night. 

It  does  not  irritate.  So  safe  and 
gentle — can  be  used  after  shaving. 

Stays  soft  and  smooth  down  to 


the  last  dab.  Never  gritty.  (Even  if  you 
leave  the  cap  off  for  weeks.) 

Greaseless,  stainless,  vanishing. 
Odorono  leaves  no  sticky  film.  Pro- 
tects dresses  from  perspiration  stain 
and  odor. 

More  economical!  Odorono  gives  21 
more  applications  from  a  39(i  jar  than 
other  leading  brands.  Savings  on  10^ 
and  59;^  sizes,  too.  (Odorono  comes  in 
liquid  form,' also.) 
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Like  all  Screen  Guild  Players,  Jack  Benny  and  Paul- 
ette  Goddard  turned  their  fees  in  to  an  actors'  fund. 


Honey-chile  Robinson  covers  the  keys  in 
a   Jack   Smith    Show    guest   performance. 
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WE  HEAR  that  Burl  Ives  has  bought  the  entire  top 
of  a  mountain  in  Valley  Center,  just  north  of  San 
Diego.  There  are  eighty  acres  of  land  and  Burl 
plans  to  build  an  adobe  house  on  it.  Right  now,  he's 
camping  there  in  an  Army  tent,  whenever  he  gets  the 
chance.  He  goes  there  for  peace  and  quiet  to  work  on 
his  autobiography. 

*  *         * 

Before  we  get  too  gay  and  gossipy,  we'd  like  to  take 
our  hats  off  to  the  Screen  Guild  Players.  They've  been 
doing  one  of  the  most  consistently  good  jobs  on  their  air 
shows.  And  all  for  free.  All  money  'earned  by  the 
top  flight  actors  and  actresses  on  this  show  goes  to 
support  charities  which  take  care  of  theatrical,  screen 
and  radio  people  in  old  age  and  sickness.  We  like 
especially  the  fact  that  so  little  is  made  of  this  aspect 
of  the  show.  However,  it  may  account  for  the  high 
■quality   of   the   shows.    They   do   a   good   job   because 

they're  doing  it  for  a  good  reason. 

*  *         * 

It  sounds  like  a  gag,  but  Jay  Jostyn  showed  it  to  us. 
He's  just  received  an  offer  from  a  detective  agency  to 
become  an  undercover  operative.    He  turned  it  down, 

of   course. 

*  *         * 

As  we  go  to  press  an  ever-growing  group  of  radio 
people  and  just  plain  citizens  who  want  their  rights 
are  planning  a  big  conference  in  New  York  to  discuss 
what  can  be  done  about  the  recent  chopping  off  of  heads 
in  the  liberal  commentator  line.  Norman  Corwin  will 
be  chairman  of  the  meeting  which  is  being  called  by 
the  Radio  Division  of  the  Progressive  Citizens  of 
America.  Here's  hoping  that  they  come  up  with  a  few 
ideas.  We  even  have  a  suggestion.  How  about  finding 
a  few  more  sponsors  like  the  CIO?  You  hear  Leland 
Stowe,  now,  because  the  CIO  decided  that  an  absolutely 
honest,  free-thinking  commentator  was  needed  and  the 
only  way  to  guarantee  there  would  be  one  was  to  dig 
into   the   treasury   of  their   organization   and   buy   the 


When  Al  Jolson  guested  with  Amos  •  (Freeman  Gosden,  r.)   V  Andy   (Charles  CorreD,  1.)   Red  Skelton  was  a  well-wisher. 


COAST  TO  COAST 


radio  time  for  it.  There's  a  job  for  you  listeners  to  do. 
You're  the  ones  the  sponsors  have  to  please.  There's  no 
harm  in  letting  them  know  how  you  feel  about  the 
shows  or  speakers  with  which  they  present  you. 

*  *^       * 

Now,  Juvenile  Jury  has  gone  just  about  as  far  as  it 
can  go,  until  the  discovery  of  atomic  fission  begins  to 
affect  the  means  of  transmission  of  entertainment.  The 
show  is  now  being  televized,  and,  for  the  first  time 
since  television  went  commercial,  it  is  being  sponsored 
by  the  same  firm  that  sponsors  the  show  over  Mutual. 
That  makes  three  fields  invaded  by  the  smart  kids  and 

Jack  Barry — radio,  movies  and  television. 

*  *  * 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  teams  have  become  quite  a  thing,  what 
with  all  these  breakfast  chatter  shows.  But  they're  by 
no  means  new.  One  of  the  oldest  and  best  functioning 
teams  is  one  you'll  never  hear  about  on  the  air.  Robert 
Maxwell — he's  the  producer  of  Superman — and  his  wife 
have  been  one  of  the  most  successful  combinations  for 
years.  But  their  partnership  is  all  behind  the  scenes. 
Besides  Superman,  they  write  and  produce,  together,  the 
Hop  Harrigan  series.  They  also  work  together  extremely 
well  as  just  plain  Mr.  and  Mrs.,  which  these  days  is  an 
accomplishment  in  itself. 

*  ne  * 

The  career  women  who  form  the  round-table-of- 
romance  panel  Leave  It  To  The  Girls  rarely  have  a 
good  word  for  any  male  animal.  The  way  they  rake  the 
boys  over  the  coals!  But — it  can  happen!  On  a  recent 
broadcast,  without  any  verbal  agreement,  they  all  pulled 
their  nice  cla  a^s  in  because  of  a  last  minute  accident.  Ted 
Malone,  who  nobly  arbitrates  their  catty  chat,  had  spilled 
a  glass  of  water  all  over  his  desk  and  seat,  just  before  the 
On  The  Air  signal  flashed.  There  wasn't  time  for  any 
mopping  up,  so  Malone  squirmed  and  sweated  through 
the  whole  broadcast,  sitting  in  a  puddle.  The  girls  felt 
he  was  suffering  enough  and  eased  up  on  the  anti-male 
talk  that  usually  sparks  the  show. 


Detecting  Sam  Spade   (Howard  Duff)  and  his 
secretary    (Lurene  Tuttle)    of  the  CBS  series. 


Peter   Donald,    often    the    March    of    Time    voice    of    the 
Duke    of   Windsor,    shows    His    Grace    how    he    does    it. 
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MAIN  STREET 


A  wartime  Al  Sisson  in  a  Red 
Cross   truckmobile   in   Africa. 


Eileen  Broderick  was  a  guest  of  Al's  when  she 
won  a  local  School  Bus  Safety  Essay  Contest. 


HERE'S  a  fellow  who  has  really  carved  his  name  into 
the  radio  history  of  Rochester.  Al  Sisson,  the  WHAM 
"Mainstreeter,"  has  been  in  radio  since  1933.  His 
jobs  have  been  many  and  varied.  First  a  staff  announcer, 
then  a  news  reporter,  next,  a  news  editor,  he  now  has  a 
program  of  his  own  entitled  Along  Main  Street,  and  is  an 
early  visitor  in  thousands  of  homes  each  morning  at  7:30 
A.M.,   Monday  through  Friday. 

Al,  more  affectionately  known  as  "Doc,"  was  born  at 
Italy  Hill,  Yates  County,  New  York,  on  November  18, 
1901.  He  attended  Ithaca  College  for  training  in  drama- 
tics. After  college  Al  made  two  decisions;  he  got  married 
and  started  teaching  school.  In  1928  he  returned  to  Ithaca 
College  as  head  of  the  Dramatics  Department.  He  took 
an  interest  in  the  theater  and  spent  the  summers  in  stock 
and  repertoire  companies. 

Radio  beckoned  and  Al  auditioned  for  a  dramatic  role 
after  which  he  hung  around  until  an  announcer's  job 
finally  opened.  Several  years  of  straight  announcing  fol- 
lowed and  then  he  went  into  news  and  finally  became 
News  Editor  for  WHAM. 

Al,  in  appearance,  reminds  you  of  a  very  successful 
football  or  baseball  coach.  He  stands  5  ft.  8  in.  in  height, 
weighs  170  lbs.,  has  brown  hair  and  eyes  to  match.  The 
one  thing  that  will  outshine  his  smile  is  his  heart.  Al's 
friends  say  that  you  just  can't  measure  that — it's  too  big. 

December  7th,  1941,  war  with  Japan  and  Germany 
found  Al  here  at  WHAM.  Not  content  to  sit  idly  by,  Doc 
joined  the  American  Red  Cross  as  a  Field  Director.  After 
a  short  training  period  he  was  sent  to  Africa  and  then 
into  Italy  where  he  served  our  GIs  on  many  different 
fronts.  A  severe  throat  infection  forced  Al  to  return  to 
the  States  where  he  carried  on  for  the  local  chapter  of 
the  Red  Cross,  speaking  at  rallys  and  visiting  our 
wounded  soldiers  in  near-by  hospitals. 

Radio  offered  him  his  old  job  back  but  Al  had  a  dif- 
ferent idea.  He  wanted  to  do  a  program  about  people, 
the  way  he  saw  them  and  what  they  meant  to  him.  Strik- 
ing out  on  his  own,  Al  sold  himself  to  a  trust  company 
which  to  this  day  sponsors  his  program.    The  secret  of  his 


"Doc"    Sisson    during    a    typi- 
cal morning  broadcast,  WHAM. 


success  is  that  his  subjects  are  many  and  all  different. 
Maybe  a  Scout  meeting  he  attended,  or  an  old  friend  he 
met  on  the  street,  a  review  of  the  recent  best-seller,  a 
civic  affair  or  a  visit  to  the  Sampson  Naval  Hospital. 

Last  Christmas  he  heard  of  Leatherwood  School,  Carter 
County,  Kentucky,  which  had  never  had  a  Christmas 
party.  He  asked  his  listeners  to  send  little  presents  to  the 
sixty-two  children  so  that  they  might  have  their  first 
Yuletide  party.  The  response  was  terrific.  All  types  of 
gifts  were  sent  including  clothes,  candy,  toys,  books  and 
even  money.  The  party,  needless  to  say,  was  a  huge  suc- 
cess. The  kids  at  Leatherwood  School  have  written  their 
thanks  and  call  him  "Uncle  Al."  To  continue  to  help  "his 
kids"  Al  and  his  sponsor  have  made  arrangements  with 
the  "Save  the  Children  Federation"  to  officially  sponsor 
Leatherwood  School.  Last  spring  Al  again  asked  his 
listeners  to  help  the  youngsters  at  Leatherneck  School  by 
sending  seeds  for  their  mountainside  gardens.  How  did 
it  work  out?  You  guessed  it!  Response  was  huge  and 
the  gardens  in  Carter  County,  Kentucky,  are  doing  fine. 


Which  Twin  has  the  ^^^r 

(  and  which  has  the  beauty  shop  permanent  ? ) 


The  Toni  twin — winsome  Ella  Wigren  of 
Chicago,  exclaimed  "My  Toni  Home 
Permanent  looked  soft  and  lovely  from  the 
start!  No  wonder  Lila  says  after  this  we'll 
be  Toni  twins."  (Can  you  tell  their 
permanents  apart?  See  answer  below. 


Yes,  you  can  give  yourself  a  lovely 
TONI  Home  Permanent  for  your  date  tonight 


Beautiful,  deep,  graceful  waves  —  so 
smooth,  so  natural-looking.  A  Toni  is 
truly  lovely.  And  look  how  easy  it  is  to 
give  yourself  a  Toni  Permanent — at  home. 

1.  Roll  your  hair  up  on  curlers  (new  Toni 
plastic  curlers  make  it  easier  than  ever). 
Dah  on  Toni  Creme  Lotion  as  you  go. 

2.  Tie  a  turban  round  your  head  and  do 
whatever  you  like  for  2  to  3  hours. 

3.  Saturate  each  curl  with  Toni  Neutral- 
izer  and  rinse. 


De  Luxe  Kit  with  re-  Regular  Kit  with 

usable  plastic  curlers  fiber  curlers 

$200  $]25 

All  prices  plus  tax     •     Prices  slightly  higher  in  Canada 


i^ 


Your  wave  is  in  —  just  the  wav  you  like  it. 
By  following  the  simple  Toni  directions 
you  get  the  curl  just  as  tight  or  as  loose  as 
you  want.  And  your  wonderful  Toni  wave 
is  frizz-free  from  the  start.  For  Toni  Creme 
Lotion  coaxes  the  hair  into,  soft,  graceful, 
easy-to-manage  waves. 

Toni  works  like  a  charm  on  any  hair  that 
will  take  a  permanent  —  even  gray,  dyed, 
bleached  or  baby-fine  hair.  And  the  wave 
is  guaranteed  to  last  just  as  long  as 
beauty-shop  permanent  costing  S15 
more.  That's  why  —  every  hour  of  the 


Refill  Kit  complete 

except  for  curlers 

$]00 


HOME  PERMANENT 


THE  CREME  COLD  WAVE 


another  thousand  women  use  Toni.  Take 
a  tip  from  them  and  get  a  Toni  Home 
Permanent  Kit  today.  On  sale  at  leading 
drug,  notion  and  cosmetic  counters. 

Ella,  the  twin  with  the  Toni  is  on  the 
right  above.  Did  you  guess  right? 

Easy  as  rolling  your  hair  up  on  curlers 
—  but   the    wave   stays    in  for    months. 
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With  such  guests  as 
Mischa  Auer  and 
the  ■  unpredictable 
m.c.-ing  of  Sherm 
"The  Worm,"  Club 
Midnight  is  a  pro- 
gram well  worth 
staying  up  to  hear. 
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THEY  call  him  "Sherm  the  Worm"  on  his  midnight 
show.  They  name  three-foot  sandwiches  after  him. 
The  mail  brings  him  fantastically  hand-decorated 

postcards.  It's  all  because  Sherman  Feller  is 
master-of-ceremonies  and  chief  performer  on  WEEI's 
Club  Midnight    (Mon.-Sat.,   12:05-1:00  A.M.). 

Sherman  is  a  natural  philosopher.  Although  young 
in  years,  his  many  efforts  to  earn  a  living  while  going 
through  school  convinced  him  that  an  active  sense 
of  comedy  is  required  to  keep  up  with  the  complexi- 
ties of  modern  life.  All  the  weight  of  family  pressure 
was  put  on  Sherman  to  acquire  a  profession  with  a 
future  in  it.  That's  why  he  studied  law,  with  his 
tongue  in  his  cheek,  of  course;  but  he  studied  it  just 
the  same,  and  graduated. 

After  graduation,  he  took  a  year  off  to  work  as  a 
lumberman  on  a  government  reservoir  project.  In 
the  woods,  the  workmen  relied  on  radio  for  their 
off-hours  entertainment.  This  gave  Sherm  an  idea. 
Radio  might  be  a  good  field  for  him. 

His  natural  aptitude  and  legal  training  made  him 
at  ease  with  words.  To  learn  radio  technique,  he 
entered  Emerson  College,  taking  the  complete  course. 
This  was  all  right,  but  he  needed  experience.  He 
made  the  rounds  of  stations,  auditioning  one  after 
another  until  he  came  to  Lowell.  There  he  not  only 
landed  an  announcing  job,  but  also  made  the 
acquaintance  of  the  boss's  secretary.  She  is  now  Mrs. 
Sherman  Feller  and  his  own  secretary,  inspiration, 
and  joy.  Sherm  is  well  over  six  feet  in  height,  and 
sparsely  built,  like  an  athlete.   Norma  is  a  scant  five 


feet,  weighs  no  more  than  a  hundred  pounds;  but 
she's  full  of  fire,  and  her  sweet  clear  voice  show- 
cases all  the  tunes  that  have  been  coming  from 
Sherm's  facile  pen,   for  he  is   a  composer  too. 

Sherm  returned  to  Boston'  to  audition  at  WEEI 
a  few  months  before  the  outbreak  of  World  War  II. 
There  were  factories  working  'round  the  clock  and 
laborers  on  swing  shifts  who  needed  entertainment. 
Sherm  got  that  job  .  .  .  running  WEEI's  Dawn 
Patrol  from  midnight  to  6:00  A.M.;  and  it  became 
one  of  the  most  popular  features  on  the  station. 

Then  came  Sherm's  own  call  to  arms.  His  was  a 
Coast  Artillery  unit  with  sand  bags  to  the  right  of 
them  and  sand  bags  to  the  left  of  them.  Sherm  de- 
clares he  "was  holding  the  bag"  most  of  the  time, 
until  the  Treasury  Department  sent  out  a  call  for 
soldier  talent-  to  write  and  produce  an  all-service 
musical.  The  gangling  private  who  was  always  play- 
ing a  harmonica  (between  sand  bags)  was  given  the 
assignment  to  write  words  and  music  for  the  pro- 
duction he  later  called  Direct  Hit.  He  acted  in  it, 
top.  The  show  played  all  around  the  country  and 
sold  eighty  million  dollars'  worth  of  war  bonds. 

Every  moment  of  leave  he  haunted  the  music 
publishers  and  radio  stations  of  New  York.  His  "I'm 
Cooked,  Boiled  and  Toasted  .  .  .  I'm  in  Love"  has  been 
featured  by  Tommy  Dorsey.  "Take  a  Look  at  Me" 
has  been  sung  over  the  CBS  network  by  Patti  Clay- 
ton on  the  Danny  O'Neil  program;  and  "Hey!  How 
About  That"  which  is  his  latest,  has  been  introduced 
to  the  airlanes  by  Carl  Moore. 
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So  spicy,  so  saucy,  such  a  flattering  red  it's  wicked! 

"Applecart"— the  bright  young  thing  to  wear  with 
your  sun-gold  tan!  You'll  love  the  provocative  new 
shade,  "Pipj)in,"  too — dark  and  delightfully  attractive. 

And  the  beauty  of  it  i?— all  the  new  Cutex  polishes 
are  so  wonderfully  \\ell  l)eha\ed. 

New  stay-on  ond-on-and-on!  Improved  Cutex 
can  really  take  it— thanks  to  a  highly  talrated  ingredient 
found  only  in  the  new  Cutex.  This  wonder  ingredient 
defies  chipping  and  peeling. 

New  drying  speed!  Try  new^  Cutex  on  one  hand, 
vour  old-time  \to\\A\  on  the  other,  and  clock-watch 
them.  You'll  he  amazed— new  Cutex  dries  so  fast! 

"Polished  performance?" — now,  more  than  ever,  you 
get  it  with  Cutex.  Northain  Warren,  iNew  lock. 


NEW!  NOW!  LUSCIOUS  CUTEX  LIPSTICKS! 

Yes,  Cutex,  the  most  popular  name  in  nail 
beauty, now  brings  you  lieavcnly  new  lip  iieauty! 
Creamy -smooth,  alluringly  lovely  lipsticks  in 
shades  that  match  or  harmonize  with  your  new 
Cutex  nails.  Only  49j^,  at  your  favorite  cos- 
metic coimter. 


A^rginiaMayo  discovers 


New  Improve 


JAm£y 


At  Last!  The  New 
Miracle  Shampoo 
that  lets  ycur  hair 


Ih^' 


/ 


New!  Leaves  your  hair  dazzling 

as  the  stars!  Take  Miss  Mayo's  advice. 
Discover  how  new  improved  Drene's  richer, 
creamier  lather  brings  out  all  the  glorious 
brilliance  now  hidden  by  dulling  soap  film! 

New!  Never  leaves  hair  dried  out! 

Proved  superior  in  tests  by  hundreds  of 
women.  New  improved  Drene  does  not  dry 
out  hair.  Instead,  its  richer,  mellower 
lather  actually  leaves  your  hair  softer, 
smoother,  far  easier  to  set,  curl,  and 
arrange  riglit  after  shampooing. 

Nev^!  See  and  feel  the  difference, 

instantly,  in  the  way  new  Drene  lathers  . . . 
the  way  it  brings  out  all  the  beauty  of 
your  hair!  Ask  for  new  Drene  today. 


Now!  For  All  Types  of  Hair 

New  improved  Drene  is  at  your  dealer's  now 
in  tiie  familiar  blue-and-yellow  package. 


• 


Never  before  DRENE 
could  any  shampoo  perform  ALL  of  these  Beauty  Miracles 

Reveals  ALL  the  lustre  in  your  hair        'A'  Luxurious  instant  lather 


Does  not  dry  out  hair 

Leaves  hair  far  easier  to  manage 

Marvelous  hair  conditioning  action 


"^  Removes  unsightly  dandruff 
"^  No  acid  after-rinses  needed 
"^  Flower-fresh  fragrance 


T 


HERE  is  on  the  air  at  the  moment  a  program  universal  both  in  its  appeal 
and  interest — The  Greatest  Story  Ever  Told,  a  series  of  beautifully-done 
Biblical  dramatizations. 


For  those  whose  rehgious  education  has  been  meager,  the  program  opens  a 
whole  new  knowledge  of  the  precepts  upon  which  our  faith  was  founded. 
Even  those  who  profess  no  religion  can  find  beauty  in  the  parables  and  a 
counterpart  to  present-day  problems  in  such  stories  as  those  of  The  Good 
Samaritan,  The  Prodigal  Son  and  the  others  which  The  Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told  dramatizes.  The  solutions  to  those  ancient  problems  might  well  be 
applied  today  for  a  better  world. 

In  simple,  modem  language.  The  Greatest  Story  Ever  Told  is  easily  under- 
standable while  it  sacrifices  none  of  the  beauty  of  the  Bible  stories.  In  a 
setting  of  excellent  music,  the  parables  of  the  past  come  to  hfe  and  take  on 
new  meaning.  And,  as  a  final  dignity,  the  sponsor  has  had  the  excellent  good 
sense  not  to  intrude  mention  of  his  products  in  a  place  where  it  does  not 
belong — only  the  minimum  credit  required  by  radio  regulations  is  given,  for 
the  sponsor  is  content  to  present  the  program  as  a  public  service. 

Radio  Mirror  believes  that  your  attention  should  be  called  to  this  program. 
Gather  your  family  to  listen  to  "another  episode  in  The  Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told,  from  the  greatest  life  ever  lived"  next  Sunday  night  at  six-thirty, 
Elastem  time,  on  your  American  Broadcasting  Company  station,  and  see  if 
you  don't  agree. 


Thi    i^JLuUm. 
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By  Don  McNeill 


{USUALLY  enjoy  myself  a  lot  on  the 
Fourth   of  July — ^I  have   ever   since  I 

was  a  boy  in  a  small  town  and  set  off 
firecrackers  at  dawn  with  the  other  kids, 
and  went  on  picnics  during  the  day,  and 
watched  the  fireworks  display  at  night. 
Being  a  small-town  boy  at  heart,  the  way 
I  like  to  spend  the  Fourth  nowadays  is  to 
pack  up  the  family  and  drive  to  some 
little  town,  where  they  still  have  the  same 
kind  of  celebration  I  remember  as  a  boy. 
Take  it  all  in  all,  the  Fourth  is  one  of  the 
best  holidays  in  the  year  for  enjoying 
yourself,  I  think,  partly  because  it's  sum- 
mer then,  and  you  can  do  your  celebrating 
under  a  blue  (if  you're  lucky)  sky;  and 
partly  because  it  turns  your  attention  to 
the  fact  that  you  can  enjoy  yourself  as  you 
want  to  in  this  coxintry  and  it  doesn't  hurt 
to  remember  that,  once  in  a  while. 

That's  why,  no  matter  how  good  a 
Fourth  I'm  having,  I  find  ten  spare  min- 
utes to  read  over  the  Declaration  of  In- 
dependence. After  aU,  if  that  document 
hadn't  been  written  a  hundred  and  sixty- 
one  years  ago,  the  day  would  be  just  like 
any  other  day  in.  July.  I've  always  been  a 
little  sorry  that,  after  we  get  out  of  school 
where  we've  had  to  study  the  Declaration, 
most  of  us  take  it  so  for  granted  that  we 
never,  voluntarily,  give  it  another  re- 
readijng.  Of  course,  we'd  all  say  we  be- 
lieve in  it;  we'd  say  it  indignantly,  if 
anyone  challenged  us. 


Alvin  Tyler  would  have  said  that  too. 
But  it  wasn't  true  of  Al,  as  it  isn't  true 
of  lots  of  other  people.  He  thought  he  be- 
lieved in  it,  but  the  facts  showed  other- 
wise. 

I  first  met  Al  when,  after  a  broadcast 
one  morning  several  years  ago,  a  slender 
girl  with  amber-brown  hair  came  up  to 
thank  me,  very  sincerely  I  felt,  for  some- 
thing I'd  said  during  the  program  about 
brotherhood.  The  studio  had  pretty  well 
cleared  out  by  the  time  we'd  had  a  few 
words  together,  and  I  met  her  father  too. 
They  were  in  town  for  a  few  days  on  va- 
cation from  the  Uttle  suburb,  about  twenty 
miles  away,  where  Al  Tyler  was  in  the 
real  estate  business.  When  I  heard  the 
name  of  the  town,  something  clicked  in 
my  memory.  I  tried  to  recall  who  had 
mentioned  it — 

"Henry  Parks!"  I  said  triumphantly. 
Then  I  explained  to  Ann  Tyler  and  her 
father,  "A  friend  of  mine  has  been  comb- 
ing your  town  for  months,  looking  for  a 
place  to  live.  Why  don't  I  give  him  your 
name?  Maybe  you  two  can  get  together 
on  shelter  for  poor  Henry's  family;  I 
know  he  wants  to  live  out  there." 

Al  Tyler,  of  course,  was  delighted.  And 
contrary  to  expectation  (those  things  don't 
usually  amount  to  anything)  Henry  called 
up  about  two  weeks  later  and  announced 
that  he'd  been  out  to  see  Tyler,  and  has 
just  about  closed  a  deal  for  a  Uttle  house 
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in  the  town  that  answered  his  needs.  "It's 
a  dandy  house,  and  a  very  fair  ^alue," 
Henry  said.  "Why  don't  you  come  along 
next  weekend  when  we  drive  out  to  see 
it?   We  owe  it  all  to  you!" 

That  was  how  I  happened  to  see  the 
Tylers  again,  and  how  I  happened  to  make 
a  fishing  date  with  Al.  After  that  I  saw 
him  and  Ann  whenever  they  came  to  Chi- 
cago. There  were  a  lot  more  fishing  dates, 
too;  I  didn't  know  anyone  else  who  cared 
about  it  as  much  as  I  did.  And  of  course 
I  found  out  a  lot  about  Al  Tyler,  as  time 
went  by. 

Alvin  Tyler  is  one  of  the  leading  citizens 
of  his  town,  and  a  good  man.  He  has  lived 
there  all  his  life.  He  owns  a  building  on 
one  of  the  business  streets  downtown  and 
a  big,  comfortable  house.  He's  been  elected 
three  times  to  the  town  council,  and  before 
that  he  was  on  the  school  board.  When 
his  wife  died  seven  years  ago  he  gave  the 
town  a  new  building  for  the  Free  Public 
Library  as  a  memorial  to  her.  He's  public- 
spirited  and  honest  and  generous — Henry 
Parks  told  me  that  when  Steve  Matteoni's 
oldest  girl  Rosa  (he's  a  shoemaker  in  the 
town)  had  to  be  sent  to  New  Mexico  for 
her  health  it  was  Al  Tyler  who  footed  the 
bills;  and  he's  helped  other  people  out 
when  they  needed  it,  too. 

During  the  war,  Al  worked  himself 
ragged.  He  was  too  old  for  active  service, 
of    course — ^fifty-five    the    year    of    Pearl 


Harbor — but  he  served  on  the  draft  board 
and  on  the  U.S.O.  fund  committee  and  as 
a  volunteer  plane  watcher.  If  there  was  a 
job  nobody  else  wanted,  a  job  that  would 
help  win  the  war,  Al  Avas  always  there, 
ready  to  take  it.  He'd  laugh  and  say, 
"Well,  there  isn't  much  doing  in  the  real- 
estate  business  right  now,  and  I've  got  to 
keep  busy."  He  was  patriotic  and  self- 
sacrificing. 

All  the  same,  he  didn't  believe  in  the 
Declaration  of  Independence. 

It  began  after  the  war  was  over.  Al 
Tyler  had  a  tract  of  land  on  the  edge  of 
town,  and  as  soon  as  he  could  get  mate- 
rials and  workmen  he  started  building 
houses  there.  I  ran  into  him  one  day  in 
Chicago,  and  he  showed  the  plans  to  me. 
It  was  going  to  be  a  really  nice  develop- 
ment. Oak  Knoll,  he  was  going  to  call  it. 
The  Jjouses  were  to  be  five-  and  six-room 
bungalows,  each  with  plenty  of  its  own 
land  arovmd  it. 

"And  they'll  all  go  to  veterans,  Don," 
he  said.  "Every  last  one  of  them."  In 
spite  of  his  white  hair  and  the  wrinkles 
around  his  eyes  and  mouth,  Al  sounded 
like  an  enthusiastic  kid.  I  could  see  that 
this  was  something  he'd  been  planning  a 
long  time,  something  he  reaUy  wanted  to 
do,  and  do  right.  "I've  sat  up  nights, 
figuring  how  to  shave  pennies  off  the  cost 
of  building,  to  keep  the  price  down  to 
something  a  GI    (Continued  on  page  93) 


This  story  was  written  espe- 
cially for  Radio  Mirror  by  Don 
McNeill,  m.c.  of  The  Break- 
fast Club,  heard  Monday 
through  Friday  from  9  to  10 
A.M.    EDT  on   ABC   stations. 
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There  were  many  things  abont  Thorn  that  dismayed  Marguerite — not  the  least  of  these  his  attitude,  so  different 


IJV  THE  town  of  Fairview,  Iowa,  this  morning,  there 
are  two  young  people — high  school  teachers,  hoth. 

Look  at  Marguerite  first,  in  the  corridor  of  the  High 
School.  Watch  young  Thorn  when  you  meet  him  in 
the  office  of  Tom  Field,  principal  of  Fairview  High. 
Would  you  think  that  one  of  these  two  young  people 
hides  a  secret?  Would  you  believe  that  one  of  them 
is  playing  a  masquerade? 

In  every  person's  life — in  past  or  present  or  future 
— there  is  prctcise.  And  no  one,  not  friend  nor  par-  . 
ent,  can  truthfully  say,  "I  know  this  man,  this  woman." 

Marguerite   Anderson    walked   briskly    down    the 


high  school  corridor — so  briskly,  in  fact,  that  it  was 
only  by  throwing  herseK  quickly  to  one  side,  flatten- 
ing herself  against  the  pencil- scarred,  plaster-chipped 
walls,  that  she  was  able  to  avoid  colliding  with  a  boy 
at  the  comer. 

"Jo^!" 

"Gee;  Miss  Anderson!  Oh,  gee,  I'm  sorry.  Did  I 
hurt  you?" 

She  caught  her  breath  and  laughed.  "No,  Joe,  and 
it  would  have  been  my  fault  anjrway,  if  we'd  bumped. 
I  wasn't  looking  where  I  was  going.  And  you  seem 
to  be  in  a  great  hurry,  too." 

"Baseball  practice,"  the  gangling  seventeen-year- 


This  Masquerade  story  was  written  especially  for  Radio  Mirror.  Marguerite  Anderson  is  played  by  Linda  Leigfaton;  Tom  Field  by  Carleton  Kadell; 


f-  '  ^''tfr^''^ 


Lovp  can  make  a  coward  of  the  heart,  mask 


it  with  bravado  or  defiance.     It  is  to  these 


hearts,   afraid    to    show   themselves    truly    to 


their  loved  ones,  that  the  Masquerader  speaks 


By  the  MASQUERADER 


from  Tom  Field's,  toward  young  Joe. 


old  boy  explained.  "I'm  Idte  now  and  Mr.  Drexel 
asked  me  to  take  over  practice  until  he  could  get 
there.  I'm  captain  of  the  team  and  if  I'm  not  there 
the  guys  will  just  horse  around  and  the  team  won't 
get  any  practice."  His  smile  took  any  conceit  out 
of  the  words  and  made  them  a  simple  statement  of 
fact.    "I'd  better  run." 

"Wait  a  minute,  Joe."  Marquerite  frowned.  She 
liked  young  Joe  King,  as  did  the  other  teachers,  and 
she  didn't  Hke  what  she  had  to  say  to  him.  "I  hate 
to  have  to  remind  you,  Joe,  but  you're  falling  behind 
a  little  in  your  studies  again.  That  last  composition 
of  yours — it  wasn't  up  to  standard,  Joe.    It  soxinded 


as  if  you  hadn't  opened  your  books  in  a  week." 

The  boy  sighed  and  awkwardly  kicked  one  foot 
against  the  other.  ."I  know.  Miss  Anderson.  English 
is  my  toughest  subject.  And  my  dad  says  he  can't 
see  the  need  in  all  this  studying  ...  he  says  I'm 
going  to  be  a  farmer,  anyhow,  and  I  don't  need  to 
know  anything  about  Longfellow  to  know  how  to 
milk  a  cow.  He's  always  thinking  up  things  for  me 
to  do  evenings,  so  I  can't  study.  But  I'll  do  better — " 
"I  know  you  will.  You're  intelligent,  Joe,  and  I 
know  you  try." 

With  a  friendly  smile  she  dismissed  him  and  went 
on  her  way,  past  a  row  of  {Continued  on  page  77) 


Thornton  Drexcl  by  Jack  Edwards,  Jr.;  Joe  by  Conrad  Binyon.  Masquerade  is  heard  Monday  through  Friday  at  2:25  P.M.,  EDT,  over  NBC  stations. 
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Lovp  can  make  a  coward  of  the  heart,  mask 

it  with  bravado  or  defiance.     It  is  to  these 
hearts,   afraid   to   show   themselves   truly   to 

their  loved  ones,  that  the  Masquerader  speaks 


By  the  MASQUERADER 


There  were  many  things  about  Thorn  that  dismayed  Margaerite — not  the  least  of  these  his  attitude,  so  ti' 


IN  THE  town  of  Fairview,  Iowa,  this  morning,  there 
are  two  j/oung  people — high  school  teachers,  hoih. 

Look  at  Marguerite  first,  in  the  corridor  of  the  High 
School.  Watch  young  T/iom  when  you  meet  him  in 
the  office  of  Tom  Field,  principo!  of  Fairview  High. 
Would  you  think  that  one  of  these  two  youTig  people 
hides  a  secret?  Would  you  believe  that  one  of  tfiem 
is  playing  a  masquerade? 

In  eueTy  person's  life — in  past  or  present  or  future 
—there  is  prctc.ise.  And  no  one,  not  friend  nor  par-  , 
ent,  can  truthfully  say,  "I  know  this  man,  this  ujoman." 

Marguerite   Anderson   walked   briskly   down   the 


high  school  corridor — so  briskly,  in  fact,  that  it  was 
only  by  throwing  herself  quickly  to  one  side,  flatten- 
ing herself  against  the  pencil-scarred,  plaster-chipped 
walls,  that  she  was  able  to  avoid  colliding  with  a  boy 
at  the  comer. 

"Joe—!" 

"Gee;  Miss  Anderson!  Oh,  gee,  I'm  sorry.  Did  I 
hxirt  you?" 

She  caught  her  breath  and  laughed.  "No,  Joe,  and 
it  would  have  been  my  fault  anyway,  if  we'd  bumped. 
I  wasn't  looking  where  I  was  going.  And  you  seem 
to  be  in  a  great  hurry,  too." 

"Baseball  practice,"  the  gangling  seventeen-year- 


from  Tom  Field's,  toward  young  Joe. 

old  boy  explained.  "I'm  Idte  now  and  Mr.  Drexel 
asked  me  to  take  over  practice  imtil  he  could  get 
there.  I'm  captain  of  the  team  and  if  I'm  not  there 
the  guys  will  just  horse  arovmd  smd  the  team  won't 
get  any  practice."  His  smile  took  any  conceit  out 
of  the  words  and  made  them  a  simple  statement  of 
fact.   "I'd  better  run." 

"Wait  a  minute,  Joe."  Marquerite  frowned.  She 
liked  young  Joe  King,  as  did  the  other  teachers,  and 
she  didn't  like  what  she  had  to  say  to  him.  "I  hate 
to  have  to  remind  you,  Joe,  but  you're  falling  behind 
a  little  in  your  studies  again.  "Hiat  last  composition 
of  yours — it  wasn't  up  to  standard,  Joe.   It  sounded 


as  if  you  hadn't  opened  your  books  in  a  week." 

The  boy  sighed  and  awkwardly  kicked  one  foot 
against  the  other.  ."I  know.  Miss  Anderson.  Eiiglish 
is  my  toughest  subject  And  my  dad  says  he  can't 
see  the  need  in  all  this  studying  ...  he  says  I'm 
going  to  be  a  farmer,  anyhow,  and  I  don't  need  to 
know  anything  about  Longfellow  to  know  how  to 
milk  a  cow.  He's  always  thinking  up  things  for  me 
to  do  evenings,  so  I  can't  study.  But  I'll  do  better — " 
"I  know  you  wUl.  You're  intelligent,  Joe,  and  I 
know  you  try." 

With  a  friendly  smile  she  dismissed  him  and  went 
on  her  way,  past  a  row  of  (Continued  on  page  11) 
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Barbara   Olsan,  Winner   Take   All   assistant;    Tony   Marvin,    announcen;    Bill   Cullen,  m.c;    Bill   Todman,  producer,  and 
Geane  McCarthy  watched  and  listened  as  Mrs.  Reyna  Schild  beat  me.  It  was  a  good  fight  all  along,  and  I'm  glad  she  won. 


iMA 


WHO  says  life  begins  at  forty?     I  say  it  starts  at 
seventy-seven! 

And  at  seventy-seven  I  ought  to  know  a  thing 
or  two  about  living.  It  boils  down  to  three  words: 
"Take  a  chance!"  I  took  a  big  one  a  year  ago  when 
I  came  to  New  York  City.  I'd  been  a  school-teacher 
in  the  West  for  fifty  years,  arid  I  came  to  New  York 
a  total  stranger.  Since  then,  I've  found  a  comfortable 
apartment — ^now  filled  with  furniture  and  gifts  I  won 
on  the  CBS  radio  show  Winner  Take  All! 

Adventurous,  that's  what  it's  been.  The  radio  part 
of  my  adventures  began  when  my  daughter  Vaughn 
McCormick  came  on  from  Portland,  Oregon,  to  New 
York  City  on  a  teachers'  convention  a  few  weeks 
back.  She's  a  school-teacher  of  forty-five,  and  right 
nice-looking,  but  she  doesn't  have  her  old  man's 
"chancey"  streak.    So  I  had  to  talk  hard  to  make  her 


start  the  biggest  adventure  in  her  hfe — ^which  led 
into  the  biggest  one  of  my  own! 

I  remember  the  day  well  when  I  started  arguing 
with  her.  She  had  the  day  all  planned.  She  was 
going  to  spend  it  going  to  museums  with  some  other 
school-teachers.    But  I  said: 

"Vaughn,  I've  got  a  much  better  idea.  I  have  some 
tickets  to  the  radio  show  Winner  Take  All.  Let's  go 
down  there  this  afternoon.  I've  a  hunch  you'll  be 
picked  to  go  on  the  program  and  win  a  bunch  of 
presents." 

Vaughn  sniffed.  She'd  never  been  on  the  radio  in 
her  life,  and  how  could  she  answer  those  questions? 

"Nothing  a  school-teacher  couldn't  answer  in  a 
flash,"  I  told  her. 

But  she  still  resisted.  She  said,  "What  makes  you 
think  they'd  pick  me  out   {Continued  on  page  104) 


Winner  Take  All  is  heard  at  7:30  Monday  nights,  and  at  3:30  every  Monday  through  Friday  afternoon,  on  CBS  network  stations. 


So  now  I  have  a  vacuum  cleaner,  and  what's 
more  I  have  a  rug  to  use  it  on.    Miraculous! 


Bij  Elmer  McCormick, 


Geane  McCarthy,  Winner  Take  All  assistant,  helped 
organize  my  winnings.    And  how  they  did  mount  up! 
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Bill  Cullen  m.c;  Bill  Todman,  producer,  and 
B.rl.»r.  OUa.  Winner  TaWe  ...  ^^^^^J;^:^,  ^TT^  ..  a  .o„d  ...  .«  alon.  and  P.  .lad  .e  .on. 
Geane  McCar.hy  wa.ched  and  listened  as  Mrs.  Key  ^^^^^^^^^ 
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So  now  I  have  a  vacuum  cleaner,  and  what's 
more  I  have  «  rug  to  use  it  on.    Miraculous! 


Ik  A  WINNEK  wko 


WHO  says  life  begins  at  forty?  I  say  it  starts  at 
seventy-seven! 
And  at  seventy-seven  I  ought  to  know  a  thing 
or  two  about  living.  It  boils  down  to  three  words: 
"Take  a  chance!"  I  took  a  big  one  a  year  ago  when 
I  came  to  New  York  City.  I'd  been  a  school-teacher 
in  the  West  for  fifty  years,  and  I  came  to  New  York 
a  total  stranger.  Since  then,  I've  found  a  comfortable 
apartment — now  filled  with  furniture  and  gifts  I  won 
on  the  CBS  radio  show  Winner  Take  All! 

Adventurous,  that's  what  it's  been.  The  radio  part 
of  my  adventures  began  when  my  daughter  Vaughn 
McCormick  came  on  from  Portland,  Oregon,  to  New 
York  City  on  a  teachers'  convention  a  few  weeks 
back.  She's  a  school-teacher  of  forty-five,  and  right 
nice-looking,  but  she  doesn't  have  her  old  man's 
"chancey"  streak.    So  I  had  to  talk  hard  to  make  her 

winner  Take  At!  ■•  lirard  at  7:30  Monday  iiiKhu,  and  at  3:30 


start  the  biggest  adventure  in  her  life — ^which  led 
into  the  biggest  one  of  my  own! 

I  remember  the  day  well  when  I  started  arguing 
with  her.  She  had  the  day  all  planned.  She  was 
going  to  spend  it  going  to  museums  with  some  other 
school-teachers.    But  I  said: 

"Vaughn,  I've  got  a  much  better  idea.  I  have  some 
tickets  to  the  radio  show  Winner  Take  All.  Let's  go 
down  there  this  afternoon.  I've  a  hunch  you'll  be 
picked  to  go  on  the  program  and  win  a  bunch  of 
presents." 

Vaughn  sniffed.    She'd  never  been  on  the  radio  in 
her  life,  and  how  could  she  answer  those  questions? 
"Nothing   a  school-teacher   couldn't  answer   in  a 
flash,"  I  told  her. 

But  she  still  resisted.  She  said,  "What  makes  you 
think  they'd  pick  me  out   (Continued  on  page  1"*' 

CTery  Monday  tlirough  Friday  afternoon,  on  CBS  nctworic  atations. 
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Bij  Elmer  McCormick 


Geane  McCarthy,  Winner  Talte  All  assistant,  helped 
organize  my  winnings.    And  how  they  did  mount  up! 
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A  large  gold  key,  a  piece  of 

paper — they're  symbols  of  home 

to  Roselle  and  Perry  Como 


THERE  is  a  certain  understanding 
that  two    people    who    are    married 

eventually  come  to  and  that's  a  won- 
derful thing,  that's  everything. 

My  wife  and  I  have  been  married 
fourteen  years.  We  started  "going  to- 
gether" when  we  were  a  sharp  thirteen 
and  first  met  at  a  party,  a  wienie  roast 
or  something  back  in  my  home  town 
of  Canonsburg,  Pa.,  and  were  wrecked. 

When  I  start  talking  pretty,  I'm  frac- 
tured, so  about  this  being  still  in  love 
with  my  wife,  let  me  tell  you  a  bed- 
time story:  Once  a  week,  during  my 
Supper  Club  broadcast,  I  telephone  a 
fan.  A  few  weeks  ago,  my  sponsor  sug- 
gested that,  as  a  gag,  the  call  be  made 
to  my  wife  without  letting  me  in,  in 
advance,  on  the  deal.  When  the  call 
came  through,  I  was  so  flustered  by  the 
surprise,  I  was  so  tongue-tied  and 
moon-calf  that  sixty  valuable  seconds 
of  air-time  was  lost  and  the  final  com- 
mercial had  to  be  cut  out. 


Cape  Cod  or  English?   That's  the  only  Como   family  quarrel. 


Perry's   always   around   when   Ronnie    needs   a 
little     assistance     with     an     extra-tough     job. 


Ronald,  as  a  name,  worried  Ronald.  So 
his  cooperative  family  calls  him  Tex. 
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They  were   thirteen  apiece  when   they  met. 
By  now,  "we  think — and  even  look — alike." 


The  house  sold  itself  when   Perry  discovered  the 
golf  course  behind  it.  What  more  could  you  want? 
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Pink  tufted  leather  covers  the  bed:  "four  miles  by 


Does  this  say  it  for  me?    It's  the  best  I  can  do. 

Except  that  Rosalie  is  a  blonde,  with  big  beau- 
tiful brown  eyes,  the  kind  that  twinkle,  and  I'm 
dark  with  brown  eyes,  we've  been  married  so 
long  we  look  alike.  Married  so  long,  we  have 
that  certain  vinderstanding,  that  wonderful  thing, 
that  everything.  .  . 

That  everything  that  now  includes,  and  high 
time,  too,  a  home.  A  home  in  Flower  Hills,  which 
is  a  suburb  of  Port  Washington,  Long  Island.  Otur 
own  home.   Our  first  home. 

The  very  first  home  we've  ever  had  in  all  these 
fourteen  years  and  believe  me,  there  is  more 
excitement  about  it  (we  bought  it  a  yestr  and  a 
half  ago)  than  there  is  about  anything  else  in 
our  lives  excepting,  of  course,  that  seven-year-old 
kid  of  oiu's,  that  Ronnie,  who  is  the  cricket  on 
the  hearth. 

Get  me  talking  about  that  character,  Ronnie, 
and  that  Supper  Club  date  of  mine  will  run  into 
the  breakfast  hour — ^and  siriaU  thanks  for  it,  from 
the  kid. 

Ronnie  is  a  good  guy.  He  eats  his  spinach  with- 
out too  many  objections.  He  comes  when  his 
mother  calls  him.  He  doesn't  put  up  too  much  of 
a  squawk  at  bedtime  except  on  Supper  Club 
nights  when  he  won't  go  to  sleep  imtil  after  the 
broadcast.  He  gets  along  fine  in  school  and  you 
don't  tangle  with  too  many  baseball  bats,  fishing 
rods,  mice  (dead  and  alive),  marbles,  turtles  and 
last  week's  bottle  of  cokes  in  his  room,  at  home. 
But  he  is  putting  iip  a  beef,  right  now^,  about — ^the 
Press!.  Seems  that  every  time  his  picture  appears, 
with  mine,  in  a  magazine  or  newspaper,  the  kids 
at  school  (he  goes  to  a  parochial  school,  in  Port 
Washington)  kid  the  jeans  off  him.  He  says 
he  can't  take  it. 

"Please,   Pop,"   he   says,   "tio  more  publicity!" 

On  the  other  hand,  "Pop's"  job  has  its  advan- 
tages. Seems  that  one  of  my  fans,  a  schoolmate  of 
Ronnie's,  is  the  daughter  of  a  bubble  gum  tycoon. 

Monday  through  Friday  at  7  P.M.,  on  NBC 
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Casa  Como  is  arranged  for  the  people  who  live  in  it. 
So    there's    room    for'  everything,    including    relaxing. 


?    V— 


four  miles,"  according  to  Perry's  estimate 


Frogs,    a    turtle,    a    bee,    and    Banjo 
Eyes  are  coddled  by  Ronnie,  alias  Tex. 


At  his  little  daughter's  insistence,  I  aih  sure,  the 
bubble  gum  tycoon  sends  me  a  boxful  every  week, 
which  Ronnie  promptly  appropriates. 

When  cornered,  moreover,  the  ham  in  Como, 
Junior,  speaks  up.  A  few  weeks  ago,  a  news 
photographer  was  at  the  house,  taking  some  indoor 
and  outdoor  pictures  of  the  place.  Back  of  the 
house,  w^here  the  patio  is  to  be,  Ronnie  was  playing 
and  the  fellow  with  the  camera  leveled  at  him. 
"Wait  a  minute,  bub,"  says  young  Como,  "I  think 
I  got  the  wrong  im-pression  on  my  face!" 

He's  got  a  beef  about  {Continued  on  page  85) 

''erry   Como   stars   on   the    Supper  Club. 


Minno  and  his  wife  are  "swell  cooks,"  bul 
the    specialties-of-the-house    are    Rose  lie's. 
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PKRRY  COMO 


riiry   wi-n-  ltiiri™ii  npi.-ir  whrn  ihcy   miM. 
llv  iinw.  "«■•  lliiiili     "'"1  "'•"  '""''     "''•"■•" 


The   holme  sold   ilurK   whrn    IVrry    diBrovrml   ihc 
(toll  niur'-e  hrhiiul  it.  What  iiiorr  could  you  wtiil? 


Casa  Como  is  arranned  for  lh«  propU-  who  liv,.  in  ii. 
So    ihrre's    room    for    everything,    inrludini    relaxine 


Pink  tufted  leather  covers  the  bed:  "foiu  mile,  by 


Does  this  say  it  for  me?  It's  the  best  I  can  do. 
Except  that  RoseUe  is  a  blonde,  with  big  beau- 
tiful brown  eyes,  the  kind  that  twinkle,  and  Im 
dark  with  brown  eyes,  we've  been  married  so 
long  we  look  aUke.  Married  so  long,  we  have 
that  certain  understanding,  that  wonderful  thing, 
that  everything.  .  .  j   >  ■  . 

That  everything  that  now  includes,  and  high 
time  too,  a  home.  A  home  in  Flower  Hills,  which 
is  a  suburb  of  Port  Washington,  Long  Island.  Our 
own  home.   Our  first  home. 

The  very  first  home  we've  ever  had  in  all  these 
fourteen  years  and  believe  me,  there  is  more 
excitement  about  it  (we  bought  it  a  year  and  a 
half  ago)  than  there  is  about  anything  else  m 
our  lives  excepting,  of  course,  that  seven-year-old 
kid  of  ours,  that  Ronnie,  who  is  the  cricket  on 
the  hearth. 

Get  me  talking  about  that  character,  Ronnie, 
and  that  Supper  Club  date  of  mine  wUl  run  into 
the  breakfast  hour— and  snlall  thanks  for  it,  from 
the  kid. 

Ronnie  is  a  good  guy.  He  eats  his  spinach  with- 
out too  many  objecUons.  He  comes  when  his 
mother  calls  him.  He  doesn't  put  up  too  much  of 
a  squawk  at  bedtime  except  on  Supper  Club 
nights  when  he  won't  go  to  sleep  until  after  the 
broadcast.  He  gets  along  fine  in  school  and  you 
don't  tangle  with  too  many  baseball  bats,  fishing 
rods,  mice  (dead  and  alive),  marbles,  turtles  and 
last  week's  bottle  of  cokes  in  his  room,  at  home. 
But  he  is  putting  iip  a  beef,  right  now,  about— the 
Press!  Seems  that  every  time  his  picture  appears, 
with  mine,  in  a  magazine  or  newspaper,  the  kids 
at  school  (he  goes  to  a  parochial  school,  in  Port 
Washington)  kid  the  jeans  off  him.  He  says 
he  can't  take  it  j, 

"Please,   Pop,"   he   says,   "no   more   publicifj/' 
On  the  other  hand,  "Pop's"  job  has  its  advan- 
tages. Seems  that  one  of  my  fans,  a  schoolmate  of 
Ronnie's,  is  the  daughter  of  a  bubble  gum  tycoon. 


four  miles."  according  to  Perry's  eslimntc. 
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Monday  throush  nrldar  »  ^  '-**"  "^ 


iiirM    f 


Frogfi,    a    turtle,    a    bee,    and    Banjo 
Eyes  are  coddled  by  Ronnie,  alias  Tex. 


At  his  little  daughter's  insistence,  I  aih  sure,  the 
bubble  gum  tycoon  sends  me  a  boxful  every  week, 
which  Ronnie  promptly  appropriates. 

When  cornered,  moreover,  the  ham  in  Como, 
Junior,  speaks  up.  A  few  weeks  ago,  a  news 
photographer  was  at  the  house,  taking  some  indoor 
and  outdoor  pictures  of  the  place.  Back  of  the 
house,  where  the  patio  is  to  be,  Ronnie  was  playing 
and  the  fellow  with  the  camera  leveled  at  him. 
"Wait  a  minute,  bub,"  says  yoimg  Como,  "I  think 
I  got  the  wrong  impression  on  my  face!" 

He's  got  a  beef  about  (Continued  on  page  85) 

<Iomo   atar*   on    lli^    Sapp«r  dub. 


Minno  and  hin  wife  are  "iwrM  rook*,"  hui 
tbe   spcciallJeaHif-llie^ouM'    arr    lioadlr'-. 


Co"v??ing  th^  Coyer  Ijirl— Barbara  Eiler,  wtwu^pnce  suspected 

that  the  ladder  to  success  had  more  downs  thaBKups,  now  finds 
ghe's   on   an   esealatof  agoing   one   way   only;   the   right  way 


BARBARA  EILER  was  walking  across  her  high  school 
campus  in  Los  Angeles  one  day,  minding  her  own 
business  and  trying  hard  to  concentrate  on  her  geom- 
etry lesson,  when  Fortune  up  and  tapped  her  on  the 
shoulder.  Fortune  didn't  come  riding  on  a  white  horse — 
he  came  walking  up  behind  her  in  the  person  of  a  fellow 
student  with  baggy  cordvu-oys,  sweater  and  crew-cut  hair, 
but  the  golden  gift  he  offered  was  the  same. 

"How  would  you  like  to  be  in  radio,  Babs?" 

She  stopped,  confused.  Her  mind  was  still  on  that 
geometry  lesson — a  straight  line  is  the  shortest  distance 
— and  then  there  was  that  class  play  she  was  supposed 
to  try  out  for  that  afternoon — but  what  was  Don  Chap- 
man saying  about  radio — ? 

Radio!  And  everything  else — the  campus,  the  geometry 
lesson,  the  class  play — ^all  faded  into  nothingness.  She 
stared  at  her  friend  as  if  he  were  crazy.  Somebody  was 
crazy! 

"Me?   How—?" 

He  explained.  KFAC  had  a  radio  program  which  told, 
dramatically,  the  childhood  lives  of  famous  people  and 
the  director  needed  a  young  girl  with  a  childlike  voice. 
A  girl  who  could  act,  but  not  necessarily  a  professional 
radio  actress.  And  Don  had  already  talked  to  Barbara's 
mother.  And  it  was  just  as  simple  as  that.  The  next 
morning,  Barbara  walked  into  the  radio  station  and 
wedked  out  again  with  a  leading  role  in  Dramas  of  Youth. " 

It  was  only  a  sustaining  program,  but  it  was  a  start. 
It  was  the  kind  of  start  that  leads  to  the  experience  that 
those  directors  and  producers  talk  about.  It  was,  in 
Barbara's  case,  the  kind  of  start  that  led  up  to  her 
present-day  roles,  for  now  you  hear  her  as  Babs  in  The 
Life  of  Riley,  Carla  in  Aunt  Mary,  Jeannie  Wendall  in 
Masquerade,  and  Kenny  Baker's  girl  friend  on  his  daily 
program.  And  that  certainly  is  enough  to  keep  anybody 
busy! 

She  is  too  busy,  in  fact,  for  much  else.  "Play-acting 
romance,"  she  says,  if  you  ask  her  the  man-in-her-life 
question,  "is  going  to  have  to  satisfy  me  for  a  while.  I 
haven't  a  heart  interest  right  now — and  do  you  know, 
I'm  jxist  plain  too  busy  to  find  one!" 

Dates — yes,  indeed.  Plenty  of  those,  and  lots  of  fun, 
too,  but  of  the  kind  that  includes  a  crowd — partie.'-  or 
picnics,  or  fishing  off  the  pier  at  {Continued  on  page  90) 

Barbara  Eiler  is  heard  as  Baba  in  NBC'a 
Life  of  Riley,  Saturdays  at  8  P.M.  EDT. 


Barbara  got  discouraged,  once.   But  Mother  Eiler  gave 
her  the  kind  of  encouragement  mothers  are  famous  for. 


One  day  a  week — and  one  only — Barbara  can  be  caught 
sans    knitting    needles.      That's    floor-scrubbing    day. 
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How  to  be  an  opera  star?    Try  having  the 

voice — and   growing  up  in   Brooklyn 

By  ROBERT  MERRILL 


Who    misses    Brooklyn?    The   new   house   has    a    big    game   room! 


Bob  and  his  parents  could  listen  to  a 


GUESS  what  occupation  this  kind  of  a  fellow 
would  have:  he's  twenty-eight  years  old,  comes 
from  Brooklyn,  and  he's  an  ex-shoe  salesman. 
What  work  is  he  doing  now? 

I'll  tell  you  what  he's  doing— for  I'm  describing 
myself — he's  a  Metropolitan  Opera  singer — and  the 
star  singer  on  the  Simday  RCA  Victor  radio  show. 

It  doesn't  make  sense,  even  to  me.  Most  of  us 
think  of  opera  stars  as  European,  fat,  middle-aged, 
and  dignified.  As  yet  I'm  not  fat  nor  middle-aged, 
and  I'll  never  be  Exu-opean.  As  for  the  dignified 
part,  I  defy  anyone  to  study  opera  in  Brooklyn 
and  have  any  kind  of  a  fighting  chance  for  dignity! 

Many's  the  time  I've  been  vocalizing  an  aria 
from  "II  Trovatore"  or  some  other  opera,  for  in- 
stance, in  my  family's  Brooklyn  apartment.   Right 


at  my  most  beautiful  (I  thought)  array  of  musical 
notes  I'd  hear  a  hoarse  nasal  voice  yelling  from 
across  the  courtyard,  "Ahhhh,  shut  up!"  And 
sometimes  when  I'd  be  practicing  an  aria  and 
would  stop  in  the  middle,  I'd  hear  another  yell 
— this  time  from  some  apartment  window  over 
mine:  "Aw,  finish  the  thing,  for  the  lovva  Pete!" 
I  usually  did. 

It's  a  far  cry  from  the  opera  study  you  read 
about.  No  sweeping  Italian  landscapes  outside  the 
window,  no  cloistered  music  room  and  long-haired 
teacher.  Fact  is,  .  I  can't  even  speak  Italian  or 
French,  even  though  I  sing  those  languages  in 
several  operatic  scores.  More  facts:  I  never  went 
to  college  and  I've  never  been  to  Europe.  But 
maybe  I'd  better  be  more  explicit. 
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Hear  Robert  Mcrri]!  on  the  RCA 


Former  concert  singer  and  a  woman  of  great  determination,  Mrs. 
Merrill  won  Robert  from  his  early  allegiance  to  popular  music. 


Jio  apiece;  there  are  ten  in  the  house. 


My  father  was  in  the  shoe  business  in  Brook- 
lyn as  far  back  as  when  I  was  bom.  My  mother 
was  a  concert  singer,  concentrating  on  Russian 
songs;  she'd  sung  all  over  Europe  and  America. 
When  she  first  saw  me  she  took  one  look  and  said: 
"This  boy  will  be  a  great  singer."  But  I  did  every- 
thing to  defeat  her  prediction.  I  scrambled  around 
sand  lots  in  Brooklyn  with  my  younger  brother 
Gilbert,  worshiped  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers,  and 
piled  my  room  high  with  Bing   Crosby  records. 

How  I  revered  Der  Bingle!  I  had  every  record 
he  ever  made.  When  Mother's  Russian  friends 
came  over  of  an  evening,  and  she  and  they  sang 
haunting  Russian  songs  in  the  living  room,  I'd  be 
in  my  bedroom  giving  out  with  "Blue  Skies." 
Finally  the  climax  came  (Continued  on  page  76) 


To    be    fit    to    eat,    maid    Roselle    agrees,    it's    got    to    have 
garlic  in  it.     Unless  it's  Mother's  potato  pancakes  de  luxe. 


stor  Show,  Sundays  at  2  P.M.,  on  NBC. 


33 


c/ 


jLl 


(ymmuM^ij^  (C^^ 


How  to  be  an  opera  star?    Try  having  the 

voice — and  growing  up  in  Brooklyn 

By  ROBERT  MERRILL 


Who   misses    Brooklyn?    The   new   house   has   a   big    game   room! 


GUESS  what  occupation  this  kind  of  a  fellow 
would  have:  he's  twenty-eight  years  old,  comes 
from,  Brooklyn,  and  he's  an  ex-shoe  salesman. 
What  work  is  he  doing  now? 

I'll  tell  you  what  he's  doing — ^for  I'm  describing 
myself — he's  a  Metropolitan  Opera  singer — and  the 
star  singer  on  the  Sunday  RCA  Victor  radio  show. 

It  doesn't  make  sense,  even  to  me.  Most  of  us 
think  of  opera  stars  as  Eluropean,  fat,  middle-aged, 
and  dignified.  As  yet  I'm  not  fat  nor  middle-aged, 
and  I'll  never  be  European.  As  for  the  dignified 
part,  I  defy  anyone  to  study  opera  in  Brooklyn 
and  have  any  kind  of  a  fighting  chance  for  dignity! 

Many's  the  time  I've  been  vocalizing  an  aria 
from  "II  Trovatore"  or  some  other  opera,  for  in- 
stance, in  my  family's  Brooklyn  apartment.   Right 


32 


Bob  and  his  parents  could  listen  to  a 


at  my  most  beautiful  (I  thought)  array  of  musical 
notes  I'd  hear  a  hoarse  nasal  voice  yelling  from 
across  the  courtyard,  "Ahhhh,  shut  up!"  And 
sometimes  when  I'd  be  practicing  an  aria  and 
would  stop  in  the  middle,  I'd  hear  another  yell 
— this  time  from  some  apartment  window  over 
mine:  "Aw,  finish  the  thing,  for  the  lovva  Pete!" 
I  usually  did. 

It's  a  far  cry  from  the  opera  study  you  read 
about.  No  sweeping  Italian  landscapes  outside  the 
window,  no  cloistered  music  room  and  long-haired 
teacher.  Fact  is,  I  can't  even  speak  Italian  or 
French,  even  though  I  sing  those  languages,  in 
several  operatic  scores.  More  facts:  I  never  went 
to  college  and  I've  never  been  to  Europe.  But 
maybe  I'd  better  be  more  explicit. 

Hear  Robert  Merrill  on  the  RCA 
1 


radio  apiece;  there  are  ten  in  the  house. 


My  father  was  in  the  shoe  business  in  Brook- 
lyn as  f£ir  back  as  when  I  was  bom.  My  mother 
Was  a  concert  singer,  concentrating  on  Russian 
?°ngs;  she'd  sung  all  over  Europe  and  America. 
When  she  first  saw  me  she  took  one  look  and  said: 
This  boy  wUl  be  a  great  singer."  But  I  did  every- 
thing to  defeat  her  prediction.  I  scrambled  aroimd 
^d  lots  in  Brooklyn  with  my  younger  brother 
yubert,  worshiped  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers,  and 
P'fed  my  room  high  with  Bing  Crosby  records. 
How  I  revered  Der  Blngle!  I  had  every  record 
fte  ever  made.  When  Mother's  Russian  friends 
WJne  over  of  an  evening,  and  she  and  they  sang 
naunting  Russian  songs  in  the  living  room,  I'd  be 
"I  my  bedroom  giving  out  with  "Blue  Skies." 
finally  the  climax  came  (Continued  on  page  76) 


Former  concert  singer  and  a  woman  of  great  determinatiou,  Mrs. 
Merrill  won  Robert  from  his  early  allegiance  to  popular  music. 


To   be   fit   to   eat,   maid   Roaelle   agrees,   it's   got    to   have 
garlic  in  it.     Unless  it's  Mother's  potato  pancakes  de  luxe. 


Vlci, 


or  Show.  Sundny.  .t  2  P.M.,  on  NBC. 
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Devotion 


Think  of  me  as  a  tree  with  cooling  shade 
Above  a  desert  spring  whose  waters  cleat 
Have,  in  the  sondswept  ring,  a  garden  made 
Where  you  might  rest  ond  quench  your  thirst. 
mf  decnr! 

Think  of  me  os  two  onns  in  welcome  spreod 
And  one  fond  heart  that  beats  forever  true; 
A  breast  whereon  to  lay  your  tired  head — 
A  life  devoid  of  purpose,  but  for  youl 

Think  thus;  and  though  you  never  pass  my 

way 
I'll  smile  for  others,  day  on  happy  day. 

— Strickland  Gillilan 


OnLANDER 

Radio  Mirror's  Poem  of  lh«  Month 

Here  in  the  fields  with  the  long,  dry  grasses. 
Here,  where  the  ground  mole  burrows  his  way; 
Here  I  mxLst  stay  while  the  wind  that  passes 
Brings  me  the  feel  of  the  ocean's  spray. 

Here,  where  the  tall  hills  shadow  my  dreaming. 
The  great  oaks  tower  against  the  sky; 
But  all  I  can  see  is  a  white  moon  gleaming — 
A  white  moon  adrift  where  the  waves  roll  high. 

I,  who  was  born  with  the  sea  winds  calling, 
Can  never  know  peace  away  from  the  sea; 
Can  never  know  peace  from  the  rising  and  falling. 
From  the  ocean's  song,  and  its  mystery. 

But  I  must  stay  where  the  fields  of  grasses 
And  the  tall  hill's  shadow  cover  my  way, 
And  my  only  hope  is  the  wind  that  passes, 
Bringing  the  taste  of  the  ocean's  spray. 

— ^Violet  Emslie  Osier 


KEEPSAKES 

A  gift  is  a  moment  jeweled  for  time: 
A  kiss  in  a  ruby,  a  tear  in  a  ring, 
A  dance  in  red  roses,  joy  in  a  locket. 
Or  a  bit  of  music  that  gay  lips  sing. 

A  gift  is  a  long-remembered  hour 
Of  pledges  given,  of  brief  words  said; 
A  gift  is  the  outward,  lovely  token 
Of  the  secret  heart,  glad-garlanded. 

— Frances  Hall 


TO  HALEY 

friendship  oft  has  made  my  heart  to  ache; 
be  my  enemy — ^for  friendship's  sake. 

— WUliom  Blake 


This  Year's  Love 


Oh,  lost  year's  love  was  staunch  and  true. 
And  last  year's  love  was  gallant. 
And  charming  the  heart  right  out  of  me 
Was  his  very  special  talent. 

And  next  year's  love  is  bound  to  be 
A  devastating  fello\«^ 
Wholl  take  my  foibles  in  his  stride 
And  keep  his  temper  mellow. 

But  this  year's  love?    Ah,  this  year's  love 
Is  fickle,  jealous,  surly. 

Oh,  last  year's  love,  come  back!    Come  back! 
Oh,  next  year's  love,  come  early! 

— Georgie  Storbuck  Galbraith 


For  warm  weather  reading,  try  a  touch  of  ocean  spray,  and 
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I  LIKE  GOD  BECAUSE 

(in  twenty-five  words) 

ot  sparrows   only  but   trudging   mail-men. 
His  wise,  all-seeing  Eyes 
Pierce  the  sacks  that  bend  their  backs 
With  carton-tops,  dreams — and  lies. 

— Mayhoward  Austin  McEachern 


tVhy? 


Why  !s  if,  when  everyfhing  runs  like  a  ctocic, 
And   Junior  behaves,  and  you  don  o  cleon  frock 
And  get  your  house  cleaned,  and  !f's  neat  as  a  p!n 
Why  is  it  that  nobody  ever  drops  in? 

But  say  that  you're   canning,    or    painting   the    hail 
And   Junior   is   cranky   and   won't    mind    at   all, 
Your   hair   is   untidy,   the   floor   full    of   crumbs, 
Then,  tell   me,   why  is   it  that  company  comes? 

— Ruth    Daniels 


ADVICE  TO  POETS 

Since  brevity,  as  you  have  heard, 

Is  wit's  essential  soul, 
Use  no  unnecessary  word 

Or  windy  rigmarole. 

But  when  you  write  your  little  verse, 

Prune  it  to  the  bone, 
Leaving  it  clear  and  clean  and  terse 

And  solid  as  a  stone. 


Jfc--  If  you  make  progress  in  the  art, 
^IIT'S;       Some  day  you  may  compress 
'''^'~"    The  deepest  yearning  of  your  heart 
Into  ten  words  or  less. 


And  in  the  end  your  finest  sonnet 
May  be  a  page  with  nothing  on  it. 

— Edgar  Abernethy 


BRAVE  NEW  WORLD 

O,  wonderi 
How  many  gee«Hy  creatures  ore  there  here! 
How  beawlcows  mankind  is!  O  brave  new  world, 
That  has  svch  people  in't. 

— 4rom  The  Tempest 
William  Shakespeare 


By 

TED  MAIONE 

Be  sure  to  listen  to 
Ted  Malone^s  pro- 
gram, Monday  through 
Friday,  at  11:45  A.M. 
EDT,       over       ABC. 


A  DECLARATION  BY  THE  REPRESENTATIVES 

OF  THE  UNITED  STATES  OF  AMERICA, 

IN  CONGRESS  ASSEMBLED. 

When,  in  the  course  of  human  events,  it  becomes 
necessary  for  one  people  to  dissolve  the  political 
bands  which  have  connected  them  with  another, 
and  to  assume,  among  the  powers  of  the  earth,  the 
separate  and  equal  station  to  which  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  nature's  God  entitle  them,  a  decent 
respect  to  the  opinions  of  mankind  requires  that 
they  should  declare  the  causes  which  impel  them 
to  the  separation. 

We  hold  these  truths  to  be  self-evident — that  all 
men  are  created  equal;  that  they  are  endowed  by 
their  Creator  with  certain  inalienable  rights;  that 
among  these  are  life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of 
happiness. 


RADIO  NIRKOR 

will  pay  ^30  each  menth 


for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader, 
selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 
month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  original  poem 
submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between  the  Book- 
ends  pages  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your  poetry 
to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East  42nd 
Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  submitted 
should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  When  postage 
is  enclosed  every  eflFort  will  be  made  to  return 
unused  manuscripts.  This  is  not  a  contest,  but 
an  offer  to  purchase  poetry  for  Radio  Mirror's 
Bookends  pages. 


iound  of  stirring  leaves 


FRE'S  /H0R6AN 


Nobody  else  could  get  away  with  biting,  as 
Morgan  does,  the  very  hand  that  feeds  him 


Always  funny,  Morgan  is  funniest  about  sponsors. 


In  the  early  days,  Morgan  just  talked.    Now  the  program 
has  a  director,  Charles  Powers,  and  soundman  Bob  Prescott. 


For  one  of  program's  exaggerated  sound  effects.  Bob  Prescott  breaks 
a  glass.  Morgan,  announcer  Charles  Irving,  comics  Halop  and  Stang  (see 
above),  Singer  Charles  Haywood,  M.C.  Kirby  react  according  to  type. 


"flELLO,  anybody— here's  Morgan! 
H   is  the  ABC  greeting  Wednesday 
**  nights  at  10: 30,  when  the  Morgan- 
written,  Morgan-created  show  goes  on 
the  air.  Morgan's  the  comedian  who  re- 
fuses to  treat  a  commercial  as  though  it 
were  a  buUetin  from  the  United  Na- 
tions. In  fact,  nothing  trite  or  ridiculous 
is  safe  from  the  tart  Morgan  tongue; 
but   sponsors   have   graduaUy   learned 
that  a  commercial  can  be  sarcastic  and 
still  sell  the  product.  That's  why  Mor- 
gan's origmal  fifteen  minutes  have  ex- 
panded into  a  half  hour,  with  an  aug- 
mented cast  including  the  Golden  Gate 
Quartet,     announcer     Charles     Irvmg, 
Bemie   Green's  orchestra,   M.C.  Dur- 
ward  Kirby,  Arnold  Stang  ("Gerard") 
and  Florence  Halop    ( "Hor tense" ) . 

Morgan,  32,  lives  in  a  New  York 
hotel  with  actress-wife  Isobel  Gibbs, 
who  beats  him  regularly  at  gin  rummy. 


1.  Morgan  likes  dogs  better  than  people.  Bat, 
enter  Gwendolyn,  and  he's  confused.  Can  it  be 
that  girl  people  are  better  than  otber  people? 


2.  They're  hungrier!  Gwendolyn's  snack  is  tak- 
ing all  Morgan's  valuables.  But  he's  dazzled,  and 
forgets  how  a  mere  bone  keeps  Skippy  happy. 


3.  Now  that  she's  fed,  Gwendolyn  thinks  she 
might  accept  a  small  gift.  Just  a  little  silk 
scarf,  say — something  around  $59.50,  plus  tax? 


4.  The  winner — Skippy!  Girls,  Morgan  decides, 
are  even  worse  than  other  people.  In  inflation 
days  a  man  can  aiford  just  one  friend — his  dog. 
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wU  tlie  Moon 


By  IRIS  NOBLE 


EXCEPT  for  two  children  who  hovered  in  com- 
plete absorption  over  the  glass  case  of  assorted 
candies,  the  Willoughby  Drug  Store,  for  once, 
was  deserted  of  customers.  Back  of  the  soda 
fountain,  Dennis  Day  polished  glasses  while  Mr. 
Willoughby  checked  on  the  stock  of  syrups. 

"Hmmmm — "  Mr.  Willoughby  peered  into  the 
several  compartments  marked  Chocolate — Straw- 
berry —  Pineapple  —  Cherry  —  on  their  gleaming 
white  porcelain  surfaces — "Dennis!  You've  got 
these  all  mixed  up  again!  There's  chocolate  in  the 
cherry  and  strawberry  in  the  pineapple  .  .  .  what 
in  the  world  were  you  thinking  of?  Do  you  want 
to  make  our  customers  sick?" 

"Oh,  no,  Mr.  Willoughby!"  Dennis  was  shocked. 
"That's  your  department.  ...  I  never  mix  the 
prescriptions!"  He  breathed  dreamily  on  the  glass 
he  was  holding  and  then  gave  it  a  final  swipe  with 
the  cloth.  "I  guess  I  have  been  a  little  forgetful 
lately,  though.  I  just  can't  seem  to  get  Mildred  off 
my  mind.  She's  so  wonderful — and  she's  a  girl!" 
He  pronounced  the  last  word  -with  an  ecstatic 
sigh. 

"Well,  if  you  love  Mildred  Anderson — what's 
the  matter?    Why  are  you  so  upset,  Dennis?" 

"I  just  want  to  be  alone  with  her  for  a  few 
minutes  without  her  mother.  So  that  I  can  tell  her 
how  much  I  love  her  and  maybe  we  could  plan 
how  we  could  get  married,  even  if  her  mother 
does  dislike  me." 

The  drug  store  proprietor  turned  his  full  atten- 
tion now  to  his  young  clerk.  "So  you're  in  love. 
Well,  I  must  admit  Mrs.  Anderson  is  someone  to  be 


reckoned  with.  And  she  doesn't  like  you — she 
says  you  tried  to  give  her  rat  poison  the  fu-st  day 
you  worked  here."  He  raised'  a  hand  to  stop 
Dennis'  protestations.  "Never  mind — I'm  tempted 
to  give  that  old  battle-ax  a  little  drop  of  some- 
thing in  her  prescriptions,  myself.  But — Dennis 
— if  you're  ever  going  to  marry  Mildred,  you'll 
have  to  be  a  man  and  grab  her  in  your  arms  and 
defy  the  world." 

"That  sounds  wonderful.  I  could  do  it,  too,  if 
it  weren't  for  Mildred's  mother.  I  could  lick  my 
weight  in  wildcats,  but  Mrs.  Anderson  could 
tame  a  wildcat  just  by  looking  it  in  the  eye."  He 
shuddered.  "Mildred  said  she  could  make  a  man 
out  of  me,  but  her  mother  said  it  wasn't  fair  to 
make  her  start  from  scratch."  He  sighed  deeply. 
"If  I  could  only  see  Mildred  alone — without  her 
mother  always  coming  between  us!" 

"Take  her  on  a  picnic,  my  boy.  Sneak  her  away 
from  the  house.  And  then  you  may  nm  into  all 
kinds  of  adventures — save  her  life  or  protect  her 
from  wild  animals — and  then  Mrs.  Anderson  will 
be  eternally  grateful  to  you." 

Dennis'  face  brightened.  "Gee,  do  you  think 
so,  Mr.  Willoughby?  I'll  do  it — and  here  comes 
Mildred  now!" 

Mr.  Willoughby  faded  discreetly  into  the  back 
of  the  store  and  Dennis  was  left  to  gaze  with  ador- 
ing eyes  at  the  pretty  girl  who  plunked  herself 
on  the  counter  stool  opposite  him. 

"Dennis  Day,  w^hatever  did  you  say  to  Mother 
this  morning?  She's  in  a  terrible  temper  over  you!" 

"She  always  is."     Lovingly,  he  scooped  triple 


When  a  girl  loves  a  boy  like  Dennis  Day — who  hasn't  even  the  courage  to  hold  her  hand — 
there's  very  little  she  can  do.  Unless,  of  course,  there  happens  to  be  an  extra-special  moon  .  .  . 
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helpings  of  ice-cream  into  a  sundae  dish  and 
lavishly  he  poured  hot  fudge  and  nuts  over  it 
— and  all  over  the  counter  and  himself,  since 
he  couldn't  bear  to  take  his  eyes  off  Mildred's 
face.  "I  don't  even  have  to  say  anything. 
She  just  looks  at  me  and  gets  mad." 

The  girl  sighed.  When  she  looked  at  Den- 
nis, it  was  with  something  like  despair.  Ever 
since  the  first  day  that  Dennis  had  come  to 
town,  got  a  job  in  the  drug  store  as  a  soda 
jerk,  and  come  to  board  with  her  family,  she 
had  decided  that  some  day  she  would  marry 
him — but  the  rose-colored  glasses  of  love 
couldn't  hide  the  fact  that  Dennis  had  a  way 
of  wandering  innocently  into  more  than  his 
share  of  trouble.  And  that  he  definitely 
rubbed  her  mother  the  wrong  way.  Her 
father's  opinions  didn't  count — ^Mrs.  Ander- 
son always  made  up  his  mind  for  him  and 
the  most  he  ever  added  to  an  argument  was  a 
meek  "Yes,  dear." 

If  only  she  and  Dennis  could  be  alone  for  a 
Uttle  while,  really  alone.  Maybe  together 
they  could  figure  out  a  way  of  reconciling 
Mrs.  Anderson  to  their  romance  and  showing 
her  Dennis'  good  points.  (Mildred  was  stub- 
bornly sure  that  he  did  have  them!)  And — 
maybe — ^if  they  were  alone — ^maybe  Dennis 
just  might  get  up  enough  courage  to  hold 
her  hand! 


So,  when  he  proposed  the  picnic,  she  was 
immediately  enthusiastic. 

"We  could  wait  until  after  church  tomor- 
row, Dennis,  and  then  Daddy  will  want  to 
take  a  nap  and  Mother  will  be  busy  thinking 
up  all  the  things  she  wants  him  to  do  around 
the  house  for  the  next  week.  I  think  we 
could  sneak  out  without  getting  caught." 

DUT  the  best-laid  plans  sometimes  go  wrong 
*'  — in  fact,  any  plans  of  Dennis  Day  were 
apt  to  end  up  in  a  fizzle.  And  so  it  was  this 
time. 

With  the  picnic  hamper  between  them, 
Mildred  and  he  were  cautiously  making  their 
way  out  of  the  Anderson  boarding  house  the 
next  day  when — suddenly — 

"Dennis  Day!  Just  where  do  you  think 
you're  going  with  my  daughter?  And  with 
my  best  wicker  basket,  too.  Come  right 
back  here!"  The  Amazon  figure  of  Mrs. 
Anderson  was  blocking  their  way  and  one 
hand  had  him  tightly  by  the  collar. 

"Gee,  Mrs.  Anderson — "  gulping,  Dennis 
turned  to  face  the  formidable  bosom  of  his 
prospective  mother-in-law — "we  just  thought 
— that  is,  Mildred  and  I — we  w^anted — "  his 
voice  trailed  ofl  and  he  quailed  before  the 
gimlet  eyes  that  were  fixed  on  him — "gee^ 
wouldn't  you  like  to  go  on  a  picnic  with  us, 
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Dennis  Day,  of  course,  plays  himself  on  the  air.  Betty  Mills  is  Mildred;  Dink  Trent, 
Mr.  Anderson;   Bea   Benadaret,  Mrs.  Anderson;   John  Brown,  Mr.  WiUonghby. 
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^H-re  that  'Zl'e^mA6' 
nod  /u6'  aood  A(mi/6. 


V. 


This  Dennis  Day  story  was  written  especially  for  Radio   Mirror.  A  Day   In  The 
Life  of  Dennis  Day  is  heard  every  Wednesday  evening  at  8,  EDT,  on  NBC  stations. 


Mrs.  Anderson?    We'd  just  love  to  have  you 
come  along." 

Mildred's  elbow  in  his  ribs  reminded  him, 
sharply,  that  they  definitely  did  not  want 
her  mother  along — but  something  about  the 
warlike  stance  of  Mrs.  Anderson  told  him 
even  more  sharply  that  this  was  not  the  time 
for  defiance. 

1 F  HER  features  could  be  said  ever  to  soften, 

they  did — at  least,  slightly — at  the  invita- 
tion. 

"Well,  that's  very  thoughtful  of  you,  Den- 
nis, I'm  sure.  I'm  surprised  you  would  have 
enough  consideration  to  plain  such  a  nice 
surprise  for  me.  Herbert! — Her — -BERT! 
Get  ofE  that  couch  and  come  here  at  once. 
We're  going  on  a  picnic." 

"Yes,  dear.  Coming."  The  other  half  of 
the  Anderson  family  sidled  meekly  through 
the  door,  stifling  a  yawn  as  he  spoke.  The 
little  man  blinked  at  the  others  and  then 
blinked  again  as  he  saw  the  battered,  di- 
lapidated jalopy  standing  next  to  the  curb  in 
the  street.  "Are  we  going  in  that,  lover  girl?" 

"Hnmim — ^well,  I  guess  we  will  have  to. 
Since  Dennis  has  already  rented  it.  Come 
along — oh!  first  run  and  get  my  sunglasses 
for  me,  Herbert." 

"Yes,  dear." 

"And  my  sunburn  lotion." 

"Yes,  Poopsie." 

"And  my  scarf.  And  you'll  find  my  knit- 
ting on  top  of  the  bookcase.    And,  Herbert — " 


Under  cover  of  the  flui-ry  and  the  scurry  as 
poor  Herbert  trotted  around  the  house  on 
the  innumerable  commissions,  Mildred  and 
Dennis  had  an  opportunity  for  a  quick  whis- 
pered conference. 

"But  what  are  we  going  to  do,  Mildi'ed! 
I'd  hoped  to  be  alone  with  you  and  rescue 
you  from  some  terrible  danger  and  then  you'd 
fall  in  love  with  me — " 

She  interrupted.  "That's  it!  That's  what 
you'll  do,  Dennis.  Only  instead  of  me,  it 
will  be  Mother." 

Dennis  looked  dubiously  at  Mrs.  Anderson^ 
who  was  marching  down  the  porch  steps  to 
the  car,  followed  by  her  husband,  loaded  so 
much  with  rugs  and  bundles  that  only  the  tip 
of  his  rabbity  nose  could  be  seen. 

"You  want  her  to  fall  in  love  with  me?" 

"No,  silly,"  Mildred  whispered.  "I  mean  I 
want  you  to  rescue  Mother  from  some  ter- 
rible danger  and  then  she  will  forgive  you 
for  not  having  any  brains  and  then  she'll  let 
us  be  married." 

"Oh,  you're  wonderful,  Mildred.  You  think 
of  everything." 

There  was  no  more  time  for  whispers  be- 
cause Mrs.  Anderson  had  finally  settled  her- 
self in  the  car  and  was  calling  for  them.  Nor 
was  there  any  time  for  further  planning  on 
the  ride  out  to  the  country,  even  though 
Mildred  and  he  were  in  the  front  seat  and 
the  other  two  in  back.  For  one  thing,  the  car 
bounced  too  much  and  for  another,  Dennis 
was  too  well  aware  {Continued  on  page  99) 
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WILLING  HANDS 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  husband  died  suddenly  leaving  me  with  three 
high  school  age  youngsters.  We  owned  our  own  home, 
but  outside  of  a  small  monthly  sum  from  my  deceased 
husband's  insurance,  we  would  have  nothing  to  live  on. 
I  had  never  had  to  worry  about  money  before,  as  my 
husband  had  been  a  good  provider.  Even  the  children 
had  managed  to  work  after  school.  This  money  my  hus- 
band and  I  had  let  them  spend  as  they  wished. 

Now  I  knew  I  would  have  to  depend  on  their  earnings 
for  the  necessities  of  life.  Bill,  who  was  sixteen,  could 
no  longer  save  the  twelve  dollars  a  week  he  earned  at 
a  drugstore  Saturdays  and  evenings  for  the  vacation 
trip  to  Mexico.  Kathy,  who  was  fifteen  and  earned  ten 
dollars  a  week  at  a  department  store,  could  no  longer 
buy  all  the  pretty  things  dear  to  a  girl's  heart.  Even 
thirteen-year-old  Barbara  would  have  to  buy  school 
clothes  with  the  three  dollars  a  week  she  averaged 
minding  children.  I  took  a  part-time  sales  position, 
telling  myself  I  wouldn't  make  the  mistake  of  working 
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all  day  and  neglecting  my  home  and  children.  But  be- 
cause I  was  truly  worried  about  our  situation  and 
because  I  hated  to  ask  the  children  to  give  up  their 
money,  I  made  the  more  serious  mistake  of  becoming 
irritable  and  nagging.  I  kept  saying  things  such  as, 
"No,  Bill,  we  can't  afford  steak  tomorrow,"  or  "No, 
Barbara,  you  can't  have  a  party"  or  "No,  Kathy — turn 
off  those  lights!  The  electric  bills  are  much  too  high 
already!" 

Soon  the  comradeship  I  had  always  been  so  proud  of  in 
my  family  disappeared.  The  children  were  sullen  and 
un-cooperative.  At  night,  when  I'd  go  over  the  house- 
hold accounts  I  had  a  feeling  that  as  a  family  we  were 
drifting  apart,  and  I,  as  its  head,  was  a  failure. 

One  evening  as  I  sat  with  my  mending,  I  listened  to 
the  radio.  The  theme  of  the  story  was  that  our  soldiers 
always  fought  better  when  they  were  briefed  in  all 
details  of  the  job  to  be  done  by  their  officer.  It  dawned 
on  me  that  I  had  neglected  to  "brief"  my  children  in 
their  new  responsibilities. 

The  next  evening  we  had  a  conference.  I  made  a 
list  of  our  earnings  and  assets  and  another  of  our 
expenses  for  the  children  to  study.  Then  I  assigned 
part  of  the  accounts  to  each  child.  Kathy  was  to  keep 
track  of  the  food  accounts.  Bill  was  to  have  charge 
of  general  up-keep,  such  as  water  and  light  bills,  in- 
surance, etc.  And  Barbara — clothing  and  amusements. 
I  am  proud  to  say  that  all  three  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  the  job  like  true  soldiers.  No  more  did  I 
have  to  remind  them  about  turning  ofif  lights  or  to  take 
care  of  their  clothes  of  their  own  accord.  They  agreed 
to  patronize  the  neighborhood  movies  rather  than  the 
much  higher  priced  down  town  places.  It's  a  great  day 
for  us,  and  a  feather  in  Kathy's  cap,  when  her  budget 
allows  us  a  steak.  I  am  a  happier  woman  and  mother 
because  I  am  shsu-ing  the  responsibilities  of  our  home 
with  three  pairs  of  willing  hands. 

Mrs.  M.  T. 

This  letter.  Papa  David's  first  choice,  earned  one  hun- 
dred doUars  for  its  writer.  The  writers  of  the  letters 
that  follow  have  received  fifteen-dollar  checks  from 
the  editors  of  Radio  Mirror. 
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IN  SPITE  OF  HANDICAPS 


Dear  Papa  David: 

Four  years  ago  I  was  told  my  little  five-year-old 
daughter  would  never  be  able  to  see.  I  was  completely 
dazed  for  I  had  such  hopes  and  I  had  prayed  so  hard 
she  might  be  like  other  children.  You  see  she  was  bom 
with  congenital  cataracts  in  both  eyes.  This  was  her 
fourth  operation  and  the  last  one. 

I  didn't  tell  her  what  the  doctor  had  said  and  we  never 
talked  about  her  eyes.  I  let  her  learn  to  do  things  for 
herself  and  when  we  were  working  together  I  told  her 
aU  the  beautiful  Bible  stories  I  knew,  trying  as  best  1 
could  to  instill  in  her  a  faith  in  God  which  would  help 
her  when  she  went  away  to  school. 

There  is  a  Uttle  old  lady  in  our  neighborhood  who  has 
been  blind  for  most  of  her  life  and  who  lives  alone.  She 
does  everything  for  herself  even  to  making  her  own 
clothes.  She  digs  greens  from  her  yard  and  I  have  seen 
her  dress  a  chicken  perfectly. 

She  loves  to  have  someone  read  the  Bible  to  her.  I 
would  take  Julia  Carol  and  go  read  to  her  every  week. 
We  would  discuss  together,  Julia  Carol  and  I,  how 
jolly  and  good  it  was  to  be  with  Grandma  B. 

A  year  ago  my  mother  came  to  visit  me.  She  has 
become  blind  in  the  last  few  years.  It  has  been  hard  for 
her  for  she  couldn't  accept  her  fate  easily  and  was  con- 
tinually bemoaning  it.  She  hadn't  learned  to  do  for 
herself  and  little  Julia  Carol  led  her  around.  After 
mother  had  left  Julia  Carol  said,  "Monunie,  I  am  always 
going  to  be  like  Grandma  B.  I  am  going  to  learn  to  do 
everything." 

This  is  her  second  year  away  at  school.  In  her  last 
letter  home  she  says  she  is  learning  to  roller  skate.  She 
is  learning  piano  and  singing  and  she  loves  to  sing  in 
chapel.  When  she  comes  home  on  vacations  and  says, 
"Mommie,  I  am  so  happy,"  I  know  she  finds  life  is  really 
beautiful  in  spite  of  her  handicaps.  She  had  infantile 
paralysis  when  she  was  two, years  old  and  as  a  result 
her  left  leg  is  still  weak.  She  never  complains  and 
everyone  marvels  at  her  happy  disposition.  I  hope  and 
pray   that  no   matter  what    (Continued,   on   page  67) 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  is 
written  by  Carl  Bixby  and 
Don  Becker, and  heard  Mon- 
day through  Friday  on  NBC, 
12    PT,    1    MT,   2    CT,   3   ET. 
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Actors  both,  they  give  all  scripts  a  double  going-over 


Any  Cotsworth  apartment  must  have 


East  River  view  goes  with  this. 


1]0  IT  was  not  love  at  first  sight. 
]l    '  If  you  want  the  plain  truth,  in  the  very 
^"  beginning  I  came  awfully  close  to  disUkmg 
Staats  Cotsworth. 

Our  meeting  was  a  professional  one— but 
hectic!  Have  you  ever  tried  to  appear  calm 
and  poised  (as  befits  the  leading  lady  ot  a 
theatrical  troupe)  while  sprinting  madly  up  the 
gangplank  of  a  steamship  just  before  the  deck- 
hands haul  it  aboard?  That  was  me,  Muriel 
Kirkland,  late  one  afternoon  in  1935. 

Somehow  I  made  it,  aided,  no  doubt,  oy  »;o^- 
terous  moral  support  from  a  quartet  of  fellow 
troupers  who  cheered,  screamed  and  waved  en- 
couragement as  they  stood  at  the  ships  rail.  1 
recognized  three  of  them— knew  in  adv^e 
they  were  to  be  part  of  our  company.  The 
fourth,  a  smiling  sandy-haired,  blue-eyed  young 
man  was  a  stranger  but,  all  through  my  breath- 
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EACH  OTHER 


d  Staats,  but  something  much  better 


by 

MURIEl 

KIRKLAND 

COISWORTH 

Staats  Cotswortb  ie 
Crime  Photographer, 
Thursday  nights  at  9 :30 
on    the    CBS    network. 


tchable  walls! 


less  scramble  up  that  gangplank,  it  was  he  I 
was  conscious  of  most.  He  was  yelling  and 
cheering  the  loudest.  Even  after  all  these  years, 
I  can  still  hear  that  boat  whistle  trying  to 
compete  with  him. 

I  finally  managed  to  get  on  deck  and  join 
them.  The  five  of  us,  three  women  and  two 
men,  were  bound  for  Magnolia,  Massachusetts, 
scheduled  to  do  a  summer  stock  production  of 
Noel  Coward's  "Private  Lives."  I  remember  a 
confused  jabber- jabber  of  greeting.  I  half  heard 
someone  saying,  "Muriel,  meet  soandsoandso, 
he's  to  play  the  second  lead  let's-go-we're-all- 
thirsty!"  And  witli  that  sketchy  introduction 
I  trailed  along  as  the  little  group  steered  a 
straight  course  for  the  ship's  cocktail  lounge. 

There  I  found  myself  in  conversation  with, 
or  rather,  listening  to  tiie  tweedy  young  man 
with  the  alive  blue    (Continued  on  page  70) 


Soup^ons  of  this  and  that  go  into  Staats'  skillet  successes. 


Yucatan — worth  a  ten-year  wait. 
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and  Staats,  but  something  much  better 
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Any  Cotsworth  apartment  must  have 


O,  IT  was  not  love  at  first  sight. 

If  you  want  the  plain  truth,  in  the  very 
beginning  I  came  awfully  close  to  disliking 
Staats  Cotsworth. 

Our  meeting  was  a  professional  one — ^but 
hectic!  Have  you  ever  tried  to  appear  calm 
and  poised  (as  befits  the  leading  lady  of  a 
theatrical  troupe)  while  sprinting  madly  up  the 
gangplank  of  a  steamship  just  before  the  deck- 
hands haul  it  aboard?  That  was  me,  Muriel 
Kirkland,  late  one  afternoon  in  1935. 

Somehow  I  made  it,  aided,  no  doubt,  by  bois- 
terous moral  support  from  a  quartet  of  fellow 
troupers  who  cheered,  screamed  and  waved  en- 
couragement as  they  stood  at  the  ship's  rail.  I 
recognized  three  of  them— knew  in  advance 
they  were  to  be  part  of  our  company.  The 
fourth,  a  smiling  sandy-haired,  blue-eyed  young 
man  was  a  stranger  but,  all  through  my  breath- 
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less  scramble  up  that  gangplank,  it  was  he  I 
was  conscious  of  most.  He  was  yelling  and 
cheering  the  loudest.  Even  after  all  these  years, 
I  can  still  hear  that  boat  whistle  trying  to 
compete  with  him. 

I  finally  managed  to  get  on  deck  and  join 
them.  The  five  of  us,  -three  women  and  two 
men,  were  botmd  for  Magnolia,  Massachusetts, 
scheduled  to  do  a  summer  stock  production  of 
Noel  Coward's  "Private  Lives."  I  remember  a 
confused  jabber-jabber  of  greeting.  I  half  heard 
someone  saying,  "Muriel,  meet  soandsoandso, 
he's  to  play  the  second  lead  let's-go-we're-all- 
thirsty!"  And  with  that  sketchy  introduction 
I  trailed  along  as  the  little  group  steered  a 
straight  course  for  the  ship's  cocktail  lounge. 

There  I  found  myself  in  conversation  with, 
or  rather,  listening  to  the  tweedy  yoimg  man 
with  the  ahve  blue   (Continued  on  page  70) 


.Soupjons  of  this  and  that  go  into  Staats'  skillet  successes. 
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THEfATMAN 


^mcU.  me  tHdn^  wn^a  «Aadftt  t^e^e 


2.  The  inquisition  continued  down  at  Head- 
quarters. Lila  admitted  that  she  knew  Blair, 
was  once  engaged  to  him,  did  visit  his  place 
that  afternoon.  "But  I  didn't  kill  him!"  she 
cried.  She  said  he'd  called  about  4  P.M.,  said 
he  had  something  urgent  to  discuss  with  her. 


3.  "He  sounded  so  pathetic,"  Lila  continued,  "that  I  agreed 
to  go  to  see  him  that  afternoon.  I  got  there  at  5,  but  when 
I  realized  he'd  only  wanted  to  propose  marriage — again! — I 
left  almost  at  once.  When  I  refused  he  became  so  angry  and 
abusive    I    was   frightened.    But    he    was    alive   when    I    left!" 


DASfflELL  HAMMETT  created  his  Fat 
Man  especially  for  radio.  And  it's  no 
accident  that  actor  J.  Scott  Smart,  who 
plays  The  Fat  Man,  looks  the  part — it  was 
felt  that  only  a  man  of  proper  proportions 
could  successfully  convey  the  distinctive 
Fat  Man  personality  over  the  air.  Also 
in  this  Radio  Mirror  picture-story  are: 
Lieutenant  McKenzie,  played  by  John 
McGovem;  Lila,  Mary  Patton;  Dawson, 
Jason  Johnson;  Blair,  James  Van  Dyk; 
Miller,  Stephan  Schnabel;  PoUceman,  Wil- 
liam Keene;  Pohcewoman,  Joan  Shea. 
Director-producer  is  Clark  Andrews; 
time  is  Friday  nights  at  8,  on  ABC. 

As  The  Fat  Man,  Brad  Runyon's  voca- 
tion is  crime  detection.  But,  off  duty,  his 
avocation  is  theater-going,  so  when  his 
friend  LLla  North,  opened  in  a  new  play, 
Brad  was  there.  Afterward,  he  went 
backstage  to  congratulate  Lila.  Now  he 
tells  the  story  that  grew  out  of  what  should 
have  been  a  happy  night  in  Lila's   hfe. 
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When  Bill  Shakespeare  wrote  his  "all  the  world's  a  stage — "  he  must  have  known  what  I  found  out  that  night  in  Lila's 
dressing-room — that  plenty  of  our  most  exciting  drama  happens  on  the  audience  side  of  the  footlights!  We'd  hardly 
heguu  talking,  Lila  and  I.  when  in  came  Lieutenant  McKenzie — on  official  business.  With  no  ceremony,  he  questioned 
Llla:  where  was  she  at  5  that  afternoon;  did  she  know  wealthy  Ahner  Blair,  and  so  on.  And  he  climaxed  the  barrage  with 
a  grim  statement:  "Blair  was  found  dead  in  his  penthouse,  shot  through  the  ear.  And  you.  Miss  North,  were  seen  enter- 
ing  that   apartment   late   this   afternoon!'*    Lila,   trembling,   almost   collapsed.      "No!"    she    whispered.     "I    didn't    do    it!" 
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4.  But  McKenzie  wasn't  convinced;  Lila  was  held 
pending  indictment.  So  I  quietly  took  myself  over  to 
the  penthouse  for  a  little  checking.  Dawson,  the  but- 
ler, showed  me  around;  I  sav  the  bloodstain  that 
marked  Blair's  fall.   Suddenly,  we  heard  a  noise.  .  .  . 


5.  ...  and  tracked  it  to  a  closet,  out  of  which  at 
the  point  of  a  gun  we  routed  a  stranger.  Dawson 
was  shocked:  this  Roy  Miller,  it  turned  out,  was 
once  an  orderly  in  a  private  sanitarium  where  Blair 
had   been    secretly    treated    for   a    mental    disorder. 


8.  By  this  time  friend  McKenzie  was  with  us,  and 
Dawson  led  us  both  to  something  that,  for  sheer 
bafBement,  beat  everything.  It  was  the  ripped  remains 
of  an  inner  tire  tube,  which  Blair  had  bought  a  few 
days  back — though  he  neither  drove  nor  owned  a  car! 


9.  It  was  so  queer  I  had  to  make  some  sense  out  of 
it — and  then  I  got  a  glimmer!  I  argued  McKenzie 
into  bringing  Lila  over;  explained  Blair's  mental 
state,  fit  the  portrait  and  the  tattered  tube  into 
the    picture    I'd    made — the    picture    of    a    suicide! 
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6.  Miller  was  a  craven  little  creature,  terrified 
at  the  word  "murder" — he  said  he'd  come  to  black- 
,  mail  Blair,  and  I  believed  him.  We  locked  him  up, 
continued  our  search.  Out  on  the  terrace  I  found  a 
nail  which  Dawson  swore  hadn't  been  there  yesterday. 


7.  The  nail  driven  into  the  railing  was  baffling 
enough;  Dawson  said  Blair  had  been  eccentric  since 
his  return  from  the  sanitarium.  He  showed  me 
what  remained  of  a  picture  of  Lila,  which  he'd 
seen  Blair  smashing  and  cutting  in  a  terrible  fury. 


10.  McKenzie  jeered  "You're  as  crazy  as  Blair  was! 
Where's  the  weapon?"  I  took  him  to  the  terrace 
and  showed  him  the  nail.  Blair  had  cut  the  tube  into 
strips,  fashioned  a  powerful  sling,  looped  it  over 
the    nail    and    attached    a    gun 


at    one    end    of    it. 
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Doctor's  mind  or  woman's  heart:  which  will  rule  the  destiny  of  this  CBS  heroine? 


DAWSON  BLAKELEY, 
young  man  of  wealth  and 
charm,  has  had  a  pro- 
found impact  on  Joyce 
Jordan's  life  since  she 
came  to  work  at  Hotch- 
kiss  Memorial  Hospital. 
She  now  knows  herself 
capable  not  only  of  in- 
spiring turbulent  emo- 
tion, but  of  responding 
to  it.  The  knowledge  has 
revolutionized  her  as  a 
doctor — and  as  a  woman, 
(played  by  Les  Tre- 
mayne) 
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JOYCE  JORDAN  is  a  successful  doctor  and  surgeon.   But  now  another  destiny 

seems  to  be  offering  itself:  a  time  when  her  disciplined  heart  may  open  to  a 

love  so  sweeping  that  in  its  wake  may  come  great  happiness  ...  or  pain. 

(played  by  Betty  Winkler) 


IRIS  BLAKELEY,  jealous 
mother  of  the  attractive  Daw- 
son Blakeley,  holds  the  purse 
strings  of  Hotchkiss  Memorial 
in  her  calculating  hands.  She 
has  the  power  to  wreck  Joyce 
Jordan's  career — a  formidable 
threat,  for,  suspecting  that  her 
son  and  Joyce  are  in  love,  Mrs. 
Blakeley  will  stop  at  absolute- 
ly nothing  to  separate  them, 
(played  by    Elizabeth  Watts) 


Joyce  Jordan  is  heard  Monday 


DR.  ANICE  TRACY,  experi- 
enced Chief-of-Staff  of  Hotch- 
kiss Memorial,  calls  herself 
an  "Old  Battle-ax" — and  is 
always  ready  to  do  battle  in  a 
friend's  cause.  Mrs.  Blakeley. 
therefore,  will  face  an  antago- 
nist as  tough  as  herself  if  she 
attempts  to  damage  Joyce's 
position,  for  Dr.  Tracy  thinks 
very  highly  of  her  colleague, 
(played   by   Irene   Hubbard) 
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MIKE  MALONE,  reformed 
gangster,  and  DORIA  VAN 
DORN,  reformed  playgirl,  are 
making  plans  for  their  mar- 
riage— a  marriage  for  -which 
Joyce  sincerely  wishes  all  hap- 
piness. These  three,  who  were 
once  enemies,  are  now  the 
firmest  of  friends,  for  both 
Mike  and  Doria  have  come  to 
realize  that  they  owe  every- 
thing to  the  charming  doctor 
who  has  helped  them  both. 
(Mike  is  Chuck  Webster; 
Doria  is  Ginger  Jones) 


through  Friday  at  10:45  A.  M .  on  NBC  stations. 


DR.  ALEXANDER  GREY, 
eminent  scientist  and  surgeon, 
is  a  widower,  and  much  at- 
tracted to  his  beautiful  asso- 
ciate, Joyce  Jordan.  LYDIA 
DRAKE,  Dr.  Grey's  nurse- 
secretary,  is  aware  of  this,  for 
she  herself  is  in  love  with  Dr. 
Grey — so  much  in  love  that 
she  is  quite  ready  to  do  any- 
thing she  can  to  discredit 
Joyce,  not  orjly  with  Dr.  Grey 
but  with  the  world.  (Dr.  Grey 
is  Raymond  Edward  Johnson; 
Lydia  is  Louise  Fitch) 
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IRIS  BLAKELEY,  jealous 
mother  of  the  attractive  Daw- 
^on  niakeley,  holds  the  purse 
strings  of  Hotchkiss  Memorial 
in  her  calculating  hands.  She 
has  the  power  to  wreck  Joyce 
.lordan*s  career — a  formidahle 
threat,  for.  suspecting  that  her 
son  and  Joyce  are  in  love,  Mrs. 
Ulakeley  will  stop  at  ahsolute- 
ly  nothing  to  separate  them, 
(played  hy    Eliiaheth  Watts) 


MIKE  MALONE,  reformed 
gangster,  and  DORIA  VAN 
DORN,  reformed  playgirl,  are 
making  plans  for  their  mar- 
riage—a marriage  for  which 
Joyce  sincerely  wishes  all  hap- 
pine-ss.  These  three,  who  were 
once  enemies,  are  now  the 
firmest  of  friends,  for  both 
Mike  and  Doria  have  come  to 
realize  that  they  owe  every- 
thing to  the  charming  doctor 
who  has  helped  them  Imth. 
(Mike  is  Chuck  Webster; 
Doria  is  Ginger  Jones) 


Joyce  Jordan  is  heard  Monda 
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DR.  ANICE  TRACY,  experi- 
enced Chief-of-Staff  of  Hotch- 
kiss Memorial,  calls  herself 
an  "Old  Baltle-ax"  —  and  is 
iilways  ready  to  do  battle  in  a 
friend's  cause.  Mrs.  Blakeley. 
therefore,  will  face  an  antago- 
nist as  tough  as  herself  if  she 
attempts  to  damage  Joyce's 
position,  for  Dr.  Tracy  thinks 
very  highly  of  her  colleague, 
(played   by  Irene   Hubbard) 


througl,  Friday  at  10:45  A.M.  on  NBC  .tation.. 


DR.  ALEXANDER  GREY, 
eminent  scientist  and  surgeon, 
's  a  widower,  and  much  at- 
tracted to  his  beautiful  asso- 
ciate. Joyce  Jordan.  LYDIA 
DRAKE,  Dr.  Grey's  nurse- 
secretary,  is  aware  of  this,  for 
she  herself  is  in  love  with  Dr. 
Grey — so  much  in  love  that 
she  is  quite  ready  to  do  any- 
'ning  she  can  to  discredit 
Joyce,  not  oi)ly  with  Dr.  Grey 
f-ut  with  the  world.  (Dr.  Grey 
's  Raymond  Edward  Johnson; 
Lydia  is  Louise  Fitch) 


this  at-home  picnic  goes  a  hostess  ns  attractivi 


>r because  she  hasn't  fussed. 


To  paraphrase  a  lovely  song,  summer  is  the 
time  when  living  is  easy  and  very,  very  pleasant. 
One  way  to  step  up  the  pleasure  is  to  serve  meals 
out-of-doors — in  the  yard  or  on  the  porch — and 
one  way  to  make  everything  as  easy  as  pie  is  to 
serve  them  buffet  style.  Whether  it  is  for  the 
family  only,  or  includes  guest,  remember  to  keep 
your  menu  simple.   For  instance: 

Summer  Baked  Bean  Casserole 

Cold  Sliced  Ham  and  Chicken 

Tomato  and  Cucumber  Slices  Sour  Cream  Dressing 

Radishes  and  Scallions  Celery  and  Carrot  Sticks 

Almond  Cream  with  Crushed  Raspberries 

Iced  Tea 

Using  this  menu  as  a  skeleton  you  can  vary  it 
in  a  number  of  ways.  For  the  hot  dish,  instead 
of  beans,  you  might  serve  a  casserole  of  macaroni 
and  cheese.  Or,  in  very  waiTn  weather,  substi- 
tute cold  potato  and  egg  salad.  A  small  smoked 
pork  shoulder  or  picnic  ham  is  a  more  economical 
choice  than  baked  ham  for  a  small  group,  and  a 
jellied  chicken  loaf  might  replace  sliced  chicken. 

Summer  Baked  Bean  Casserole 

2  1-lb.  cans  baked  beans 
y^  cup  molasses 

2  tbls.  vinegar 

2  tsp.  prepared  mustard 
Vz  onion,  minced 
Vi  tsp.  salt 

1  can  tiny  Vienna  sausages 

Combine  all  ingredients  except  sausages.  Turn 
mixture  into  a  1-quart  casserole  and  arrange 
sausages  on  top.  Bake  uncovered  for  45  minutes 
in  a  moderate  oven  (350  degrees  F.).  4  to  6 
servings. 

.Sour    Cream    Dressing 

1  pint  sour  cream 

2  tbls.  minced  onion 

3  tbls.  lemon  juice 

1  tsp.  salt 

2  tbls.  chopped  parsley 

1  hard-cooked  egg,  chopped 

Combine  all  ingredients  and  mix  well.  Serve 
with  sliced  tomatoes  and  cucumbers  or  on  mixed 
green  salad.    Makes  about  2  cups  dressing. 

Baked  Picnic  Ham 

1  picnic  ham   (or  smoked  boneless  butt)  2-3  lbs. 

1  tsp.  prepared  mustard 

1  tbl.  minced  onion 
^/4  tsp.  powdered  sage 
Vi  tsp.  powdered  cTovos 


Combine  mustard  and  onion  and  spread  over 
ham.  Dust  on  sage  and  cloves.  Bake  in  a  shallow 
pan,  uncovered,  in  a  moderate  oven  (325  degrees 
F.)  until  tender.  AUow  35  to  40  minutes  cooking 
time  per  pound.  4  to  6  servings. 

Jellied  Chicken  Loaf 

2  cups  chicken  stock 

1  tbls.  plain  gelatine 

3  cups  minced  cooked  chicken 
%  cup  sliced  green  onions 

2  tbls.  minced  ripe  olives 

2  tbls.  lemon  juice 

'^/z  tsp.  curry  powder  (optional) 

Heat  \^h.  cups  chicken  stock  but  do  not  boil. 
Soften  gelatine  in  remaining  Vz  cup  stock,  add  to 
hot  stock  and  stir  until  dissolved.  Stir  in  other 
ingredients.  Pour  into  loaf  pan  or  a  1%-quart 
mold  and  chill  until  firm.  Unmold  onto  platter 
and  cut  into  serving  slices.  4  to  6  servings. 

Potato  and  Egg   Salad 

6  medium  potatoes,  cooked  in  jackets 
1  clove  garlic,  minced  (optional) 
1  tsp.  salt 
Vi  tsp.  pepper 

3  tbls.  vinegar 

3  tbls.  mayomiaise 

3  tbls.  sour  cream 

1  tbls.  prepared  mustard 

4  hard-cooked  eggs 

Peel  potatoes  and  cut  into  %-inch  cubes.  Com- 
bine garlic,  salt,  pepper  and  vinegar  and  pour 
over  potatoes.   Toss  until  (Continued  on  page  83) 


By 

KATE  SMITH 


Beginning  June  23,  Kate  Smith  will  be  heard 
on  a  new  network.  Listen  to  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
at  12  Noon,  Monday  through  Friday,  on  sta- 
tions    of     the     Mutual     Broadcasting    System, 
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Fajper  draperies,  room-brighteners  at  any  time,  are  specially  good  in  summer, 
San  Miner  says;  inexpensive  to  replace,  they  do  away  with  laundry  problems. 


EASY  does  it  is  Jan  Miner's  motto  for 
Slimmer  housekeeping.  "I  think  it  is 
the  little  nagging  chores  that  have  to  be 
done  over  and  over,  day  after  day,  that  are 
the  worst,"  says  Jan,  who  is  Lora  Lawton 
on  NBC's  popular  serial,  "and  what  I  am 
interested  in  is  finding  some  way  that  will 
simplify  them,  or  eliminate  them  entirely, 
at  least  in  everyday  living." 

Fortunately  for  Jan,  and  for  those  of  you 
who  share  her  feeling,  there  is  one  way  to 
make  these  routine  tasks  easier,  and  that 
is  to  use  paper  products.  First  on  the  list 
come  tablecloths,  place  mats  and  napkins 
of  paper.  Gay  and  colorful,  they  are  sturdy 
as  well,  and  their  use  does  away  with 
laundering  and  its  consequent  wear  and  tear 
on  good  linens.  For  a  personal  touch,  you 
might  have  your  name  or  initials  on  cock- 
tail napkins  for  party  use.  There  is,  in  fact, 
a  regular  package,  merchandised  as  a  unit, 
of  tablecloth  or  place-mats,  coasters  and 
small  napkins — very  attractive  patterns, 
and  you  can  imagine  how  useful! 

No  doubt  you  consider  paper  towels  a 
must  for  the  kitchen,  but  have  you  thought 
about  paper  guest  towels  for  bathroom  use? 
They  can  be  matched  to  your  own  color 
scheme  and,  like  the  napkins,  may  be  ini- 
tialed if  you  wish.  They  look  as  smart  and 
trim  as  can  be. 

If  dusting  is  your  bugaboo,  dusting  paper, 
which  comes  in  a  roll  similar  to  that  other 
necessity,  waxed  paper,  will  interest  you. 
It  is  treated  so  that  it  picks  up  dust  readily 
and  gives  a  good  polish.  Simply  tear  off  a 
section,  whisk  it  over  the  furniture  and 
when  it  is  soiled  into  the  wastebasket  it 
goes.  (What  can  be  more  pointlessly  time- 
wasting  than  the  laundering  of  dust 
cloths? ) 

If  dishwashing  is  your  pet  peeve,  there 
are  a  host  of  paper  products  which  will  cut 
it  in  half.  For  instance,  paper  plates  and 
cups,  which  are  just  as  usable  and  useful 
at  home  as  they  are  at  a  picnic.  There  are 
fluted  paper  cups  for  cupcake  and  muffin 
baking,  paper  "pans"  for  baking  pies,  cakes 
and  casserole  dishes  and  individual  con- 
tainers in  which  salads  and  desserts  may 
be  chilled  and  served. 

If  food  is  tied  in  vegetable  parchment  be- 
fore cooking,  the  cooking  pots  will  be 
easier  to  wash  than  they  usually  are. 
Aluminum  foil,  though  not  a  paper,  is 
available  in  rolls  like  waxed  paper  and  is 
paper-thin.  A  sheet  of  it  placed  beneath 
the  broiler  during  cooking  will  make  clean- 
ing the  oven  much  easier  than  you  have 
ever  found  it.  In  addition  to  these  useful 
features,  both  the  vegetable  parchment  and 
the  aluminum  foil  are  excellent  for  wrap- 
ping and  storing  food  in  the  refrigerator. 

Nothing  changes  and  brightens  a  room 
so  well  as  new  draperies  and  lamp  shades 
and,  happily,  these,  too,  are  made  of  paper 
The  draperies  are  made  in  a  variety  of 
lovely  floral  patterns  and  colors,  as  are  the 
cottage  curtains,  so  yovi  are  sure  to  find 
a  style  which  will  key  into  the  furniture 
of  the  room  you  wish  to  transform,  and 
sure,  too,  to  find  a  lampshade  which  will 
harmonize.  Best  of  all,  both  the  draperies 
and  lampshades  are  so  inexpensive  that 
you  can  discard  them  when  soiled,  or  when 
you  wish  to  change  your  decorating  scheme 
again,  without  a  single  qualm  about  being 
extravagant.  And  the  fact  that  they're 
paper  is  imperceptible  to  any  eye,  however 
sharp. 
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Vacation-wise  Janet  \S/'aMo  collects 

scarves,  drapes  them  cleverly  for 
time-saving,    color-addiBg    extras 


"-^ 


Two  scarves,  strapless  bra. 


Ascols   for   a   halter   top. 


ANET  WALDO,  who  plays  Corliss  Archer  on  CBS,  has 
an  easy  solution  to  the  summer  vacation  clothes 
problem — scarves  and  more  scarves. 

"Vacation  clothes  are  just  about  the  most  important 
part  of  a  girl's  wardrobe,"  she  says.  "We  all  want  to 
have  things  that  are  smart  and  attractive,  we  want  a 
variety  of  changes  and  we  like  matching  sets — a  bag  and 
hat  set,  for  instance,  or  bag  and  belt. 

"There  is  almost  no  end  to  the  variety  of  ways  in 
which  you  can  use  them  and  the  trouble  they  save  in 
packing  is  almost  unbelievable  because  they  fold  flat, 
take  up  very  little  room  in  a  suitcase  and  don't  need 
pressing  when  you  take  them  out." 

Janet  likes  suits,  and  a  favorite  trick  of  hers  is  to  weai 
a  scarf  in  place  of  a  blouse,  either  knotting  two  ends  at 
the  back  of  her  heck,  or  draping  the  scarf  so  as  to  leave 
one  shoulder  bare — a  fashion  which  is  equally  good  with 
suits  or  slacks.  She  uses  a  large  square  scarf,  folded  into 
a  triangle.  The  long  side,  where  the  edges  meet,  goes 
under  one  arm  and  over  the  other  shoulder,  and  the 
three  points  of  the  triangle  are  knotted  at  the  back. 
After  the  scarf  is  knotted  into  position,  she  arranges  the 
folded  portion  at  the  waist,  tucking  it  under  to  create  a 
bare  midriff  effect. 

If  you  wear  a  scarf  in  place  of  a  hat,  Janet  suggests  a 
matching  scarf,  knotted  around  your  waist,  or  as  an 
over-arm  bag — very  easy  to  make  because  all  you  need 
to  do  is  tie  the  four  ends  together  in  a  big  puffy  knot  and 
slide  it  over  your  arm. 

Matching  scarves  also  make  a  beach  dress.  They  should 
have  an  all-over  pattern  and  for  best  results  Janet  sug- 
gests wearing  a  strapless  bra  as  a  foundation.  With  one 
point  of  the  scarf  at  center  front  of  the  bra,  tuck  the  scarf 
smoothly  into  the  bra,  then  tie  the  two  ends  at  the  back; 
this  leaves  the  shoulders  bare,  front  and  back,  to  insure 
an  even  suntan.  The  second  scarf,  on  the  straight,  is 
wrapped  around  the  hips  and  knotted  at  the  front — and 
there  you  have  it.    (See  picture.) 

For  the  halter  top  to  wear  with  shorts,  Janet  uses  long 
narrow -scarves,  or  Windsor  ties  in  two  colors. 
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IWSIDE  RADIO 


AU  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  DAYLIGHT  TIMES 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  DAYLIGHT  TIME,  Subtract  One  Hour 


S    U    N    DAY 


A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Rabbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 
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Circle  Arrow  Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernaires 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Design  For  Listening 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Bible  Institute 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartet 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOO^i   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

World  Front  News 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

F.  H.  LaGuardia 

String  Orchestra 
Raymond  Swing 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 

1:30 
1:45 

America  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Take  These  Notes 
Music 

Melodies  To 

Remember 

Sammy  Kaye 

People's  Platform 

Time  For  Reason 
Howard  K.  Smith 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 
Frank  Black 
James  Melton 

Married  For  Life 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veterans'  Information 

Dr.  Danlield 
National  Vespers 

Weekly  News 

Review 
"Here's  To  You" 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Carmen  Cavallaro 
One  Man's  Family 

Open  House 
Juvenile  Jury 

Warriors  of  Peace 
Vagabond's  Quartet 

N.  Y.  Philharmonic 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 

4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 
Musicana 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
This  Week  Around 

the  World 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

NBC  Symphony 

The  Shadow 
Quick  As  A  Flash 

Darts  for  Dough 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Hoagy  Carmichael 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 

6:45 

The  Catholic  Hour 

Adventures  of  Eilery 
Queen 

Those  Websters 
Nick  Carter 

Drew  Pearson 
Don  Gardiner 
Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Ozzie  and  Harriet 
Kate  Smith  Sings 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Jack  Benny 
Bandwagon 

Mysterious  Traveler 
California  Melodies 

Willie  Piper  Comedy 
The  Clock 

Gene  Autry 
Blondie 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 
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Voices  of  Strings 

Detroit  Symphony 
Orchestra 

Sam  Spade 
Crime  Doctor 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 
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American  Album 

Exploring  the 

Unknown 
Double  or  Nothing 

Walter  Winchell 
Louella  Parsons 
Jimmie  Fidler 
Policewoman 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Tony  Martin  Show 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 
11:00 

Don  Ameche 
We  Believe 
News 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Show 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

Theatre  Guild 

Take  It  Or  Leave  It 
We  the  People 
News  Feature 

foHe  'PomeU 


1   X^n%   Jlt/CVt7*M»V]l-HtSla  *»|' 


peared  on  it  r<^g»larly  ev^r  -'lace. 


P^<^A*ttte^  ^4<x*Hp4^y*t 


.■~<7me   tree  •«ar^|?e«H^TT«SBi*-«»i«i*5'.'.i 
deruown.  New  Jersey,  who  sang 
in  the   choir  of   New  York'g   Ca- 
thedral  of   Si.   John   the   Divine. 
Opera  hi;ir  Richard  Crooks  heard 
him  nnd  advixed  that  he  forsake 
the  tall  timher  and  devote  all  his  iJiiie  to  v<  ____^ 
He  won  nn  RKO  talent  contest;  organized  a  stx-mW' 
band;  went  on  a  eross-conntrv  tonr;  now  has  his  ovf^J 
program.  Sundays-,  ABC.  I  P.M..  F!>T,  ' 


i 


.,  Hi  :©  :m.M--M.  ¥/.-■:;-■.; 

A.M. 

IMBC  680k 

i\lBS7lOk 

ABC  770V 

CiBS  3*1!'. 

8:30 
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Do  You  Remember 
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Rhythm 

9:00 
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9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  New 

York 
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Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Club  Time 

Look  Your  Best 
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David  Harum 

11:00 
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11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Easy  Does  It 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Noon  Edition 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 
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Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 
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12:45 

Parade 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Sketches  in  Melody 

Cedric  Foster 

Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Smile  Time 

Powers  Charm  School 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Art  Van  Damme 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  McCormick 

Bobby  Norris 

Road  of  Life 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Kiernan's  Corner 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Women  in  White 

Ethel  and  Albert 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Harlem  Hospitality 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Heart's  Desire 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Bouquet  For  You 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Hollywood  Tour 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Tommy  Bartlett 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

Show 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Cliff  Edwards 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Sky  King 

5:30 
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Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 
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6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber  Sports 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 
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Vincent  Lopez 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Hawk  Show 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Cavalcade  of  America 
Voice  of  Firestone 
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Casebook  of  Gregory 
Hood 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Sherlock  Holmes 

Inner  Sanctum 
Joan  Davis 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Victor  Borge 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Guy  Lombardo 

Treasury  Agent 
Sammy  Kaye 

Radio  Theater 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Contented  Program 
Dr.  1.  Q. 

Fishing  &  Hunting 

Club 
Family  Doctor 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Buddy  Weed  Trio 

Screen  Guild  Players 
Sweeney  and  March 

—  OMt;  of  radi<>\  bu^ietl  artre'rst,"?. 

She  i>   Dr.   McVickar  on  Roa<l  of 

Life,    Nirk    f;arter%    Fatoey.    the 

heavy  on  the  SherilT  Show.  Char- 

lott*^     ii<    a     Br<»oklyn-born    New 

Yorkt-r  who-e  radio  career  began 

Society  GirJ,  a  part  for  which  she  was  picked 

„ec.JUje    of    her    remarkable     resemblance    to    the 

favorite  debutante  of  that  reason,  but  she's  just   as 

(.onvineirit;  a-!  a  i-'atigstei'?  moll  <ir  a  j'iunp  >>h\-^i«ian. 


TUESDAY 

A.M. 

l^eC  660l< 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  eeok 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 
News 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandalres 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawtcn 

Cecil  Brown 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Bill  Harrington 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFIER'NOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Noon  Edition 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Naval  Academy  Band 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 

1:45 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 

Ceilric  Foster 
Smile  Time 
Merv  Griffin 

Bobby  Norris 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Or.  Malone 

Road  of  Life 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Women  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Heart's  Desire 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Hollywood  Tour 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Tommy  Bartlett 

Cliff  Edwards 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVEMING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6.15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  Mac  Vane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 

Elmer  Davis 

Green  Hornet  Dcama 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
American  Meledy 
Houf 

8:00 

8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Milton  Berle 

A  Date  With  Judy 

Warren's  Crime 

Cases 
Special  Investigator 
Adventures  of  the 

Falcon 

Lum  and  Abner 

Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Boston  "Pops" 
Concert 

Big  Town 

Mel  Blanc  Show 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Amos  and  Andy 

Fibber  McGee  and 
Molly 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
American  Forum 

Rex  Maupin's  Orch. 

Arthur  Godfrey's 
Talent  Scouts 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Bob  Hope 
Red  Skelton 

Vic  Damone 
International  Quiz 

Hank  D'Amico  Orch. 
Hoosier  Hop 

Open  Hearing 

W    E    OWE    S    D   A    Y 

A.M. 

NEC  660k 

IVlES710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandalres 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  it  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Easy  Does  It 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Noon  Edition  News 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Speats 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sundajr 

1.00 
1:15 
1:30 

1:45 

Sketches  In  Melody 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 

Cedric  Foster 
Smile  Time 
Merv  Griffin 

Bobby  Norris 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Matone 

Road  of  Life 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Heart's  Desire 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Hollywood  Tour 

Bouquet  For  Yoy 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
The  Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Tommy  Bartlett  Show 

Cliff  Edwards 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harriyan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 
6:45 

John  Mac  Vane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Word  From  the 

Country 
Red  Barber 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Leiand  Stowe 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Winner  Take  All 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Dennis  Day 
Great  Gildersleeve 

Crime  Club 
Johnny  Madero 
Special  Features 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Court  of  Missing 
Heirs 

Jack  Carson 
Dr.  Christian 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Duffy's  Tavern 

Mr.  District  Attorney 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
What's  the  Name 
of  That  Song 

Paul  Whiteman 
Beulah  Program 

Frank  Sinatra 
Dinah  Shore 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

The  Big  Story 
Kay  Kyser 

Did  Justice  Triumph 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Bing  Crosby 
Henry  Morgan 

The  Whistler 
Information  Ptease 

—  The  Man  Called  X,  who  retacM- 
f-aeh  summer  to  Columbia  in  a 
f,">pularity  leader  among  warns 
weather  shows.  This  di$tingiii$he<f 
British  actor  came  to  Amerit;* 
after  he  had  recovered  I'roni  a 
World  War  f  Hound  and  has  long  been  popular  for 
his  work  on  stage,  screen  and  radio.  Ete  has  been 
seen  reeenfly  in  "Duel  in  the  Sun"  and  "The  Razors 
Edge"  and  brings  the  romantic  and  mysterious  Mr. 
X   to    li.neners   on   Thursday   at   10:30   P.M.,   EDT, 
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1 

A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  7iak 

ABC  770k 

CBS  8B0k 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring. 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lavvton 

Cecil  Brown 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Bill  Harrington 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

—  w«nt  on  tour  at  the  age  oi'  ten 
uayn  with  ifee  dance  team  of  Ann 
and  Sonny  Arrliurs  (his  raoni  a«<:l 
pop),  supported  by  Heotheliffe 
fa  Scotty)  and  Bunky  (a  d«ck). 
At  three  years  he  left  the  road  tor 
a  Iiumdru/H  t-xi&teitce  at  honie  with  Cranny.  I^ater  he 
attended  Holy  Name  School  where  Mat^l  discovered 
him  when  he  Mas  six.  Restilt:  He's  a  regular  on  J«ven- 
jJe  Jury,  MBS,  eat-h   Sunday   afternoon  ai   ?>,  E5JT. 


AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Noon  Edition  News 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 

1:45 

Sketches  in  Melody 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartette 
Robert  McCormick 

Cedric  Foster 
Smile  Time 
Merv  Griffin 

Bobby  Norris 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 

Road  of  Life 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Heart's  Desire 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Hollywood  Tour 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Tommy  Bartlett  Show 

Cliff  Edwards 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 

Eric  Sevareid 

6:15 

Serenade  to  America 

In  My  Opinion 

6:30 

Clem  McCarthy 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Red  Barber.  Sports 

6:45 

Lowell  Thomas 

Bob  Trout 

7:00 

Chesterfield  Club 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 

Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week 

7:15 

News  of  the  World 

Vincent  Lopez 

Elmer  Davis 

Jack  Smith 

7:30 

Grand  Marquee 

Arthur  Hale 

Studs  Terkel  Show 

Mr.  Keen 

7:45 

Inside  of  Sports 

8:00 

Aldrich  Family 

Lawyer  Q 

Lum  and  Abner 

Suspense 

8:15 

Erwin  D.  Canham 

8:30 

Burns  and  Allen 

Count  of  Monte 

America's  Town 

F.  B.  1.  Peace  and 

8:45 

Cristo 

Meeting 

War 

9:00 

Eddie  Duchin,  Eddie 
Foy,  Jr. 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Dick  Haymes 

9:15 

Real  Stories 

9:30 

Jack  Haley  with 

Hour  of  Song 

Those  Sensational 

Crime  Photographer 

9:45 

Eve  Arden 

Years 

10:00 

Abbott  and  Costello 

Family  Theatre 

World  Security 

Reader's  Digest 

10:15 

Radio  Edition 

10:30 

Eddie  Cantor 

1  Was  A  Convict 

Ralph  Norman 

Man  Called  X 

A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Easy  Does  It 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Noon  Edition  News 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Campus  Salute 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Soeaks 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 

1:45 

Sketches  in  Melody 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 

Cedric  Foster 
Smile  Time 
Merv  Griffin 

Bobby  Norris 

Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 

Road  of  Life 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Qroom 

Second  Mrs.  Burto- 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Heart's  Desire 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Hollywood  Tour 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Tommy  Bartlett  Show 

Cliff  Edwards 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


{.oni 
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— liie  son  of  Mallie  Bel!  and  S<tJiiue! 
Smith  of  Arkadelph;a,  Arkap';as, 
always  wanted  to  be  an  actor.  He 
graduated  from  Fairfax  Hij;5) 
School.  Los  Angeles;  studied  for 
tljree  jears  at  the  Laguna  Beach 
nuioitv  Playhouse:  had  a  bit  in  Ear!  Carroll'- 
e.  ''World's  Finest;  next  was  in  "Jumpin'  lor  Joy". 
he's  a  regular  on  the  National  Broadra--ting  Coni- 
■^  Ked  Skelton  program-Taes-day?.  lfi:30  RM.,EDT 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 
6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From 

Washington 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Highways  in  Melody 
Alan  Young 

Burl  Ives 

Holly  House 

Leave  It  To  The  Girls 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Baby  Snooks 
Thin  Man 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

People  Are  Funny 
Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Bulldog  Drummond 

Break  the  Bank 
The  Sheriff 

Ginny  Simms 
Durante  and  Moore 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theatre 
Sports 

Meet  The  Press 
Date  Night 

BoKing  Bouts 

It  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
My  Friend  Irma 

y'yV'.'^  ^  /"^V 


A.i«r 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Percolator  Party 

Coffee  With  Congress 
Bill  Herson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Bobby  Norris 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

CBS  Morning  News 
The  Garden  Gate 
Renfro  Valley  Folks 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Frank  Merrlwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Junior  Junction 

Barnyard  Follies 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 

11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Teentimers  Club 
Smilin'  Ed  McConnelt 

This  Week  in  Wash- 
ington 

Say  It  With  Music 

Elizabeth  Woodward 

Buddy  Weed  Trio 
Piano  Playhouse 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurers  Club 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


W.  W.  Chaplin 

Consumer  Time 
Home  Is  What  You 
Make  It 


Nat'l  Farm  Home 


Veterans'  Aid 
Elmer  Peterson 


Your  Host  is  Buffalo 
The  Baxters 


Nation's  Orchestras 


Carter  Handicap 

Doctors  Then  and 
Now 


Edward  Tomllnson 
Art  Mooney 
Three  Suns  Shine 
King  Cole  Trio 


Pro  Arte  Quartet 
Flight  Into  the  Past 


Bands  For  Bonds 
Dance  Music 


This  Is  Jazz 


Dance  Orchestra 
Sports  Parade 


Horse  Races 
Dance  Orchestra 


Dance  Orchestra 


For  Your  Approval 

Dance  Orchestra 
Jan  August  and  His 
Piano  Magic 


Your  Children  and 

Your  Schools 
Tell  Me  Doctor 
American  Farmer 


Fascinating  Rhythm 


Our  Town  Speaks 

Hill  Toppers 
This  Is  For  You 


Phil  Brestoff 
Sunset  Roundup 


Horse  Racing 
Stars  in  the 
Afternoon 
Treasury  Show 


Saturday  Concert 


Theatre  of  Today 


Stars  Over  Hollywood 


Grand  Central  Sta. 
County  Fair 


Give  and  Take 
Country  Journal 


Cross  Section  U.S.A. 
Treasury  Band  Stand 


Dance  Orchestra 

Adventures  in 

Science 
Of  Men  and  Books 


Local  Programs 


EVENING   PROGRAMS 


Rhapsody  of  the 

Rockie'j 
Boston  Tune  Party 
The  Art  of  Living 


Our  Foreign  Policy 
Curtain  Time 


Life  of  Riley 

Truth  or  Conse- 
quences 


Your  Hit  Parade 
Can  You  Top  This? 


Judy  Canova 
Grand  Ole  Opry 


Cleveland  Symphony 


Hawaii  Calls 

News  and  Sports 
F.  H.  LuGuardia 


Twenty  Questions 
Scramby  Amby 


Mighty  Casey 
High  Adventure 


Theater  of  the  Air 


Jimmie  Blair 
Chittison  Trio 
Harry  Wismer 
Labor  U.  S.  A. 

Voice  of  Business 
Song  Spinners 
The  Music  Library 


Famous  Jury  Trials 
I  Deal  in  Crime 


Gang  Busters 

Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone 


Professor  Quiz 
Hayloft  Hoedown 


Bill  Shadell 
The  Chicagoans 

Larry  Lesueur 


The  Little  Show 
Jean  Sablon 


Vaughn  Monroe 
Mayor  of  the  Town 


Saturday  Night 
Serenade 


This  Is  Hollywood 


—  ihe  isillti\\y  hlonilf  -iii^ir  ^  ho  i* 
!enr!if(i  willi  Aiihott  unrl  Co.sicllo 
oti  liicir  'riiiir.-id;i\  ni<;ht  piojirani 
o\(.'r  .\'B(..  Six;  w,i-  once  ;i  in'.'t-r 
\<-iih  TsmI  X^^ficr'i.^  ;iii(i  wrote  'icnj^s 
svittt  liiiii  l)f<o!e  A-A-  w.'i-;  ^poS'i-fl  hy 

H<>llvw(,>o<i  \s\vl\c  Aw^vn'^  .It  ;i  lioii'?  i;i]!y  in  (!l(;-vt>lanfl. 

Hfr  lir*t  cam.-Ta  \w,rk  v,  ;4.i  y.:\\y  Rob'Tt  Tiivlor  in"St;»u! 

By    F'or    Action" —nnd    Iter    tirsl    it:iin.'    i.^.    "Marv*-!"' 


One  of  Radio  Mirror's  Information  Booth  readers 
wrote  not  long  ago,  saying,  "I  like  the  daytime  serials 
as  well  as  the  next  person,  but  I  don't  like  all  of 
them.  And  I  suppose  it's  that  way  with  other  women, 
too — we  all  have  our  favorites  and  listen  to  them 
religiously.  And  I  suppose  some  women  listen  to  all 
of  them,"  all  day  long.  But  I  like  to  keep  my  date 
with  my  favorites,  and  then  turn  to  other  kinds  of 
entertainment  between  times.  However,  it  doesn't 
seem  to  me  that  there's  much  else  to  listen  to,  day- 
times.    Won't  you  recommend  some  programs?" 

Although  daytime  serials,  as  the  favorite  radio 
listening  of  the  women  who  stay  at  home,  do  take  up 
a  large — but  not  more  than  a  fair — share  of  radio 
time  from  morning  until  dinner  time,  still  there  are 
a  number  of  other  programs,  and  very  good  ones, 
to  be  heard.     Here  are  a  few: 

Breakfast  Cluh — Five  mornings  a  week  (9-10  A.M., 
EDT.)  Don  McNeill  and  his  gang  have  a  little  bit  of 
everything  to  offer,  from  laughter  through  music  to 
a  moment  of  prayer.  That's  on  ABC,  and  following 
it  is  My  True  Story,  which  is  a  dramatized  program, 
but  not  a  daytime  serial.  If  you  like  your  stories 
finished  in  one  episode,  this  is  for  you.  Also  on  ABC, 
right  after  My  True  Story,  is  Hymns  oj  All  Churches, 
on  part  of  the  network,  and  the  new  Betty  Crocker 
Magazine  of  the  Air  on  the  other  part.  If  you  like 
church  music,  you'll  choose  the  former,  and  if  you 
want  household  news,  recipes  and  general  informa- 
tion, listen  to  the  Magazine.  If  it's  romance  of  a  real 
sort  you're  interested  in,  try  Honeymoon  in  New 
York,  on  NBC,  at  9  in  the  morning.  Mutual  has 
Shady  Valley,  if  you  like  folk  music,  from  9:15  until 
10.  Look  Your  Best',  on  CBS  at  10,  finds  a  man  telling 
\yomen  what's  wrong  with  them — and  that's  worth 
listening  to!  Breakfast  all  over  again,  with  orchids 
and  wishes-come-true,  with  Tom  Breneman  on 
Breakfast  in  Hollywood,  ABC,  at  11.  Or  if  you'd 
rather  feast  on  music,  NBC,  at  the  same  time,  has 
Fred  Waring  and  his  gang  to  offer.  Ted  Malone,  with 
stories  and  poetry  and  the  kind  of  voice  that  makes 
you  feel  you  know  him,  is  on  ABC  at  11:45.  Jack 
Berch  has  a  little  bit  of  everything  on  his  show,  NBC, 
11:30,  and  at  the  same  time  on  CBS  there's  a  new 
kind  of  quiz.  Grand  Slam.  Kenny  Baker  and  his 
Glamour  Manor  turn  up  on  ABC  at  noon.  At  the 
same  time,  Kate  Smith  is  on  CBS  (Mutual  after 
June  23).  NBC  takes  a  daytime  serial  recess  from  12 
until  2,  and  fills  it  with  brief  programs  of  music  and 
short  sketches,  all  worth  listening  to.  At  noon  on 
Mutual,  Victor  Lindlahr  has  good  advice  on  what 
and  how  to  eat,  and  Checkerboard  Jamboree,  with 
noisy  fun  and  music,  follow  after  him.  Ethel  and 
Albert,  the  kind  of  husband  and  wife  you  wouldn't 
want  to  be,  but  wouldn't  want  to  miss,  are  on  ABC 
at  2:15.  At  two  o'clock,  you  can  have  an  exciting 
vicarious  adventure  with  Queen  For  A  Day,  Mutual. 
Bride  and  Groom,  another — and  good — "how  we  met 
and  married"  follows  Ethel  and  Albert,  ABC.  Mutual, 
at  2:30  has  the  new  and  different  quiz-and-talent 
program,  Harlem  Hospitality  Club.  Johnny  Olsen's 
antics  go  into  Ladies  Be  Seated,  on  ABC  at  3 — the  kind 
of  show  that's  fun  whether  you're  there  participating 
and  laughing  with  the  people,  or  staying  home  and 
laughing  at  them.  If  your  ambition  tends  towards 
movies  and  movie  stars,  then  Hollywood  Tour,  on 
ABC  at  3:45  is  for  you.  If  you'd  like  a  quiet  after- 
noon musical  interlude  try  Bouquet  For  You,  at  CBS 
at  3:15,  followed  by  half  an  hour  of  quiz,  Winner 
Take  All  and  then  Hint  Hunt.  Art  Linkletter's 
House  Party,  on  the  same  station,  follows  with  ques- 
tions and  prizes  and  plenty  to  laugh  about,  and  an- 
other quiz.  Give  and  Take,  comes  on  its  heels. 

CBS's  American  School  of  the  Air  should  be  a 
welcome  relief  after  all  that  laughter — find  it  at  five 
o'clock,  followed  by  the  Treasury  Bandstand.  That 
takes  care  of  CBS.  Mutual  offers,  in  rapid  succession 
from  three  on.  Heart's  Desire,  the  program  on  which 
dreams  come  true;  Jackie  Hill;  the  wonderfully  funny 
Johnson  Family  (all  of  those  parts  are  played  by  one 
man!)  until  the  hour-long  collection  of  hair-raising 
adventure  stories  begins  at  five. 
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Step  right  up  and  ask  your  questions;  if  we  don't  kno^ 
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Barry  Fitzgerald 


INFORMATION  BOOTH  is  the  part  of  Radio  Mirror  for  which 
you  readers  are  responsible.     The  Editors  of  Radio   Mirror 
are  delighted  with  the  stream  of  letters  which  come  in  from  you 
concerning  radio  and  radio  personalities. 

Each  month  we'll  select  the  questions  we  think  you  would  be 
most  interested  in  knowing  the  answers  to.  Watch  Information 
Booth  for  the  information  you  want;  it's  possible  that  someone 
else  may  have  asked  the  same  question  a  little  before  you  got  to  it. 
If  you  don't  find  the  answer  here,  watch  the  mail;  for  either 
on  these  pages  or  by  personal  reply  we'll  answer  every  letter  that 
comes  to  us  accompanied  by  the  box  on  page  63.  Write  to  In- 
formation Booth,  Radio  Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  Street,  New  York  17, 
N.  Y.,  and  attach  the  box.  Be  sure,  also,  to  sign  your  letter  with 
full  name.    Only  initials  will  be  used  if  your  letter  is  printed. 

•HIS  HONOR 

Dear  Editor: 

In  my  estimation  (and  I  know  of  several 
others  who  feel  the  same)  one  of  the  very 
best  programs  ever  presented  over  the  air 
was  His  Honor  the  Barber,  with  Barry  Fitz- 
gerald. The  humor  was  delightful  and  the 
mystery  involved  was  just  at  its  peak  when 
— zingo!  What  happened?  The  program 
disappeared  off  the  air  just  as  if  it  had  never 
existed;  no  explanation,  no  nothing.  What 
could  be  more  exasperating — I  ask  you ! !  ?  ? 

Could  you  please  enlighten  us  as  to  what  happened — and  will  it 

ever  be  resumed? 

Mrs.  P.  F.  N. 

Meriden,  Conn. 

As  you  know,  radio  programs  run  not  indefinitely  but  for  speci- 
fied periods.  When  His  Honor  the  Barber's  contract  expired,  the 
sponsors  made  other  plans.  You'll  have  to  watch  the  screen  for 
Barry  Fitzgerald,  who  continues  to  make  his  ever-popular  movies. 
As  you  probably  know,  motion  pictures  were  Barry  Fitzgerald's 
medium  long  before  he  ventured  into  radio. 

LOCATION  SERVICE 

Dear  Editor: 

I  buy  your  Radio  Mirror  every  month,  and  enjoy  it  very  much. 
I  wonder  if  you  could  tell  me  what  happened  to  Harry  Elders, 
who  used  to  play  the  part  of  Dr.  Jack  Landis  in  Woman  In  White. 
Does  he  take  part  in  any  other  stories?  I  would  like  to  see  pictures 
of  Backstage  Wife,  Woman  In  White  and 
Young  Widder  Brown.  I'll  certainly  appre- 
ciate it,  and  I  know  others  will  too. 

Miss  N.  C. 
New  York  City 

You'll  be  happy  to  hear  that  Harry  Elders, 
now  in  Chicago,  is  starring  on  Curtain  Time. 
The  program  is  heard  over  NBC  stations 
Saturday  evenings  at  7:30  EDT.  There  were 
Living  Portraits  of  the  Young  Widder  Brown 
in  the  April  issue;  Backstage  Wife  in 
March.    Watch  for  Woman  In  White. 


Harry  Elders 


Michdel  Raffetto 


MISSING  MYSTERY 

Dear  Editor: 

Very  pleased  with  Radio  Mirror  and  to 
be  able  to  see  some  very  nice  pictures  of  our 
radio  actors.  Question:  What  happened  to 
Doc,  Jack  and  Reggie  with  their  very  in- 
teresting mysteries?-  Also  would  like  to 
know  when  they  will  extend  wave  lengths 
another  thousand  or  so,  so  that  we  may  be 
able  to  listen  to  our  favorite  programs  with- 
out'interference  from  two  or  three  other  sta- 
tions.   I  think  it  would  be  a  good  plan  to 

have  a  3000  wave  length  dial;  then  we  could  listen  to  any  or  all 

stations. 

M.  C.  M. 

Hancock,  Maine 

/  Love  A  Mystery,  the_  program  you're  wondering  about,  has 
been  off  the  air  for  quite  some  time.  It  may  interest  you  to  know 
that  Carleton  E.  Morse,  who  wrote  the  script  for  the  program,  also 
writes  One  Man's  Family.  And  Michael  Raffetto,  who  played  Jack 
in  the  mystery  show  is  also  Paul  on  the  other  program.  The 
problem  of  wave  length  extension  is  a  matter  for  the  Federal 
Communications  Commission  in  Washington,  D.  C.  They  can  give 
you  the  technical  information  you  are  interested  in.  We  suggest 
that  you,  and  any  other  listeners  ivho  have  a  similar  technical 
problem,  out  of  the  province  of  Radio  Mirror,  write  directly  to 
the  Commission.  ' 

MISTER  D.  A. 

Deal  Editor: 

I  am  very  much  interested  in  the  Mr.  Dis- 
trict Attorney  program.  I  know  Jay  Jostyn 
plays  Mr.  District  Attorney,  but  outside  of 
that  I  can't  find  out  anything  else  about  him. 
Could  you  possibly  just  outline  his  life  very 
briefly?  I  mean  age,  single  or  married,  etc. 
Is  he  on  any  other  program?  I  would  ap- 
preciate it  very  much.  Would  it  be  possible 
to  get  tickets  to  see  a  Mr.  District  Attorney 
program? 

Phoenixville,  Pa. 


Jay  Jostj-n 

Miss  D.   J. 


Milwaukee-born  Jay  Jostyn  was  interested  in  dramatics  from 
school  days  on.  The  summer  before  entering  college  he  spent  with 
a  stock  company,  and  kept  it  up  until  graduation.  At  nineteen  he 
ivas  barnstorming  through  the  far  west  and  Canada.  His  early 
professional-acting  days  were  spent  in  Hollywood,  where  he 
divided  his  time  between  the  stage  and  a  job  with  the  telephone 
company.  Finally  he  won  a  radio  audition,  and  has  been  in  radio 
ever  since.  Currently  he  devotes  all  his  attention  to  Mr.  Districi 
Attorney,  although  at  one  time  he  was  playing  forty-eight  different 
characters  in  thirty-six  radio  dramas!  He  prefers  character  roles.. 
but  hates  to  be  the  villain.  He  is  married  to'Ruth  Hill,  a  forme; 
actress,  and  they  have  two  children.  For  tickets  to  a  Mr.  Distric 
Attorney  broadcast  write  to  NBC,  30  Rockefeller  Plaza,- New  Yorf 
City. 
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the  answers  we  do  know  where  to  find  them  for  you 


Always  masked,  always 
mysterious  —  rare 
glimpse  of  Lione  Ranger 


Betty  Winkler 


NO  FAIR  PEEKING! 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  been  reading  your  magazine  for  a 

long  time  now  and  have  enjoyed  every  page 

of  it.    There  is  one  radio  program  I  have 

been   listening  to  for   qii''e   a  while.    It   is 

Joyce  Jordan,  M.D.    Many   of  my  friends 

have  enjoyed  it  also,  but  now  there  is  one 

request  I  want  to  ask,  not  only  for  myself 

but  for  other  radio  listeners  too.   We  would 

like  Joyce  Jordan  to  marry  Dawson  Blakeley. 

I  think  if  she  did  marry  him  it  would  be 

more  interesting  to  listen  to.   Many  women 

doctors  have  gotten  married,  and  if  Joyce  Jordan  did  I  know  for 

a  fact  that  more  people  would  listen  to  the  program.    Couldn't  my 

request  be  answered?    I  hope  it  is.   Thank  you  very  much. 

Miss  B.  S. 
Amsterdam,  N.  Y. 

P.  S.   I  would  also  like  to  see  Joyce  Jordan  and  her  friends  in  the 
neat  future. 

Your  question  is  impossible  to  answer,  at  least  for  us.  Because 
we  don't  know  any  more  than  you  do  about  future  events  in  the 
serials.  That  is  a  secret  that  belongs  to  the  script-writer;  and 
maybe  even  he  doesn't  know  yet!  Besides,  wouldn't  it  spoil  the 
story  for  you  if  you  knew  how  it  was  going  to  go?  It  ivould  be 
like  reading  the  last  page  of  a  mystery  story  first — and  then  where 
would  the  mystery  be?  So  let's  just  listen  and  see  what  happens. 
Meanwhile,  Joyce  Jordan  Living  Portraits  are  in  this  issue  of 
Radio  Mirror  on  page  50.  There's  your  picture  of  Joyce  and  all 
the  rest  of  your  Joyce  Jordan  friends. 

SWING  CINDERELLA 

Dear  Editor: 

I  would  like  to  have  some  historical  background  on  Georgia 
Gibbs.  What  program  and  network  she  is  on,  when  she  is  on  the 
air,  and  where  she  started  out,  and  anything  else  about  her  that 
you  may  be  able  to  tell  me. 

Mrs.  F.  S.  W. 
Licking,  Mo. 

Georgia  Gibbs  has  been  singing  with  bands  and  in  night  clubs 
since  she  was  fourteen.  For  a  long  time  she  was  admired  by  swing 
musicians  but  almost  unknown  to  the  listening  public.  Then  John 
Hammond,  the  swing  critic,  heard  her  and  acclaimed  her  among 
the  "greatest  singers  of  American  songs." 
He  introduced  her  to  Artie  Shaw,  and  from 
there  on  her  way  was  clear.  The  unknown 
singer  from  Boston  won  an  enthusiastic 
welcome,  and  now  shares  the  acclaim  of 
musicians  and  public  alike.  Georgia  loves 
sports,  hates  cooking,  and  has  a  tremen- 
dous record  collection  ranging  from  Duke 
Ellington  to  Debussy.  Her  style  is  her 
own,  and  she  sings  "from  the  heart."  She 
is  singing  now  with  David  Rose's  orchestra 
over  NBC  stations  Thursday  evenings  at 
10:30. 


Georgia  Gibbs 


IT'S  A  SECRET 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  been  interested  in  Radio  Mirror  for  quite  a  long  time 
and  would  not  miss  a  copy,  and  would  like  to  know  who  takes 
the  part  of  the  Lone  Ranger.  Will  you  please  tell  me  what  has  be- 
come of  Cousin  Cassie,  on  the  Mark  Case  Sheriff  show?  Thank  you. 

Mrs.  L.  B.  B. 
Colwyn,  Pa. 

Sorry,  but  this  is  one  question  we  can't  answer.  The  Lone 
Ranger's  identity  is  one  of  the  best-kept  secrets  in  radio.  We  can 
give  you  a  picture  of  him,  though — mask  and  all.  That's  the  way 
he  looks.  The  Sheriff's  sponsors  have  decided  to  eliminate  the  comic 
element  from  the  program.  That  is  why  Cousin  Cassie  is  no  longer 
there.   From  now  on  the  show  will  be  straight  drama. 


MORE  PICTURES 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  just  recently  started  taking  your 
magazine  each  month,  and  I  do  enjoy  it  very 
much  indeed.  As  I  listen  daily  to  all  the 
radio  serials  I  would  like  to  see  more  pic- 
tures, such  as  Young  Widder  Brown,  Just 
Plain  Bill,  Rose  of  My  Dreams,  Second  Mrs. 
Burton,  and  of  any  other.  Would  you  please 
tell  me  who  plays  the  part  of  Anthony 
Loring?  And  can  we  have  something  on 
The  Breakfast  Club? 

Mrs.  A.  F. 


Ned   Wever 


Brunswick,  Mo. 


All  the  programs  you  mention  either  have  been  featured  in 
Radio  Mirror  or  soon  will  be.  Young  Widder  Brown  and  the 
Second  Mrs.  Burton  were  both  in  the  April  issue.  Just  Plain  Bill 
is  coming  very  soon;  and  we  have  plans  for  Rose  of  My  Dreams. 
The  part  of  Anthony  Loring,  in  Young  Widder  Brown,  is  played 
by  Ned  Wever,  who  has  played  that  part  for  a  number  of  years. 
Keep  watching  for  your  other  favorites — we'll  get  to  all  of  them. 
Don  McNeill,  m.c.  of  The  Breakfast  Club,  has  written  an  inspiring 
story  for  this  issue  of  Radio  Mirror.    Turn  to  page  20! 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— Sometimes,  in  spite  of  all  our 
efforts,  a  request-letter  is  mixed  in  with  other  mail — and  we 
don't  want  that  to  happen  any  more  than  you  do.  So,  will 
you  help  us  by  clipping  this  box  and  attaching  it  to  your  In- 
formation Booth  letter?  That  way  we'll  know  at  a  glance  that 
you're  an  information-seeker,  and  we'll  be  able  to  give  much 
quicker  service  on  answers — either  by  printing  your  lettei  on 
these  pages,  or  by  an  answer  delivered  through  the  niail. 
Important:  No  letters  can  be  answered  or  considered  for  Infor- 
mation Booth  unless  accompanied  by  this  box,  and  signed  with  your 
full  name.  (Only  your  initials  will  be  used,  of  course,  if  your  letter 
is  printed.) 
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CONNECTICUFS 


Farm  Director  Frank  Atwood  of  WTIC 
greets    early    risers    in    New    England. 


Daughters    Margaret,    Joanna    and    Christine 
hear  their  daily  off-the-air  program  of  funnies. 


At  the  University  of  Connecticut  Frank  Atwood  catches 
a  lecture  on  safety  precautions  for  farm  machinery. 


R 
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IF  you  have  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning,  you  may  as 
well  turn  on  the  radio  and  let  the  cheerful,  friendly 
voice  of  WTIC  Farm  Director  Frank  Atwood,  heard  at 
6:15  A.M.,  help  you  get  rid  of  your  early  morning 
grouch.  That's  the  way  a  lot  of  sleepy,  crack  o'  dawn 
risers  in  Southern  New  England  feel,  and  if  they'd  like 
to  go  back  to  sleep  they  can  remember  that  he  has 
gotten  up  a  lot  earlier  than  they,  at  4  A.M.  to  be  exact. 
Before  broadcast  time  he  has  driven  from  Storrs,  Conn. 
26  miles  away,  has  compiled  the  farm  market  reports 
from  New  York,  New  Haven,  Hartford,  and  Boston,  has 
added  any  last-minute  copy  to  his  script,  and  he  still 
sounds  cheerful,  no  matter  what  the  weather. 

Most  of  the  people  who  have  to  get  up  so  early  are 
farmers,  and  Frank's  program  is  beamed  to  them.  They 
tune  in  for  his  neighborly  visit,  knowing  that  they  will 
enjoy  his  program  and  will  also  hear  some  vital  informa- 
tion about  the  agriculture  industry.  Frank  has  his 
finger  on  the  agricultural  pulse  of  New  England,  and  for 
seasonal  problems  he  has  the  best  known  experts  on  his 
program. 

Frank  understands  the  farmers.  He  was  born  and 
raised  on  a  dairy  farm  in  Vermont,  was  graduated  from 
the  University  of  Vermont  and  after  10  years  as  agri- 
culture writer  for  the  Hartford  Courant,  several  more 
as  assistant  editor  and  radio  activity  manager  for  the 
University  of  Connecticut,  he  became  Farm  Director  for 
WTIC. 

Frank  began  his  microphone  career  while  he  worked 
at  the  University  when  he  instituted  the  Connecticut 


Farm  Forum  over  WTIC,  one  of  the  oldest  farm  pro- 
grams in  the  east,  broadcast  continuously  Saturdays  at 
12:30  P.M.  for  more  than  nine  years. 

Statistics  show  that  there  are  many  farm  accidents, 
and  Frank  is  concerned  with  trying  to  keep  the  farmers 
safe.  In  the  past  two  years  his  farm  programs  have 
spearheaded  farm  safety  campaigns  which  have  won 
for  WTIC  first  prize  and  top  honorable  mention  in  the 
nationwide  radio  contest  for  50,000  watt  stations  con- 
ducted by  the  National  Safety  Council. 

Do  city -folk  enjoy  a  program  that  is  designed  for  the 
rural  population?  They  definitely  do  according  to  the 
large  amount  of  fan  mail  Frank  receives  from  them. 
"I  don't  live  on  a  farm,"  they  say,  "but  I  like  your 
program."     Their  interest  still  amazes  him. 

Just  because  Frank  finishes  his  broadcast  at  6:55 
A.M.  doesn't  mean  that  his  day's  work  is  completed.  He 
must  plan  for  the  next  day's  program,  go  over  the  script 
with  his  guests,  or  go  out  with  an  engineering  crew  to 
transcribe  an  interview  if  a  guest  can't  make  it  to  the 
studios  at  6:15  A.M.,  answer  fan  mail,  or  go  out  to  cover 
a  newsworthy  agricultural  event.  Never  a  dull  moment, 
and  a  man  with  less  energy  than  Frank  would  be 
mighty  tired.  From  "can  see  to  can't  see" — that's  a 
farmer's  work  day  in  New  England.  On  many  days 
that's  a  radio  farm  director's  schedule,  too. 

When  the  day  ends  finally,  Frank  hurries  back  to 
Storrs  where  he  is  greeted  by  his  wife  Barbara  and  the 
three  Atwood  children,  Joanna,  aged  14,  Margaret,  nine, 
and  five-year-old  Christine. 


New!  Blush-cleanse  your  idiQ,^^rtAa^/ore^e^a^e{/ycr//ooA. 


See  it  give  your  skin: 

— an  instant  clean-fresh  looh 

— an  instant  softer,  silkier  feel 

— a  lovely  blush  of  color 


SEE    RESULTS    TONIGHT  — 

with  this  new  blush-cleansing 
with  Pond's  Cold  Cream. 

BLUSH-CLEANSE  —  RoUSC 

face  with  warm  water.  Dip  deep 
into  Pond's  Cold  Cream.  Swirl 
it  over  your  receptively  moist, 


warm  skin  in  little  creamy  "en- 
gagement ring"  circles  up  over 
your  face  and  throat.  Tissue  off. 

BLUSH -RINSE  —  Swirl  about 
25  more  creamy  Pond's  circlets 
over  your  face.  Tissue  well. 
Tingle  with  cold  water.  Blot  dry. 


CLEAN,     SOFT,    GLOWING  — 

your  face  will  feel !  Pond's  demul- 
cent action  softens,  loosens  dirt 
and  make-up — helps  free  your 
skin !  Every  night,  this  full  blush- 
cleansing.  Every  morning,  a  once- 
over blush-cleansingwith  Pond's ! 


She's  Lovely ! 
She  uses  Ponds ! 


Miss  Eleanor  Painter,  recently  introduced  to 
Philadelphia  society  by  her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mr-. 
Herbert  J.  Painter,  is  engaged  to  Mitchell  Wing 
Beardsley  of  Narberth,  Pa.  During  the  war  he  flew 
a  P-51  in  China  in  the  A.A.F. 

Miss  Painter's  profile  is  cameo-perfect,  and  her 
eyes  darkly  hazel  under  winged  brows.  Her  com- 
(^'lexion  has  a  soft  and  fresh-as-a-dewy-rose  look 
that  is  the  lovely  reward  of  lovely  care.  A  Pond's 
"blush-cleanse"  is  her  conscientious  beauty  rou- 
tine. "It  feels  blissful,"  she  says,  "and  leaves  my 
skin  so  clean-fresh  and  extra  soft." 

Have  the  Pond's  "blush-cleansed"  look!  Get  a 
hifi!  jar  of  Pond's  Cold  Cream  today.  Blush-cleanse 
yvnr  face  with  Pond's  tonight! 


HER  RING— 

a  beautiful  diamond 

set  high  and  round. 

a  baguette  deep-set 

on  either  side 


Eleanor  Painter  gives  her  luminous  complexion  Pond's  blush-cleanse  care 


MRS.  GEORGE  J.  GOULD,  JR.  THE  LADY  DAPHNE  STRAIGHT 

MRS.  JOHN  A.  ROOSEVELT 

MRS.  ANTHONY   J.  DREXEL,  HI  MRS.  ERNEST   L.  BIDDLE 

MRS.  WILLIAM   RHINELANDER   STEWART 

THE   DUCHESS   DE   RICHELIEU  VISCOUNTESS   MOUNTBATTEN 


Engagement  Diamonds  and  Pond's!  Round  diamonds  like  Eleanor  Painter's; 
a  pointed  marquise;. emerald-cut  diamonds,  shining  clear  as  ice! 
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Find  your  place  in  the 
sun  this  summer.  Joan 
Alexander's  is  on  horse- 
back, Claire  Niesen's 
at  a  beach.  Either  way, 
sun's  a  beauty-builder. 


3       *     <«      ^     \        » 
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IT'S    July    again!      Summer's    really    here!      Let    the 
warm  sunshine  and  gentle  breezes  chase  away  your 
worries,  and  give  you  a  terrific  health  buildup  tor  the 
coming  winter.  .    ,    .     ,      i.-     ^       j 

Do  as  radio  stars,  who  must  mamtam  hectic,  hve-day-a- 
week  schedules  all  summer,  do.  Get  outdoors  at  every 
opportunity,  but  guard  against  harmful  effects  of  unwise 
exposure  to  the  hot  sun.  ,      „  ■,  -n^r       -o     + 

Claire  Niesen,  star  of  CBS's  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton, 
and  Joan  Alexander,  "Marion"  on  the  same  program,  fre- 
quently take  a  day  or  a  weekend  and  go  to  a  nearby 
beach,  or  to  the  country.  „      ,  .  , 

Claire  prefers  the  beach,  and  a  refreshing  plunge  m 
the  water.  Joan  likes  to  hie  herself  off  to  the  country  for 
her  favorite  sport,  horseback  riding.  After 
their  outdoor  sprees,  they  return  to  the  hot, 
dirty  city  and  their  broadcast  work  with 
that  glad-to-be-alive  feeling.  - 

In  a  handy  little  beach  bag,  Claire  totes 
everything  she  needs  to  protect  her  skin, 
hair  and  eyes  from  Old  Sol's  burning  rays. 
These  items  include  sunglasses;  burn-pre- 
ventive, tan-encouraging  lotion,  cream,  or 
oil;  and  an  attractive  kerchief  to  wrap 
around  her  head,  turban  fashion,  so  her  hair 


MIRY  JANE 
FILTOS 


will  not  get  dried  out  and  bleached  while  she  s  lying  on 
the  sand  listening  to  music  from  her  portable  radio.  In 
case  she  feels  like  a  snooze,  she  has  her  companion  wake 
her  in  fifteen  minutes.  That's  so  she'U  not  bum  to  a  crisp! 
There  are  new  miniature  hairbrush-comb  sets  that  are 
convenient  for  carrying  in  your  purse  or  beach  bag.  You 
ought  to. have  one,  for  of  course  you'U  want  to  do  as 
Claire  does,  and  brush  your  hair  to  glossy  beauty  so  after 
being  outdoors,  it  will  look  as  healthy  as  you  feel. 

After  riding  horseback,  Joan  takes  a  cool  shower,  pats 
on  lots  of  cologne  or  toilet  water,  and  dons  a  pair  of  slacks. 
Then  she  lies  down,  with  her  feet  slightly  higher  than 
her  head,  for  fifteen  minutes.  This  relaxes  her  leg  mus- 
cles. You  might  try  it  for  a  quick  pickup  when  tired. 
While  working  in  the  city,  Joan  keeps  a 
make-up  kit  at  the  studio  for  removing  her 
old  make-up  and  applying  new.  She  keeps 
on  hand,  too,  cologne  or  toilet  water  for  pat- 
ting on  the  back  of  her  neck,  behind  her  ears, 
on  her  arms,  and  the  palms  of  her  hands. 

The  snapshots  of  Claire  and  Joan  are  cute, 
don't  you  think?  Snapshots  of  you  might 
turn  out  more  flattering  if  you  assume 
a  casual  pose,  and  avoid  facing  directly 
toward  the  camera.  Try  it. 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

(Continued  from  page  43) 

happens  she  will  always  find  somethin 
in  life  that  is  still  beautiful. 

Mrs.  R.  R. 

We've    Made   a   Home 

Dear  Ps^pa  David: 

In  1942  I  became  the  wife  of  a  man 
I  truly  worshipped.  It  was,  it  seemed 
to  us,  a  ^narriage  made  in  heaven.  As 
if  we  weren't  happy  enough,  there  was 
born  to  us  the  next  year  a  baby  boy. 

Then  my  husband  was  drafted.  I 
packed  my  clothes,  and  baby's  bottles 
and  followed  him,  grateful  even  for 
those  short  weekends  with  him.  Five 
months  after  his  induction,  he  was 
shipped  to  the  Pacific.  In  five  months 
more,  I  received  the  soul-shattering 
news  that  -he  had  fallen  on  Okinawa. 
But  I.  still  <had  the  baby  so  I  managed 
tt)  exist;  not  really  caring,  except  for 
the  baby's  sake. 

II OT  long  ago,  a  soldier  friend  of  my 
il  husband's  came  to  see  me.  He  had 
known  my  husband  well  and  was  also 
a  veteran  -of  the  battle  of  Okinawa.  For 
long  -hours  we  talked  about  my  hus- 
band— and  their  mutual  experiences. 

This  soldier  has  a  little  boy  too,  whose 
mother  had  died  in  his  infancy.  He  had 
loved  his  wife,  dearly.  Thus,  we  had 
many  experiences  in  common,  the 
strongest  being  our  terrible  loneliness 
ahd  a  feeling  of  futility.  So,  after  a 
time,  I  consented  to  marry  him. 

Now  we  have  a  small,  but  comfortable 
home  and  we  each  have  our  boys,  onlj' 
one  and  one  half  years  difference  in 
their  ages.  Instead  of  two  lonely  little 
half-orphans,  they  are  "little  brother" 
and  "big  brother,"  and  have  a  mother 
and  daddy,  too. 

Instead  of  a  lonely,  grieving  woman, 
eating  h.er  heart  out,  (as  I  was  for  a 
while)  I  am  a  busy  mother  with  no 
time  to  brood.  In  the  midst  of  a  thou- 
sand everyday  tasks,  I  am  proud  that 
I  can  make  a  home,  not  only  for  my  son, 
but  for  another  httie  motherless  boy, 
and  a  man  who  has  endured  the  horrors 
of  war. 

Mrs.  C.  W.  M. 

One    Little    Boy 

Dear  Papa  David; 

We  Jiave  living  proof  that  Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful.  Two  years  ago  my  hus- 
band was  in  the  service  of  our  country. 
Our  son  Robert  missed  him  so  much  he 
was  on  the  edge  of  a  nervous  break- 
down. Just  think  of  a  nine-year-old 
boy  about  to  enter  a  life  which  would 
have  been  the  same  as  death.  He  is  a 
bright  boy  and  inorc  thoughtful  than 
many  adults. 

Many  people  could  not  understand. 
But  as  I  told  them,  m'any  a  dog  died  for 
want  of  their  master,  why  -shouldn't  a 
little  boy  miss  .his  Daddy? 

The  doctor  wrote  a  letter  to  his 
commanding  officer,  which  of  -course 
went  higher — whore  I  don't  know. 
Within  two  months  Mr.  Chalmers  was 
given  an  honorable  discharge.  Today 
Robert  is  normal  in  every  way — his  last 
report  card  showed  his  work  was  good, 
nothing  below  eighty. 

Tell  me,  where  else  -on  this  earth 
except  the  U.  S.  A.  would  time  be 
taken,  and  at  a  time  wheti  the  .great- 
est of  all  wars  was  -being  fought,  to 
consider  the  suffering  .mind  -and  future 
of  one  little  boy? 

Mrs.  G.  C. 


In  all  your  life,  no  powder 
did  so  much  for  you. 
Fiesta  lives,  breathes,  pulses 
with  excitement.  It  waken" 
your  skin  to  a  glow  with 
spirits-of-rosesi 
Add  lasting  ding  ... 
color-Zreshness  ■  ■  .  i 
heavenly  fragrance. 
All  yours  In  this 
new  new  shade.  Be  fir 
with  Fiesta  today! 
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WOODBURY 
MATCHED  iVIAKE-UP 

With  Fiesta  Film-Finish  Powder 
you  also  get  Fiesta  Lipstick  and  Rouge 
All  3  in  the  dollar  powder  box- 
ONLY$I.OO 

Fiesta  and  8  other  exciting  shades  come 
in  Matched  Make-up  5I.OO;  "Purse"  size 
Powder  25c  and  lOc.   (All  prices  plus  taxi 
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TRY  FIESTA 
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Seeing's  believing!  See  Fiesta's  sparkle  on  your  skin.  Send 
for  free  Woodbury  Powder  Sampler;  get  Fiesta,  eight  other] 
flattering  shades,  plus  Hollywood  Make-up  Chart.  Print 
name,  address  clearly.   Moil*  to  Box  45,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio^ 
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STREET 

CITY STATE.. 

ISorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only! 

'Poste  coupon  on  penny  postcord,  if  you  wish. 


Which  Cosf  More? 

One  cost  twice  as  much  as  the  other.  But  both  are  crisp,  fresh,  smart- 
looking.  Both  were  starched  with  unit*  to  give  them  a  smooth,  flawless 
hnish... with  no  streaks  or  shiny  spots. 

There's  no  trick  to  it.  linit  is  easy  to  prepare.  It  makes  a  thin,  fluid 
mixture  that  penetrates  the  fabric,  lays  tiny  dust-catching  fibres,  gives 

an  all-over  luxurious  finish.  Use  linit  for  all  fabrics dainty  cotton 

frocks,  house-dresses,  aprons,  children's  clothes,  curtains,  tablecloths 
.  .  .  you'll  agree  that  unit  is  the  superior  starch  for  all  laundering. 


P.  S.  The  white 

shirt  cost  $7.95 . 

the  blue  S3.95 


LINTT   IS   A    REGISTERED 

TRADE   MARK   OF 

CORN   PRODUCTS 

REFINING    COMPANY. 


NEW 


YORK 
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Abiding     Faith 

Dear   Papa  David: 

When  Jackie  Ralston  enlisted  in  the 
U.  S.  Navy  six  months  before  he  was 
seventeen  years  old,  all  the  neighbors 
shook  their  heads  sadly  and  said,  "Why 
did  he  do  it?     Poor  Gladys!" 

Gladys  is  Jackie's  mother.  I  wish  I 
could  draw  a  word  picture  that  would 
enable  you  to  really  see  Gladys.  She  is 
small,  dainty  and  as  lovely  as  a  Dresden 
china  figurine.  She  looks  young  enough 
to  be  Jackie's  sister  instead  of  his 
mother.  She  has  soft,  dark,  curly  hair 
and  the  face  of  a  madonna.  She  has  that 
certain  intangible  "something"  that 
makes  her  unforgettable.  Perhaps  it  is 
a  deep,  abiding  faith  born  of  years  of 
physical  suffering. 

For  Gladys  has  been  an  invalid  in  a 
wheel  chair  seventeen  years.  Her  hands, 
useless  in  her  lap,  have  fingers  locked 
against  the  palms  through  the  crippling 
deformity  of  rheumatoid  arthritis.  Her 
feet  and  limbs  are  useless,  too.  Before 
going  to  work  each  morning,  her  hus- 
band lifts  her  into  her  wheel  chair 
where  she  sits  all  day.  The  owner  of 
the  apartment  house,  a  kind,  motherly 
soul,  cares  for  her  through  the  day  until 
Mr.  Ralston  comes  back  at  night. 

When  I  talked  to  her  about  Jackie's 
enlistment,  her  face  wreathed  in  smiles, 
she  said,  "We're  so  proud  of  Jackie.  He 
is  doing  what  he  thinks  he  should." 

IT  was  six  months  after  he  enlisted 
that  she  received  the  telegram,  saying 
that  Jackie  had  been  killed  in  action. 
And  again,  everyone  said,  "Poor 
Gladys."  Loving  her,  I  dreaded  to  go 
to  her,  knowing  there  is  no  comfort  at 
such  a  time. 

Very  pale,  her  beautiful  eyes  dark 
with  pain,  she  greeted  me  with  a  smile, 
as  usual,  and  said  it  was  so  good  of  me 
to  come.  She  said  she  had  faith,  that 
maybe  it  was  a  mistake  and  the  Lord 
never  put  more  on  your  shoulders  than 
you  could  carry. 

It  was  on  my  way  home  that  I  realized 
it  was  she  who  had  comforted  me. 

As  week  dragged  into  weary  week 
following  the  delivery  of  the  tragic 
telegram,  we  of  little  faith  arrived  at 
the  conclusion  that  there  was  no  justice. 

And  then,  one  bright,  sunny  day 
Jackson  Price  Ralston  came  bounding 
up  the  stairs,  two  at  a  time,  rushed  into 
the  little  apartment  and  gathered  his 
brave,  courageous,  little  mother  up  in 
his  arms. 

Can  life  be  beautiful?  If  you  are  ever 
driving  through  the  little  country  town 
of  Smithviile,  Missouri,  do  drop  in  to 
see  Gladys.  You  will  have  your  answer. 

V.  Z. 
Inspiration    of    Years    Ago 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Many  years  ago,  we  were  poor,  very 
poor.  My  husband  could  not  find  work, 
and  we  lived  in  one  dark  room.  There 
were  no  lights,  gas,  water,  only  one 
small  window  and  an  oil  lamp  for  light, 
and  a  small  oil  stove  for  heat  and  cook- 
ing combined.  Our  recreation  was  play- 
ing with  our  babies.  Our  boy  was  nine- 
teen months  old  and  our  baby  girl  only 
a  few  months. 

Then  it  came.  It  made  mere  poverty 
seem  fun.  Our  boy  was  stricken  with 
infantile  paralysis.  The  doctor  didn't 
know  much  to  do,  except  quarantine  us. 
Day  after  day  we  watched  our  baby 
become  almost  unrecognizable  as  the 
fever  and  torture  altered  his  features. 
The  fat  little  legs  were  reduced  to  just 
bone  with  skin  covering  them. 

One  day  the  doctor  shook  his  head- 
he'd   done  all  he   could.    Whether   our 


boy  lived,  or  didn't,  was  out  of  his 
hands.  We  turned  to  God.  That  night 
we  moved  his  little  bed  in  front  of  the 
open  door  so  it  would  be  a  bit  cooler. 
The  move  roused  him.  He  opened  his 
eyes — then  upon  his  face  came  such  joy 
and  happiness — his  eyes  were  shining. 
Slowly  he  spoke,  "Mother,  I  see  the 
moon — the  moon — see  it?"  I  looked  up 
— almost  above  us  the  moon  was  shin- 
ing. I  had  never  seen  it  so  bright.  I 
knew  our  prayers  were  answered — 
everything  woidd  be  all  right.  And  it 
was. 

By  writing  of  this  experience,  the 
memory  has  become  clearer  and  I  have 
received  again  the  inspiration  of  years 
ago.  I  am  glad  I  wrote,  for  the  benefit 
I  myself  received. 

Mrs.  A.  P.  D. 

The  Wisdom  of  Tolerance 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Five  years  ago  I  met  a  very  nice  boy. 
After  a  courtship  of  six  months  we  be- 
came engaged.  To  most  girls  an  engage- 
ment is  something  sacred.  I  felt  the 
same  way  until  I  found  out  he  was 
Protestant.  For  myself  1  didn't  care  be- 
cause to  me  all  religions  are  the  same 
as  long  as  you  have  faith  in  God.  But 
to  my  parents  this  meant  all  the  differ- 
ence in  the  world.  They  are  strong 
Catholics. 

I  was  of  age  so  there  wasn't  much 
they  could  do  about  it.  I  kept  on  going 
out  with  him  on  the  sly  and  finally  a 
year  and  a  half  later  he  asked  me  to 
marry  him.  When  we  asked  my  folks 
for  their  consent  to  our  marriage,  they 
refused  to  give  it  to  us.  I  knew  that  if 
we  did  get  married,  I  was  to  make  the 
final  step.  We  got  married  in  a  parson- 
age by  a  Protestant  Minister  and  from 
there  on  I  was  a  Protestant.  My  wed- 
ding day  was  a  happy  one  because  my 
folks  were  there.  Although  they  were 
strict  against  it,  they  attended  because 
of  me,  their  baby  of  the  family. 

After  returning  back  from  the  honey- 
moon we  heard  my  mother  wasn't  feel- 
ing too  well.  Everyone  said  it  was  my 
fault.  She  was  making  herself  sick  over 
my  change  to  a  different  religion.  On 
our  arrival  at  my  home  a  Catholic  priest 
was  called  in.  I  told  my  story  to  him. 
When  I  finished  talking  he  took  my 
hand  in  his  and  made  a  speech  to  all 
of  us.  The  best  way  I  can  explain  his 
speech  in  brief  is  "that  no  matter  what 
your  race,  creed,  or  religion  is,  if  you 
have  strong  faith  in  God,  He  will  see 
that  everything  will  work  out  for  the 
best." 

After  his  speech  there  were  tears  in 
everyone's  eyes.  This  speech  put  new 
life  and  hope  in  my  mother's  heart. 
We've  been  married  now  for  three  and 
a  half  years  and  two  years  ago  a  fine 
baby  boy  was  born  to  us.  I  don't  think 
there  is  anyone  as  happy  as  we  all  are. 

Mrs.  G.  H. 

We   Make   Out! 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  have  been  in  bed  in  an  Arizona 
tubercular  sanitarium  for  the  past  thir- 
teen years;  the  road  has  been  long  and 
weary,  but  I  can  still  count  many  bless- 
ings. My  biggest  is  the  love  and  loyalty 
of  my  darling  wife  who  has  been  the 
willing  breadwinner  all  these  years  I 
have  been  ill.  Her  one  concern,  her 
prayers,  her  whole  life  is  dedicated  to 
my  healing  and  comfort.  She  is  truly 
"one  in  a  million."  She  visits  me  twice 
daily,  rain  or  shine,  coming  first  right 
after  work  to  remain  until  time  for 
her  to  go  to  her  tiny  apartment  for 
supper.    After  supper  she  comes  back 


to  remain  until  9:00  P.M.  when  it  is 
"lights  out"  in  this  sanitarium,  and  we 
say  a  little  "good  night"  prayer. 

In  addition  to  the  discomforts,  weak- 
ness and  often  pain  which  nag  this 
eighty-nine-pound  body  of  mine,  there 
are  financial  worries,  too.  But  while  I 
am  poor  in  purse,  I  am  rich  in  friend- 
ships— friends  I  have  made  through  the 
mails  while  in  bed  all  these  years. 

So  the  days  have  run  into  weeks, 
months,  years,  and  we  "make  out" — my 
wife  with  her  work  to  keep  her  mind 
occupied,  her  daily  visits,  and  I  with 
my  daily  mail  to  look  forward  to,  my 
radio  to  listen  to,  good  books  and  maga- 
zines to  read — and  here  comes  my  dar- 
ling up  the  walk  right  now! 

Mr.  F.  T.  P. 

A    Lesson    Learned   in    Time 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  was  a  young  girl,  I  fell 
deeply  in  love  with  a  man  who  worked 
in  the  same  office  with  me.  He  was  a 
few  years  older  than  I  and  the  fact 
that  he  already  had  a  wife  seemed  no 
obstacle  to  my  naive  mind.  I  was  con- 
vinced she  must  be  a  horrible  creature 
who  somehow  had  tricked  my  hero 
into  marriage.  Everyone  else  in  the 
office — in  the  whole  world — was  un- 
important— no  one  had  ever  been  in 
love  as  we  two  and  I  cared  little  what 
people  would  say.  I  made  no  secret  of 
my  infatuation  for  Jim. 

He  must  have  been  flattered  by  the 
attention  of  a  young  girl  to  have  re- 
sponded in  the  same  mood.  The  affair 
continued  for  several  months,  both  of  us 
convincing  ourselves  this  was  the  love 
of  all  times.  Nothing  could  stand  in 
the  way  of  our  happiness.  Jim  was  to 
figure  out  a  way  of  arranging  a  divorce. 

One  day  an  elderly  woman  in  our 
office  made  a  suggestion  I  shall  always 
remember  with  gratitude.  She  asked 
casually  if  I  ever  had  met  Jim's  wife. 
She  was  sure  I  would  like  her  as  she 
was  such  a  lovely  girl.  In  fact,  she  said, 
Jim's  wife  and  I  were  a  lot  alike. 

This  conversation  set  me  thinking. 
I  met  Jim's  wife  and  we  had  several 
movie  dates  together.  What  a  shock  it 
was  to  discover  she  was  indeed  a  lovely 
woman,  one  I  was  delighted  to  have  as 
a  friend.  Hearing  her  speak  fondly  of 
Jim,  what  a  wonderful  husband  he  was, 
and  even  what  he  liked  to  eat,  these 
things  made  me  realize  more  than  all 
the  lectures  in  the  world  that  I  could  do 
nothing   to   destroy   this   woman's   life. 

I  quit  my  job  in  the  office  and  found 
employment  and  happiness  in  another 
city.  I  found  I  didn't  even  miss  Jim 
too  much  and  I  soon  forgot  him  com- 
pletely. 

I  am  now  happily  married  and  have  a 
fine  family — happiness  I  didn't  steal 
from  someone  else.  If  one  only  remem- 
bers the  importance  of  the  dreams  and 
hopes  of  others  then  "life  can  be 
beautiful." 

Mrs.  R.  D. 

A    Good    Wife 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  a  truck  driver  but  have  a  radio 
in  my  truck  and  always  try  to  hear  you 
every  day. 

I  had  a  stepfather  who  put  me  out 
and  would  not  let  me  stay  home.  I  did 
not  get  to  go  to  school  like  other  boys, 
and  never  did  know  what  Christmas 
was  like  until  this  year,  as  my  own 
father  died  when  I  was  only  three  years 
old.  But  I  got  married  last  March  and 
have  a  good  wife — she  has  helped  me 
see  that  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful. 

M.  C. 
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eyes  and  the  reddish  blond  hair.  I  lis- 
tened as  he  rhapsodized  over  a  mar- 
velous shoreline  visible  at  the  moment 
through  the  lounge  windows.  Oh,  to 
be  able  to  paint  those  flaming  reds  and 
pinks  and  purples!  I  interrupted  him, 
saying,  "Look,  this  has  been  so  mixed 
up.  Will  you  tell  me  your  name  once 
again?" 

He  paused  long  enough  to  reply, 
"Cotsworth.  Staats  Cotsworth."  Then 
he  continued  his  discourse  on  Art.  He 
talked — too  glibly,  I  thought,  and  too 
much,  about  painting,  about  music, 
about  theater. 

I  listened  politely  (getting  in  a  word 
edgewise  was  well-nigh  impossible, 
anyway)  and  mentally  labeled  him  as 
a  self-centered,  conceited  poseur. 

I  was  to  learn,  not  long  afterward, 
that  this  loquacious  young  thespian, 
hired  to  play  second  lead  in  our  straw- 
hat  circuit  production,  was  highly 
qualified  to  discuss  such  artistic  mat- 
ters. I  was  to  learn  that  he  was  not 
self-centered  or  conceited  but,  on  the 
contrary,  remarkably  warm-hearted 
and  considerate  of  his  fellow  troupers. 
I  was  to  discover,  before  very  long, 
that  I  was  very  much  in  love  with  the 
lad. 


m 
It 


lODAY,  next  to  my  wedding  ring,  the 
.  thing  I  prize  most  is  a  charm  bracelet 
which  I  wear  almost  constantly.  At- 
tached to  it  are  several  tiny  miniatures 
in  gold  and  among  them  are  a  rock,  a 
monkey,  a  champagne  bottle,  a  railroad 
car,  a  man's  smoking  pipe,  a  micro- 
phone and  an  airplane.  At  first  glance 
it  might  appear  like  any  charm  brace- 
let but  I  assure  you  this  one  is  very 
special.  These  miniatures  were  as- 
sembled with  loving  care  by  Staats 
and  me.  They  represent  the  wonder- 
ful highlights  in  our  wonderful  life 
together. 

The  miniature  rock — now,  that  one 
has  Gibraltar-sized  importance  for  us. 
The  rock  stands  for  our  first  days  to- 
gether when  we  played  at  Magnolia's 
summer  theater.  On  that  stm-drenched 
New  England  seashore  they  were  idyl- 
lic days,  days  of  discovery. 

My  hasty  judgment  of  him  as  a  self- 
centered  and  pretentious  person  had 
already  imdergone  one  revision.  Early 
in  "the  rock"  period  something  else 
happened  to  make  me  realize  that  I'd 
been  unfair.  I'm  referring  now  to 
Staats'  behavior  as  a  real  trouper. 

It  was  no  secret  to  me  that  Staats 
wanted  to  play  Elyot  Chase,  the  lead 
role  in  that  Noel  Coward  comedy.  And 
it  was  a  secret  to  nobody  that  the  man 
who  was  filling  that  role  fell  far  short 
of  perfection,  mainly  because  he  hap- 
pened to  be  a  singer  rather  than  an 
actor.  Producers  have  a  way  of  spot- 
ting such  box-office  handicaps,  even 
though  belatedly,  and  so  that  situation 
was  endured  for  only  a  few  rehearsals. 
The  singing  actor  was  switched  to  the 
second  lead  and  now  Staats  was  play- 
ing Elyot  Chase — opposite  me! 

I  was  delighted  with  that  change 
for  entirely  professional  reasons  and, 
I'll  confess,  for  personal  reasons  as 
well.  But,  the  main  point  of  this  is, 
during  all  the  time  my  first  leading 
man  was  rehearsing  Elyot  Chase  so 
inadequately,  Staats  continued  to  give 
him  magnificent  acting  support — with- 
"  out  even  the  slightest  hint  of  criticism. 
'*      I  liked  him  for  that,  tremendously. 

And  so,  when  the  change  was  made 
Staats  Cotsworth  and  Muriel  Kirkland 
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Right  For  Each  Other 

(Continued  from  page  45) 

were  an  acting  team.  Audiences  liked 
us  immediately,  but  we  would  spend 
most  of  our  off-stage  time  rehearsing 
and  polishing  the  roles,  striving  for 
perfection. 

It  was  summer  in  New  England.  The 
rock  was  our  rehearsal  hall,  with  blue 
skies  and  scudding  white  clouds  for  a 
ceiling  and  walls  that  were  vistas  of 
sand-dune  and  ocean.  The  romantic 
lines  we  spoke  were  by  Noel  Coward. 
A  pounding  surf  provided  incidental 
music. 

But  many  of  the  lines  we  spoke  were 
strictly  our  own.  There  was  much  to 
talk  about,  on  that  rock.  Much  to 
learn  about  each  other.  I  learned  about 
Staats'  boyhood  in  Oak  Park,  Illinois, 
where  he  was  born.  He  told  me  about 
his  studies  at  the  School  of  Industrial 
Art  in  Philadelphia,  and  how,  after 
he'd  studied  under  well-known  artists 
there,  he  went  to  Paris  for  more  train- 
ing at  the  Academy  CoUorossi.  Then, 
when  he  returned  to  the  United  States 
a  few  years  later,  he  told  me,  he  illus- 
trated several  books,  and  got  a  com- 
mission to  paint  murals  in  Honolulu. 

But  then,  back  in  New  York  again, 
Staats  admits  that  the  smell  of  grease 
paint  suddenly  became  much  more  in- 
teresting to  him  than  the  smell  of  his 
artist's  oils — so  he  became  an  actor, 
and  first  trod  the  boards  at  Eva  LeGal- 
lienne's  Civic  Repertory  Theater  in 
such  plays  as  "Alice  in  Wonderland" 
and  "Hedda  Gabler,"  and  then  went 
to  Broadway  to  play  with  Jane  Cowl. 

Of  course,  in  turn,  I  had  a  lot  to  tell 
him,  too — all  about  my  family  in  New 
Rochelle  and  how  they,  bless  them,  had 
encouraged  my  interest  in  the  theater 
right  from  the  start.  I  remember  quot- 
ing my  dramatic  coach  to  him — the  one 
who  once  declared,  "Muriel,  you'll 
never  be  an  actress.  You  may  do  all 
right  in  sonie  walk-on  part  in  a  play, 
but  that's  not  acting!"  I  told  him 
about  my  work  in  stock,  and  how 
it  prepared  me  for  stardom  in  such 
Broadway  plays  as  "Strictly  Dishonor- 
able" and  "The  Greeks  Had  A  Word 
For  It."  When  I  came  to  those,  Staats 
groaned,  "Of  all  the  plays  I've  seen, 
I  had  to  miss  those  two  with  you  in 
them!" 

MARRIAGE  was  something  in  the  back 
of  my  mind — something  in  the  not- 
too-close  future,  but  something,  still, 
to  be  dreamed  about.  So  we  filled  our 
time  with  finding  out  about  each  other, 
and  then,  when  we  knew  our  parts  to 
perfection,  when  the  stage  was  set,  the 
curtain  went  up  on  the  really  impor- 
tant part  of  our  lives,  for  it  was  then 
that  Staats  proposed  to  me.  To  this 
day,  I  can't  recall  exactly  how  he 
phrased  that  momentous  question,  or 
exactly  what  words  I  used  to  reply.  I 
don't  remember  the  lyrics,  you  see — 
only  the  wonderful  music.  But  I  do 
know  one  thing — no  matter  how  I  said 
it,  the  gist  of  my  answer  was  a  heart- 
felt yes! 

And  then  came  the  time  of  waiting. 
Knowing  my  theater,  I  should  have 
known  that  it  would.  We  couldn't  have 
been  married  right  away,  because,  of 
course  the  big  climax  always  comes  at 
the  end  of  the  second  act,  and  our  cur- 
tain had  only  just  gone  up!  So  we 
marked  time — ^marked  time  throughout 
the  following  Summer,  Autumn  and 
Winter.  And  in  those  months,  time 
alternately  flew  by  much  too  swiftly, 
or  dragged  interminably,  depending  on 
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whether  Staats  and  I  were  together  or 
were  separated  by  our  work. 

Right  after  our  short  season  at  Mag- 
nolia, Staats  joined  the  Philip  Meri- 
vale-Gladys  Cooper  productions  of 
"Macbeth"  and  "Othello,"  so  of  course 
he  was  in  New  York  by  the  time  au- 
tumn was  well  under  way.  And  I? 
Well,  Christmas  that  year  found  me 
playing  in  "Squaring  the  Circle"  (and 
sitting  alone,  biting  my  nails  and  re- 
membering the  happy  summer)  in 
Chicago.  It  was  a  horribly  lonely  Yule- 
tide — the  unhappiest  I've  ever  spent. 
But  I  consoled  myself  as  best  I  could 
by  reminding  myself  of  better  times 
to  come. 

And  of  course  they  did  come.  Spring 
is  always  worth  waiting  for — but  that 
spring,  I  know,  was  more  than  worth 
any  amount  of  waiting.  For  it  brought, 
at  last,  our  wedding  day — May  24, 
1936. 

We  had  just  a  small  wedding,  Staats 
and  I — 4iis  family,  mine,  and  a  few  close 
friends — at  The  Little  Church  Around 
The  Corner.  The  rice-throwing  wasn't 
even  followed  by  a  honeymoon.  We 
couldn't  plan  one,  because  Staats  was 
then  appearing  in  a  Broadway  show 
called,  ironically,  "Pre-honeymoon." 

IT  was  the  very  next  day  that  my  hus- 
band looked  at  me  glumly  and  said, 
"Monkey-face"  (that  endearment  ex- 
plains the  miniature  monkey  on  my 
charm  bracelet) ,  "I  didn't  have  the 
courage  to  mention  this  yesterday  but 
now  we  might  as  well  face  it." 

Staats  showed  me  a  slip  of  typewrit- 
ten paper.  It  was  his  two-weeks  notice 
from  "Pre-honeymoon,"  dated  May 
23rd.  After  quite  some  talking  I  con- 
vinced him  it  wasn't  worth  brooding 
over.  It  was  even-steven  for  bride  and 
groom.  After  all,  I  wasn't  working 
then,  either.  And  so,  to  celebrate  our 
let's-not-worry  frame  of  mind,  we 
opened  our  last  bottle  of  wedding 
champagne  (item  three  on  my  charm 
bracelet,  you'll  remember). 

We  didn't  have  our  honeymoon  but 
soon  we  did  have  "Pride  and  Preju- 
dice." Twenty  weeks  on  tour — to- 
gether! Staats  maintains  that  cross- 
country  jaunt  was  more  of  an  eating 
campaign  than  a  theatrical  tour.  If  it 
was,  then  we  entered  that  campaign 
with  terrific  zest  for,  during  the  lean 
months  leading  up  to  it,  there  had  been 
considerable  belt-tightening.  I  will 
always  remember  Baltimore.  Baltimore 
was  our  first  stop  and,  in  Miller  Broth- 
ers famous  restaurant,  Staats  put  away 
a  titanic  meal  of  oysters. 

In  our  calendar  of  off-stage  activities, 
prowling  had  the  next  highest  priority. 
We  prowled  all  the  museums  and  art 
galleries,  browsed  all  the  book  and 
antique  shops,  gaped  at  almost  every 
point  of  historical  interest.  Staats 
brought  me  to  the  famed  Corcoran  Gal- 
leries in  Washington  and  showed  me 
the  wing  where  some  of  his  own  water- 
colors  were  once  on  exhibition.  This 
time  I  was  not  prejudiced  against  his 
display  of  understandable  pride. 

However,  I  did  let  my  husband  down 
rather  badly  on  Cubism.  We  were 
looking  at  a  neon-bright  splash  of  coloi 
painted  by  Braque.  My  blank  expres- 
sion must  have  been  exasperating 
Anyway  it  goaded  Staats  into  a  frenzj 
of  explanation  about  the  cubists,  the 
expressionists,  the  abstractionists,  th( 
non-objectivists  and  all  their  diversi- 
fied and,  to  me.  ^i  comprehensible  the- 


ories.  At  the  end  of  his  lecture  Staats 
threw  up  his  hands  and  confessed  he 
was  all  confused,  too. 

Things  were  better  when  we  reached 
Toledo.  In  the  Museum  of  Art  there 
we  both  enthused  over  an  impressive 
oil  by  George  Bellows  depicting  the 
Queensboro  Bridge  that  spans  New 
York's  East  River.  I  said,  "Staats, 
when  we  settle  down  in  Manhattan  I 
want  to  live  near  that  bridge."  (Item: 
Queensboro  Bridge  is  a  vital  part  of 
the  dramatic  view  from  our  East  55th 
Street  apartment  windows.) 

A  salient  feature  of  that  tour  with 
"Pride"  was  the  social  aspect  of  it. 
Friends,  friends,  everywhere  along  the 
route.  Dinner  in  their  homes,  dinner  as 
their  guests  in  restaurants  with  mem- 
orable cuisines.  In  Chicago,  one  night 
after  the  show,  we  were  taken  to  a 
night  club.  With  Staats  and  me  it's 
usually  a  case  of  having  to  be  dragged 
to  a  night  club  since  our  preference  is 
for  less  gaudy  entertainment.  But  we 
were  enjoying  ourselves  that  night,  un- 
til the  master  of  ceremonies  began  in- 
troducing "celebrities."  A  bright  spot- 
light picked  out  our  table  and  before 
we  knew  it  the  m.  c.  was  braying, 
"Let's  have  a  great  big  hand  for  that 
lovely  couple  now  appearing  in  'Pride 
and  Prejudice' — Muriel  Kirkland  and, 
uh — "  He  faltered,  .  squinted  at  his 
notes  again,  then  added,  " — and  Slats 
Cotsworth!" 

Two  more  of  the  golden  miniatures 
linked  to  my  charm  bracelet  are  linked 
with  our  mellow  memories  of  that 
cross-country  tour:  the  little  railroad 
car,  for  obvious  reasons,  and  the  tiny 
smoking  pipe  which  represents  my  de- 
cidedly un-lonely  Yuletide  gift  to 
Staats  when  "Pride"  was  playing  to 
Christmas  audiences  in  Indianapolis. 

OUR  tour  wound  up  early  in  1937  and 
it  was  followed  by  what  may  be  po- 
litely described  as  a  lull.  It  was  this 
acting  profession,  I'm  sure,  that  in- 
spired the  inventors  of  the  see-saw. 
Up  one  day,  and  down  ("at  liberty") 
the  next. 

The  crystal  ball  had  two  entirely 
different  predictions  for  Staats  and  me. 
I  was  fated  to  play  the  role  of  Mary 
Todd  opposite  Raymond  Massey  in 
"Abe  Lincoln  In  Illinois."  As  you 
know,  that  was  a  brilliantly  successful 
play  and  it  enjoyed  a  long  and  prosper- 
ous run.  But,  during  "Lincoln,"  Staats 
was  beginning  to  wonder  if  the  crystal 
ball  had  had  a  grudge  against  him.  He 
was  bedeviled  by  one  bad  break  after 
another.  No  matter  what  he  tried,  it 
either  failed  to  materialize  or  crum- 
pled after  starting.  What  with  Lady 
Luck  giving  him  the  arctic  shoulder 
month  after  endless  month  and  what 
with  my  contrasting  success  in  "Lin- 
coln," I  wouldn't  have  blamed  even  a 
less  sensitive  man  than  Staats  for  bog- 
ging down  in  despair  and  self-pity. 

He  neither  despaired  nor  pitied  him- 
self. Instead,  he  kept  trying  and  even- 
tually the  lady  named  Luck  stopped 
being  coy. 

Staats  did  land  a  job — in  another 
production  of  "Macbeth,"  this  time  an 
eminently  successful  one  with  Maurice 
Evans  and  Judith  Anderson.  Both  ar- 
tistically and  box-office-wise  he  was  in 
a  hit  and,  what's  more,  his  performance 
of  the  Banquo  role  drew  excellent  press 
comment. 

"Macbeth"  was  followed  by  another 
successful  engagement  —  with  "Pyg- 
malion" on  the  road  for  a  run  that  ex- 
tended from  the  Fall  of  1942  to  Spring 
1943. 

It  was  late  in  1943,  after  I'd  finished 
a  season  playing  Vinnie  Day  in  "Life 


iVo,  Mother ... 

"I  didn't  forget  to  'phone  .  .  .  but 

I  never  knew  just  how  much  work  went  with 

a  wedding  ring.  Seems  to  me  there's  always  something  .  .  , 

Oh,  my  goodness!  that's  what  you  used  to  say,  isn't  it  .  .  .? 

Yes^  Mother ... 

"I'm  doing  my  own  cleaning  and  washing.  Our 
place  is  so  tiny  .  .  .  and  everything's  so  new  and 
bright,  I  can't  bear  to  let  anyone  else  touch  it 
or  my  beautiful  linens  and  towels  either  ,  .  , 

Ot  course^  Mother!  .  . 

"Fels-Naptha  Soap?  ...  I  never  use  anything  else. 
That's  one  thing  I  did  remember  ...  By  the 
way,  Mother,  how  does  a  man  get  so  much  dirt 

in  his  collars  and  cuffs?  .  .  .  All  you've 

learned  is  how  to  get  it  out?  I  see  what  you  ItlKiiV  ^^j 

mean,  darling.  Fels-Naptha  Chips?  .  .  .  p^''n||ui 

I  have  plenty — I  think.  Soon  as  I 

hang  up  I'll  make  sure  .  .  .  'bye!" 


Fels-Naptha  Soap 


BAN/SHES  TATTLE-TALE  GRAY 
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102   OUT  OF   122  WIVES  AND   MOTHERS    REPORT 
NO   CHAFING   WITH    FREE-STRIDE   MODESS! 
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Housewives  over  fhe  country  recently 
made  a  discovery  that'll  be  comforting 
news  to  every  girl  who  chafes  .  .  . 

Women  who  had  suffered  chafe  with 
their  regular  napkin  tested  a  new,  im- 
proved" napkin,  Free-Stride  Modess.  Ob- 
ject: to  see  if  it  gave  freedom  from 
chafe. 

Verdict:  102  out  of  122  reported  no 
chafing  with  Free-Stride  Modess. 
The  secret  of  the  chafe-free  comfort 
so  many  women  found  in  Free-Stride 
Modess  lies  in  the  clever  fashioning  of 
the  napkin  edges. 

Free-Stride  Modess  has  extra  cotton 
on  its  edges — extra  softness — right 
where  the  cause  of  chafe  begins. 


The  extra  cotton  also  acts  to  direct 
and  retain  moisture  inside  the  napkin, 
keeping  the  edges  dry  and  smooth 
longer.  And  dry,  smooth  edges  don't 
chafe! 

So  safe,  too!  Free-Stride  Modess  nap- 
kin has  a  triple  safety  shield  to  keep  you 
confident,  carefree.  On  sale  everywhere 
now.  Product  of  Personal  Products 
Corporation. 


U/s/A.  (ifi^/t  cofpffij/i^/   TPif  iike  neu/  free-s&/e/&  /t4oe/ess/ 


came  really  active  in  radio.  Not  that 
the  medium  was  new  to  us — we'd  each 
done  radio  work  before,  off  and  on, 
for  several  years. 

But  in  the  Fall  of  1943  I  started  play- 
ing the  title  role  in  Mary  Marlin.  I 
did  that  series  for  one  year  and  often 
Staats  would  appear  on  the  program  in 
supporting  roles.  Meanwhile,  though, 
he  was  beginning  to  carve  a  radio  niche 
for  himself  on  his  own.  He  auditioned 
for  a  sustaining  series  titled  Flash-Gun 
Casey.  Staats  was  given  the  title  role 
and  has  been  playing  Flash-Gun  Casey 
ever  since,  although  the  series  is  now 
called  Crime  Photographer. 

He  began  doing  other  air  shows.  You 
began  hearing  him  in  shows  like  Big 
Sister,  The  Man  From  G-2,  The  Sheriff, 
Mr.  Keen,  Tracer  Of  Lost  Persons, 
Perry  Mason,  Amanda  and  others. 

Staats  had  really  hit  his  stride  in 
radio.  He  had  become  one  of  the  most 
sought-after  actors  on  the  air — but  an 
important  question  was  troubling  him: 
was  the  sheer  quantity  of  all  this  work 
detrimental  to  his  standards  of  quality? 
Staats  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
"yes"  was  the  inevitable  answer — and 
so  he  decided  to  become  more  selective. 

THESE  days  he  does  only  occasional 
free  lance  work  in  addition  to  his 
three  long-established  programs.  In 
these  programs  you  hear  him  as  David 
Farrell  in  Front  Page  Farrell,  NBC,  as 
Wolf  Bennett  in  Lone  Journey,  CBS 
and,  of  course,  as  Flash-Gun  Gasey  in 
CBS's  Crime  Photographer. 

About  two  years  ago  something  hap- 
pened to  Flash-Gun  Cotsworth.  He 
was  bitten  by  the  bug — the  camera 
bug.  Our  closets  at  home  are  cluttered 
with  all  kinds  of  photographic  equip- 
ment. Our  kitchen  frequently  becomes 
a  dark-room  and  I,  as  frequently,  be- 
come a  dark-room  widow.  Do  I  mind? 
Definitely  not.  Staats  has  proven  as 
talented  with  his  Speed  Graphic  as 
with  his  paint  brush.  In  fact,  both  his 
water-colors  and  his  striking  photo 
enlargements  share  wall  space  in  our 
living  room  and  bedroom.  He  has  pho- 
tographic negatives  and  prints  by  the 
hundreds,  and  I  might  add  that  it  is 
yours  truly  who  organized  and  main- 
tains a  complete  index  file  for  them. 

The  chemical  composition  of  a  film- 
developer  is  as  complicated  as  that  of 
a  Worcestershire  sauce — and  Staats 
knows  the  ingredients  of  both.  He 
plays  a  dual  role  in  our  kitchen-dark- 
room. When  he  is  not  the  amateur 
photographer  he  becomes  the  amateur 
chef  and  his  approach  to  the  skillet  is 
a  purely  masculine  and  scientific  one. 
"It's  a  hobby,"  he  explains  it.  "I  really 
enjoy  the  basic  science  of  putting  things 
together  in  just  the  right  proportions  to 
make  them  taste  good.  When  I  was  an 
art  student  in  Paris  I  often  used  to  look 
wistfully  at  the  expensive  restaurants. 
Eventually  I  learned  that  it  is  not  the 
expense  but  what  goes  into  food  that 
makes  it  good.  You  know — a  pinch  of 
this,   a  soupgon  of  that — ." 

Our  friends  will  vouch  for  the  excel- 
lence of  his 'cooking  skill.  Every  now 
and  then  we  have  them  to  dinner  or 
late  supper — friends  from  radio  like 
Claudia  Morgan  and  her  husband  Er- 
nest Chappell,  Marjorie  and  Lon  (Nick 
Carter)  Clark,  Barbara  Robins  and 
husband  Robert  Bell.  Staats  will  whip 
up  something  special  like  his  curried 
shrimp  (his  own  variation  of  an  old 
Louisiana  recipe)  or  a  succulent  French 
pot  roast  in  Burgundy. 

The  demands  of  radio  are  many  and 
unpredictable  as  to  hours  and  so  about 
half  the  time  we  dine   out.     We  like 


Sardi's,  both  for  its  theatrical  tradition 
and  its  cuisine  and  we  like  a  restaurant 
that  is  delightfully  close  to  our  East 
55th  Street  apartment — it's  called  The 
Hapsburg  House.  Incidentally,  inside 
that  restaurant,  scenes  from  Noel  Cow- 
ard's movie,  "The  Scoimdrel,"  were 
filmed. 

Staats  belongs  to  Crime  Photogra- 
pher on  Thursday  nights  but  most 
other  evenings  we  are  free.  What  do 
we  actors  do?  We  go  to  the  theater. 
You  see,  we  still  love  it,  no  matter 
which  side  of  the  footlights  we're  on. 

Books  are  important  to  us,  too.  Our 
tastes  lean  more  to  biographies  and 
other  non-fiction.  When  we're  not 
reading  we  like  to  listen  to  good  music. 
Our  latest  enthusiasm  happens  to  be 
a  recently-acquired  record  player.  It's 
a  gadget  that's  heard  but  not  seen,  for 
Staats  had  it  built  ingeniously  into  a 
tall  cabinet  that  flanks  our  wood-burn- 
ing fireplace.  The  problem  of  finding 
space  for  record-albiims  as  well  as 
floodlights  and  camera  tripods  is  a 
bridge  we'll  cross  when  we  come  to  it. 

I've  mentioned  the  miniature  micro- 
phone attached  to  my  charm  bracelet. 
Naturally,  that  symbolizes  the  whole 
rarefied  radio  world  we  live  in  these 
days.  But,  as  we  think  about  it  now, 
if  it  weren't  for  the  little  microphone 
there  probably  wouldn't  be  that  other 
tiny  charm — the  airplane. 

That  miniature  is  a  memento  of  our 
ten-years-late  honeymoon  and  it  is 
only  fair  that  we  ask  announcer  Ben 
Grauer  to  take  a  bow  for  making  it 
the  thrilling  holiday  it  was. 

LAST  year  Staats  was  at  a  rehearsal 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North — you  may  re- 
call that  he  played  Lieutenant  Weigand 
in  that  comedy-whodunit  series.  During 
a  lull  Ben  Grauer  remarked  to  Staats 
that  he  was  planning  to  fly  down  to 
Central  America  again.  Staats  asked, 
"Central  America?     Why  there?" 

Ben  Grauer's  answer  was  a  lengthy 
and  rhapsodic  description  of  a  certain 
little-known-to-tourists  paradise  down 
there.  Staats  listened  to  Ben's  word 
picture  of  the  exotic  place  and  said  to 
himself,  "This  is  it!"  He  immediately 
went  into  feverish  activity  that  in- 
volved getting  himself  written  out  of 
advance  scripts  in  all  three  of  his  run- 
ning programs,  contacting  the  Thomas 
Cook  travel  agency,  instructing  me  to 
acquire  clothes  suitable  to  the  climate, 
and  so  forth. 

Somehow  we  gathered  all  the  loose 
ends.  Somehow  Staats  got  disentan- 
gled from  his  complex  studio  obliga- 
tions— and  somehow  we  found  our- 
selves soaring  high  over  Manhattan, 
headed  southward.  We  left  our  en- 
vironment of  skyscrapers  and  hustle- 
bustle  and,  less  than  thirty-six  hours 
later,  found  ourselves  in  an  environ- 
ment that  seemed  part  of  another 
civilization,  another  age. 

We  had  flown  down  to  Yucatan. 

We  were  deep  inland,  in  the  ancient 
city  of  Chichen  Itza  and  from  the  wide 
windows  of  our  room  in  beautiful  Ma- 
yaland  Lodge  we  could  see  the  mys- 
terious ruins  of  a  Mayan  teniple.  Mys- 
terious even  in  bright  sunlight!  Our 
surroundings  were  a  feast  for  the  eye 
and  the  camera's  lens. 

Like  two  awe-struck  youngsters  we 
spent  the  days  exploring  and  climbing 
about  those  ageless  ruins,  studying 
their  weirdly  inscribed  columns,  try- 
ing to  decipher  the  meaning  of  carved 
picture-legends  on  their  weatherbeaten 
stone  walls.  It  was  fascinating  and 
unforgettable — all  of  it. 

Our  one-week  honeymoon  was  worth 
the  ten-year  wait. 


(jUe  ^^^  ^^  ^  ^e/rer-fo  ^c 


Lovely  to  know  .  .  .  that  you  can  really  rely  on 
Fresh.   Fresh  contains  the  most  effective  per- 
spiration-stopping ingredient  known  to  science! 

Lovely  to  use  . . .  creamy  Fresh  stays  smooth  .  .  . 
never  greasy,  gritty  or  sticky . . .  doesn't  dry  ouc 
And  gentle . . .  Fresh  contains  a  patented  ingredi- 
ent that  makes  it  gentle  to  skin,  safe  for  fabrics. 

No  wonder  .  . .  more  and  more  women  are 
switching  to  Fresh. 

Now  in  59^  economy  size.  Also  \Oi,  25<t,  43(f. 
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Mary  Chapman's  devotion  lo  her  little  son  Peter 
blinded  her  to  her  daughter  Susie's  resentment  of 
him.  Mary's  refusal  of  her  request  for  a  kitten 
and  Jim  Chapman's  criticism  of  her  poor  marks  in 
school  convinced  Susie  that  her  parents  no  longer 
loved  her,  that  only  Peter  was  important  to  them. 


MARY  CHAPMAN  considered  herself  a  very 
good  mother.  Her  home  was  attractive,  her 
children  were  well  dressed  and  well  fed 
and  her  daughter  attended  an  excellent  school. 
But  she  overlooked  a  vital  responsibility,  the 
emotional  needs  of  her  daughter.  The  pediatri- 
cian, Dr.  Black,  realized  Susie's  difficulty.  "Chil- 
dren want  emotional  security,"  he  told  her,  "they 
need  to  know  that  they  are  loved,  but  Peter  gets 
too  much  attention,  Susie  too  little.  Send  Peter 
to  nursery  school;  he  will  benefit.  And  Susie 
needs  the  attention  she'll  get." 


Unhappy  at  home,  Susie  decided  to  run  away.  She 
played  in  the  park,  unaware  that  her  teacher  had 
reported  her  absence  from  school  to  her  parents, 
who  in  turn  notified  the  police  of  her  disappear- 
ance. Finally  an  officer  spotted  her  and,  though 
she  tried  to  escape  from  him,  took  her  home  again. 


Disturbed  as  she  was  by  Susie's  escapade,  Mary 
had  no  time  for  punishment  beyond  ordering  her 
to  stay  in  her  room,  for  it  was  the  day  to  take 
Peter  for  his  regular  visit  to  the  pediatrician. 
Watching  them  from  a  window,  Susie  hated  Peter 
for    usurping    her    place    in    her    parents'    hearts. 


R 
M 
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Elxploring  the  Unkoown  ie  heard  Sunday  nights  from  9  to  9:30  EDT,  on  stations  of  the  Mutual  Broadcasting  System.  Susie  is  played  by  Diana  Donneworth; 
Peter  by  Gary  Lee,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chapman  by  Ralph  Can&argo  and  Mary  Alcott;  Mr.  Meade  by  Arnold  Robertson;  Policeman  by  Barnett  Franks. 


Exploring    the    Unknown's    story    of    a    child's 
need  for  security — a  child  who  might  be  yours 


Her  feeling  against  her  brother  was  so  intense 
that  it  demanded  an  outward  expression,  so  when 
Mary  returned,  instead  of  a  repentant  Susie  she 
found  a  cold  defiant  child  who  showed  her  a  doll 
hanging  with  a  cord  about  its  neck  and  said,  "I 
call  the  doll  Peter.    I  hate  him — so  I  killed  him!" 


Mr.  Meade,  Susie's  school  principal,  emphasized  the 
importance  of  emotional  security  even  more  than  the  doc- 
tor had.  "I  have  seen  dozens  of  children  just  hke  Susie," 
he  said.  "They  are  problem  children  whose  school  work 
is  far  below  what  they  are  capable  of  doing,  they  are  un- 
happy and  difficult  at  home.  In  almost  every  instance  we 
can  trace  this  situation  right  back  to  the  mother.  In  your 
case,  Mrs.  Chapman,  by  babying  Peter  too  much  you 
have  robbed  Susie  of  her  rightful  share  of  your  love  and 
thoughts.  As  a  result,  Susie  feels  lost  and  bewildered  and 
Peter's  self  reliance  and  independence  are  developing 
more  slowly  than  they  should.  The  welfare  of  both  chil- 
dren must  be  equally  important  to  you,  and  they  must 
realize  that  it  is,  or  you  cannot  create  for  either  one  the 
happy  independent  hfe  which  you  want  for  them." 


Fearing  from  the  violence  of  Susie's  outburst  that 
the  child  was  abnormal,  Mary  went  for  advice  to 
Mr.  Meade,  the  school  principal.  He  suggested  that 
she  herself  was  to  blame  for  Susie's  jealousy  of 
Peter,  and  agreed  that  a  nursery  school  for  Peter 
was  advisable,  both  for  his   sake  and   for  Susie's. 


With  Peter  enjoying  his  nursery  school  life,  Mary 
had  more  time  for  Susie  who,  secure  again  in  her 
parents'  love,  lost  entirely  her  early  jealousy  of 
Peter  and  shared  happily  with  him  the  exciting 
responsibilities  of  caring  for  the  kitten  which  was 
Mary's  and  Jim's  reward  for  a  perfect  report  card. 


R 
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Something  to  Sing  About 

(Continued  from  page  33) 


You  keep  adorable  with  Jergens  Dryad, 
a  new  kind  of  cream  deodorant.  Already 
approved  by  leading  skin  specialists,  new 
Dryad  actually  prevents  underarm  odor 
safely,  helps  check  perspiration  more 
daintily.  A  secret  ingredient  keeps  it  face- 
cream-smooth  to  the  bottom  of  the  larg- 
est jar.  Dryad  is  harmless  to  clothing— has 
a  more  luxurious  fragrance.  Preferred  by 
fastidious  women  everywhere.  Stay  sweet 
to  caress  with  Dryad,  loi)^,  25^,  50^. 


^  Guaranteed  by  *'^ 
1  Housekeeping  I 

DRYAD 

New  Kind  of  Cream  Deodorant  —  by  Makers 
of  Jergens  Lotion 

FREE;  GIFT  JAR  — so  you  can  try  this 
new  kind  of  cream  deodorant  — free. 

Simply  fill  out  and  mail  coupon  to: 
Box  57,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio 

Your  name 

Address 

City State- 
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(Paste  coupon  on  penny  postcard  if  you  wish.) 
(Print  name,  address  plainly  . . .  Sorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only). 


when  I  was  about  fourteen.  Filled  with 
Bing  Crosby  thoughts,  I  went  to  the 
WFOX  radio  station  in  Brooklyn  to  try 
out  on  the  Children's  Hour  there.  I 
manfully  sang  Bing's  current  sock  hit, 
"I  Will  Gather  Stars  Out  of  the  Blue." 
Mother  sat  nearby,  moaning  softly  to 
herself. 

And  the  very  next  night  she  made  the 
move  that  was  to  change  my  whole  life. 
When  I  came  in  from  my  usual  strug- 
gle on  the  baseball  diamond  with  my 
friends,  she  told  me  to  get  washed  up 
and  dressed  up  within  an  inch  of  my 
life. 

"After  dinner,"  she  told  me  sternly 
from  the  kitchen  stove,  "I  am  taking 
you  to  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House." 

I  got  cleaned  up  in  a  rage.  Opera 
indeed!  I  ate  dinner  in  the  same  rage. 
Then  we  started  out  together  for  the 
Met,  and  we  were  soon  hearing  "II 
Trovatore."  Never  mind  what  hap- 
pened to  me,  listening  to  it.  All  I  can 
tell  you  is  that  as  we  rattled  home  in 
the  subway,  I  told  Mother,  "If  you  can 
find  me  the  right  opera  teacher,  I'll 
start  studying." 

SHE  found  me  Sam  Margolies  at  once. 
I'll  never  forget  those  next  few  years 
— going  to  New  Utrecht  High  School, 
selling  shoes  and  delivering  them,  -and 
taking  singing  lessons.  The  Merrills 
were  having  an  acute  private  depres- 
sion, you  see.  I  had  to  work  if  I  were 
to  go  on  studying.  So,  dressed  in  baggy 
pants  and  a  leather  lumberjacket,  I'd 
deliver  shoes  for  part  of  the  afternoon, 
then  dodge  into  Sam's  for  an  hour  of 
singing  lessons,  then  go  on  delivering 
shoes. 

I  soon  began  using  all  of  Brooklyn 
for  a  rehearsal  room — I  had  to,  if  I 
was  going  to  rehearse.  On  the  sub- 
way '  I'd  vocalize  and  mumble  Italian 
pronunciations.  When  I  wras  alone 
in  the  shoe  store,  I'd  practice.  Walking 
down  the  street  with  my  arms  full  of 
shoe  boxes,  I'd  practice.  This  is  a 
habit  I  still  have.  Which  is  why  so 
many  passersby  on  the  sidewalk  must 
think  I'm  slightly  demented! 

Anyhow,  came  simimers  and  my 
teacher  advised  me  to  get  audience  ex- 
perience. So  I  signed  up  for  seven 
summers  with  the  "Borscht  Circuit"  . . . 
which  is  the  name  given  to  the  sum- 
mer variety  shows  at  the  hotels 
throughout  the  Catskill  and  Adiron- 
dack mountains.  I  was  in  very  un- 
operatic  company.  On  the  same  bill 
would  be  Daimy  Kaye,  Milton  Berle, 
Red  Skelton  and  the  Three  Stooges.  I 
usually  played  straight  man  to  these 
comics,  and  then  would  sing  some 
opera  aria  to  the  bewildered  patrons. 

As  I  say,  this  life  went  on  for  seven 
summers.  Then,  one  night  that  looked 
like  any  other,  came  an  evening  that 
changed  everything. 

Our  whole  troupe  was  at  the  Gros- 
singer  Hotel  in  the  Catskills.  I  went 
into  an  ad-lib  act  with  Red  Skelton 
and  the  Three  Stooges — and  somehow, 
in  the  course  of  it,  we  got  into  a  wrest- 
ling match  during  which  my  brand- 
new  suit  was  torn  to  shreds!  "The  audi- 
ence roared  with  laughter,  but  I  felt 
slightly  foolish — especially  as  I  had  to 
stand  in  that  same  mangled  suit  and 
sing  the  Figaro  aria  from  "The  Barber 
of  Seville." 

But  somehow  I  did  it.  The  minute  I 
finished,  a  waiter  came  up  and  told  me 
a  Mr.  Gale  wanted  me  to  join  him  at 


his  table.  I  didn't  know  any  Mr.  Gale, 
but,  clutching  my  rags  about  me,  I 
went  to  his  table.  He  gave  me  his 
card — he  was  Moe  Gale,  the  famous 
talent  agent.  "I  think  you  have  prom- 
ise, my  boy,"  he  told  me.  "Can  you  be 
in  New  York  on  Monday  morning  for 
an  audition?" 

On  Monday  morning  I  did  just  that. 
By  the  following  Sunday  I  was  on  a 
coast-to-coast  radio  program  as  soloist 
with  a  concert  orchestra  under  the 
direction  of  H.  Leopold  Spitalny.  In 
seven  days,  I  had  jumped  from  a  stooge 
of  The  Three  Stooges  to  a  nation-wide 
operatic  singer,  and  I  had  nobody  to 
thank  but  Mr.  Gale.  Naturally,  Mr. 
Gale  has  been  my  agent  ever  since. 
Under  his  management,  I've  made  con- 
cert tours  all  over  the  United  States; 
I've  sung  around  thirty-five  perform- 
ances now  with  the  Metropolitan 
Opera;  and  I've  become  the  singer  for 
the  RCA  Victor  radio  show  on  Sun- 
day afternoons.  One  time  Toscanini 
himself  asked  me  to  be  solo  vocalist  < 
with  his  famous  NBC  Symphony, 
rendering  "La  Tratiata."  And  all  this 
in  five  years! 

Yes,  things  have  certainly  changed 
for  me.  And  I  owe  everything  I  have 
to  singing.  I  could  tell  you  a  lot  of 
serious  things  about  opera  study — but 
maybe  you'd  rather  hear  some  of  the 
sillier  ones.  For  instance:  You  have 
no  idea  how  many  unexpected  people 
love  opera — and  what  they'll  do  for 
you  as  a  result!  Take  what  happened 
to  me  in  the  middle  of  the  shirt  short- 
age, when  I,  like  every  other  man,  was 
dying  to  get  my  hands  on  some  white 
shirts. 

I  was  over  at  the  Gotham  Health 
Club,  finishing  a  gym  workout.  At  this 
particular  point,  I  was  sitting  (in  the 
altogether)  in  the  steam  room.  There 
were  about  four  other  guys  sitting 
there,  also  in  the  nude;  and  while  I 
steamed,  I  was  absently  humming  the 
prologue  to  "Pagliacci."  Suddenly  the 
fat  little  fellow  sitting  next  to  me 
spoke  up,  all  excited. 

"you  gotta  good  voice,"  he  said.  "Tell 
I  you  what:  if  you'll  really  sing  out 
with  the  Prologue  to  Pagliacci — right 
here  in  the  steam  room — I'll  see  that 
you  get  six  handmade  white  shirts. 
Is  it  a  deal?" 

"Indeed  it  is,"  said  I.  And  I  really 
let  loose  on  my  vocal  chords  among 
the  clouds  of  steam.  I  got  those  six 
shirts  two  weeks  later!  The  fat  little 
guy,  it  turned  out,  was  one  of  the  most 
famous  shirt-makers  in  New  York. 

Or  take  the  way  I  got  my  car.  Like 
most  car-owners,  I'd  sold  my  beaten- 
up  old  jalopy  at  the  start  of  the  war, 
and  for  years  I'd  been  without  one. 
Well,  one  night  last  year  I  came  back 
to  my  dressing  room  at  the  Met,  after 
singing  "La  Traviata,"  and  right  after 
me  rushed  a  stranger  who  told  me 
breathlessly  two  things:  that  he  loved 
opera  better  than  life,  and  that  he  was 
an  automobile  dealer.  Then  he  beamed 
at  me. 

"How  would  you  like  the  very  first 
1946  De  Soto  to  hit  the  streets  of  New 
York  City?"  said  he. 

I  admitted  as  how  I  would  like  it. 
But  I  never  expected  to  hear  from  him 
again.  Instead,  a  few  days  later,  he 
left  word  at  the  Opera  House  for  me 
to  come  down  and  pick  up  my  new  car. 
It  had  been    {Continued  on  page  84) 


The  Mask  of  Love 

{Contiyiued  frovi  page  23) 

half-opened  schoolroom  doors  to  the 
one  marked  Principal  and  under  it,  in 
small  letters  Enter.  She  turned  the 
knob  and  walked  in. 

There  were  two  men  in  the  small, 
sparsely  furnished  office  and  both 
turned  at  her  entrance.  Both  smiled. 

Sometimes  a  smile  can  reveal  a  lot. 
Tom  Field's  was  genial  and  kind  and 
held  the  impersonal  interest  of  the 
Principal  of  Fairview  High  School  for 
one  of  his  teachers,  one  whom  he  liked 
and  respected  for  her  ability. 

But  the  look  on  Thornton  Drexel's 
face  told  quite  another  story.  Among 
the  other  teachers — and  to  Tom  Field, 
himself — this  young  man  was  a  puzzle. 
Some  of  them  resented  him.  He  was 
so  stern  that  he  seemed  almost  a  Puri- 
tan throwback,  rigid  and  inflexible  in 
his  standards.  Now,  for  the  first  time, 
Tom  Field  saw  him  in  an  unguarded 
moment,  and  the  expressiori  on  Thorn's 
face  gave  a  revealing  glimpse  that 
there  were  emotions,  warm  and  humaTi, 
underneath  the  cool  mask  of  his  face. 
And  it  was  Marguerite  at  whom  Thorn 
was  looking. 

All  this  Tom  Field  saw  in  a  quick 
flash.  "Come  in,  Marguerite — I  asked 
you  to  stop  by  to  find  out  how  you 
were  getting  along.  Does  it  still  seem 
strange  to  you,  picking  up  in  the  middle 
of  the  term  like  that?" 

"Oh,  no — it's  fine  now.  Those  first 
two  weeks  I  felt  a  little  lost.  Replacing 
another  teacher  who  falls  ill  and  tak- 
ing up  her  work — it's  rather  frighten- 
ing at  first.  But  I  feel  confident  now." 
She  looked  at  the  Principal  as  she 
spoke;  then,  as  though  unable  to  dis- 
cipline her  eyes  any  longer,  she  looked 
at   Thorn. 

THE  quick  glow  in  her  cheeks — the 
open  unashamed  way  her  eyes  caught 
Thorn's  and  held — well,  either,  Tom 
Field  surmised,  she  was  already  in 
love  with  the  young  coach,  or  heading 
that  way  fast.  He  could  almost  feel 
the  spark  that  leaped  between  the  two 
of  them. 

It  seemed  a  real  effort  for  her  to 
tear  her  eyes  away  from  Thorn  and 
back  to  Tom. 

"We  have  a  little  surprise  for  you, 
Marguerite,"  the  big  man  told  her — 
"Thorn  and  I.  Mr.  Drexel  has  had  his 
manual  arts  class  making  miniature 
Elizabethan  period  stage  sets  and  he 
thinks  they  might  be  a  big  help  to  you 
in  your  literature  classes.  The  Globe 
Theatre — the   Court — the    inns — " 

"Oh,  it  sounds  lovely!"  When  Mar- 
guerite was  excited  she  looked  no 
older  than  her  pupils.  "And  it  will  be 
a  help." 

"Then  why  don't  you  take  Miss  An- 
derson down  to  the  basement  and  sfiow 
them  to  her,  Thorn?  Go  on — run  along, 
you  two — I'm  a  busy  man." 

It  was  all  the  push  they  needed. 
They  hardly  seemed  aware  of  Tom  as 
they  walked  out  of  the  room  together. 

But  the  Principal  sat  looking  at  the 
closed  door  a  long  time  after  they  had 
gone.  He  felt  strangely  worried.  The 
impulse  that  had  made  him  send  Thorn 
and  Marguerite  out  together  on  an 
errand  was  fading  and  caution  was 
replacing  it.  Helping  romance  along 
was  one  thing — but  throwing  together 
two  people  as  different  in  temperament 
as  Thorn  and  Marguerite  might  not 
be  a  good  thing.  Young  Drexel  was  a 
good  teacher,  but  markedly  austere, 
reserved;    while   Marguerite   was   open 


Summer  skies  .  .  .  and  pineapple  dishes  to  make  a 
super-supper!  There's  an  idea  —  for  what  could  go 

better  with  outdoor  eating  than  suiuiy  Dole.  Try 
Sliced,  Crushed,  Chunks,  or  Tidbits,  as  suggested  here 
by  Patricia  Collier,  Dole  Home  Economist. 

9eanoa  CoCKta'tl  —  ,ieti  face  and  taste  for  a  familiar 
first  course'.  Arrange  layers  of  crab/neat,  shritnp,  or  flaked, 
boiled  white  fish  and  cocktail  sauce  in  glasses  until  they  are 
three  quarters  full.  Top  irith  golden  half  rings  oj  Dole. 

Qreaf  off  ine  garden  grill  \— Alternate  cubes  of  iamb 

or  beef  and  Dole  Chunks  on  skeicers  .  .  .  marinate  in 
seasoned  oil  and  grill  over  coals  or  on  the  kitchen  range 
broiler.  Serve,  and  ivatch  the  appetites  skyrocket! 

fineapple  Kolls  — open  the  fold  of  Parker  House  rolls, 
tuck  ni  a  generous  spoonful  of  Dole  Crushed  Pineapple, 
heat,  then  top  with  powdered  sugar  icing. 
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Handsome  Threesome 

A  handsome  threesome  indeed,  are  these  distinctively  cut  and  deco- 
rated glasses  pictured  above.  They  are  the  kind  of  tumblers  you  will 
find  wherever  people  gather  who  appreciate  nice  things.  And  the 
chances  are  that  you  will  see  on  them  the  famous  Shield  \J?  symbol  of 
Federal  Glassware  quality. 

The  matchless  color,  clarity  and  brilliance  of  Federal  plain  tumblers, 
form  a  perfect  background  for  the  work  of  fine  cutters  and  decorators. 
That's  why  Federal  Tumblers  are  the  first  choice  of  the  country's  lead- 
ing cutters  and  decorators. 

So,  when  you  buy  glassware,  take  a  hint  from  cutters  and  decorators 
and  look  for  the  Shield  '^  of  Federal.  This  quality  symbol  is  your  as- 
surance of  luxury  quality  glassware  of  unrivalled  color,  clarity  and 
brilliance.  Remember,  too,  that  Federal-made  Tumblers,  both  plain  and 
decorated,  are  available  everywhere. 

THE     FEDERAL    GLASS     COMPANY     •     COLUMBUS     7,     OHIO 


78 


and  vulnerable,  so  eager  and  so  easily 
moved  by  the  slightest  happiness  or 
pain,  so  emotional — 

But  the  two  teachers,  walking  down 
the  basement  steps,  had  no  such  wor- 
ries. Their  conversation  was  animated 
and  personal. 

".  .  .  and  I've  seen  you  nearly  every 
day.  Miss  Anderson,  and  at  every 
Faculty  meeting,  but  I've  never  before 
managed  to  really  talk  to  you.  Yet  I've 
wanted  to  for  some  time." 

"I  know.  I  really  believe  it  would  be 
possible  to  spend  the  whole  year  here 
at  the  school  and  never  say  more  than 
'hello'  or  'good  morning'  to  the  other 
teachers,  if  one  wanted  that.  We're  all 
so  busy.  You,  especially,  with  the 
manual  arts  class  as  well  as  athletics." 

He  nodded.  "I  want  it  that  way. 
Oh — "  as  the  girl  stopped  short  and 
looked  at  him — "I  don't  mean  you!  I 
mean  I  like  my  privacy.  I've  always 
thought  it  better  to  steer  clear  of  too 
many  friendships  with  the  people  with 
whom  you  work.  Less  danger  of  jeal- 
ousy or  trouble  or  gossip." 

Marguerite  started  walking  again, 
but  her  face  was  troubled.  She  changed 
the  subject. 

"I  like  Tom  Field,  don't  you?" 

"fTOM?"  Straight  black  eyebrows  came 
I  together  in  a  half -frown.  "You've 
only  been  here  a  few  weeks,  since  you 
took  Miss  Elkins'  place- — yet  you  call 
our  principal  'Tom'  and  I  still  call  him 
'Mr.  Field.'  "  An  alert  observer  would 
have  caught  more  jealousy  in  his  voice 
than  reproach. 

The  girl  blushed.  "Oh,  not  to  his  face! 
Although  he  told  me  to,  once,  and  most 
of  the  teachers  do.  He's  so  friendly  in 
spite  of  being  such  a  fine  administrator. 
I  can't  feel  in  awe  or  afraid  of  him." 

"Neither  am  I,"  Thorn  put  in  quick- 
ly. "It's  not  a  question  of  being  afraid. 
I  just  feel  that  it's  not  the  wisest  thing 
to  do — to  get  on  this  personal  footing 
with  people  just  because  you  work 
with  them.  In  time — " 

"Oh,   Thorn,  don't  be  stuffy!" 

But  she  was  smiling  as  she  said  it. 
And  she  had  used  his  first  name — 
naturally  and  easily  and  so  casually, 
that  Thorn  suddenly  capitulated. 
Sheepishness  completely  transformed 
the  sternness  of  his  face  and  gave  him 
an  appealing  charm. 

"I  was,  wasn't  I?  I'm  sorry,  Miss — 
Marguerite.  Not  to  change  the  subject 
— but  have  you  met  Mrs.  Field,  yet?" 

"No.  There  seems  to  be  something 
there — in  that  marriage — that  it's  not 
wise  to  pry  into.  I  suppose  many  mar- 
riages and  many  people's  lives  are  that 
way.  I  just  hope  everything  works  out 
well  for  him." 

"I  do,  too  .  .  .  but  let's  not  talk 
about  the  Fields.  After  I  show  you  the 
Elizabethan  models,  do  you  suppose  I 
could  persuade  you  to  have  dinner 
wi4h  me.  Marguerite?" 

The  girl  caught  her  breath.  Thorn 
Drexel  the  Unapproachable — asking 
her  to  dinner! 

"Of  course.  I'd  like  that,  very  much," 
she  managed  to  say. 

That  evening  Thorn  was  surprised 
to  find  how  much — how  very  much — 
he  liked  it,  too;  having  Marguerite's 
piquant,  soft-oval  face  across  the  res- 
taurant table;  listening  to  her  funny 
little  stories  about  her  pupils;  knowing 
that  there  was  a  warm,  unstudied  in- 
timacy building  up  between  them. 

The  other  teachers  at  Fairview  would 
have  had  difficulty  believing  their  eyes 
if  they  could  have  peeked  into  the 
cafe  booth  and  seen  Thorn  then. 

Perhaps   they    would    have    realized 


how  little  of  his  reserve  was  tempera- 
ment— and  how  much  was  the  result 
of  self-imposed  loneliness.  The  habit- 
ual half-frown  between  his  dark^ 
straight  eyebrows  was  gone. 

Even  when  they  disagreed,  he 
seemed  to  enjoy  it. 

"You  can't  coddle  youngsters,  Mar- 
guerite," he  told  her  at  one  point.  "It 
isn't  fair.  Discipline  is  the  most  im- 
portant lesson  a  teacher  can  give  to 
students." 

"Oh,  not  the  most  important!  Kind- 
ness and  understanding  and  sympathy 
come  first.  Take  Joe  King,  for  example. 
Discipline  is  all  he  knows  at  home  and 
he  comes  to  us  for  the  other.  He  needs 
our  extra  attention." 

"In  this  life  it's  'sink  or  swim.'  And 
Joe  can't  break  rules."  His  brows 
came  together  in  a  quick  frown.  "I 
didn't  know  Joe  was  having  trouble 
with  his  studies.  I  only  have  him  on 
the  team.  If  I'd  realized,  I  would  have 
put  my  foot  down  when  they  elected 
him  captain." 

"You  can't  take  him  off  the  team, 
Thorn!  It  means  too  much  to  him.  It 
would  break  his  heart."  Marguerite 
was  startled. 

"What  do  you  think  it  would  do  to 
the  team  and  to  our  chances  of  coming 
out  first  in  the  League  this  year?  He's 
our  star  player.  But  if  he  can't  keep 
up — "  Thorn  stopped  then,  seeing  the 
distress  on  her  face.  "It's  better  for 
boys  like  Joe  to  learn  they  can  expect 
justice,  not  mercy,  in  life — and  learn 
it  young.  If  he's  going  to  be  a  farmer — " 

"But  he  isn't.  He  wants  to  be  a 
doctor — " 

"A  doctor!" 

SHE  saw  with  dismay  that  her  words 
had  shocked  Thorn.  Strangely,  as  she 
stared  at  him — she  seemed  to  see  a 
pain,  an  anger  and  agony  of  an  old, 
old  hurt  in  his  eyes.  But  in  an  instant 
his   eyes   were   blank,   unrevealing. 

In  the  days  that  followed  there  were 
many  things  about  Thorn  that  sur- 
prised and  dismayed  her.  She  was  fall- 
ing in  love — and  these  things  were 
important  to  her. 

"Thorn  Drexel  was  a  fine  teacher, 
conscientious  and  daring.  But  he  was 
also  hard  and  inflexible.  The  athletic 
record  at  Fairview  High,  under  his  two 
years'  guidance,  was  fast  becoming 
legendary  throughout  the  state  and  the 
boys  on  his  teams  looked  up  to  him 
with  what  might  have  become  devo- 
tion— if  he'd  wanted  it. 

And,  to  Marguerite,  this  was  wrong. 
She  knew  Tom  Field  agreed  with  her. 
Teachers  should'  be  friends  as  well  as 
disciplinarians. 

There  were  times,  though,  when  she 
forgot  Thorn  was  like  that,  because  she 
was  catching  glimpses — only  glimpses, 
to  be  sure — of  another  man  under  the 
sternness.  This  other  Thorn  was  learn- 
ing to  give  her  a  small  part  of  himself 
that  no  one  else  saw.  He  showed  her 
a  sense  of  humor  she  hadn't  thought 
possible  of  him;  and  a  warmth  and 
gaiety  that  at  times  amazed  her. 

But  she  was  baffled.  There  was  noth- 
ing, apparently,  in  his  childhood  that 
could  give  her  a  clue  to  his  professional 
hardness.  He  spoke  of  his  family  warm- 
ly, especially  of  his  doctor  father  who 
had  died. 

The  night  he  proposed.  Marguerite 
thought  she  had  the  answer. 

"Marguerite — "  the  shabby  little 
coupe  had  braked  to  a  stop  outside  her 
boarding  house  and  now  he  slowly 
shifted  gears  and  turned  off  the  igni- 
tion. He  did  not  look  at  her.  "Mar- 
guerite— I  haven't  any  right  to  ask  you 
— I  haven't  much  of  a  job  now  and  not 


Too  much  of  a  good  thing  isn't  ever  too  good  for  tiny  tots.  For 
instance,  when  you  start  your  baby  on  Gerber's  Cereals,  measure 
out  the  amount  your  doctor  suggests.  Gerber's  (ready-to-serve) 
taste  so  good  even  beginners  often  want  more  than  their  share. 
And,  my  how  they  go  for  .  .  . 

Luscious  fruits,  vegetables  and  all  the  many  delicious  Gerber's 
Strained  Foods.  When  your  baby's  ready,  he'll  find  them  as  easy 
to  swallow  and  as  much  fun  as  Gerber's  Cereals.  Thousands  of 
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Start  to  finish!  So,  follow  through  with  Gerber's  Chopped  Foods 
when  he  can  chew  a  bit.  Gerber's  one-portion  containers  (same 
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ONE  MOTHER  TO  ANOTHER 

Once  we  thought  only  fat  babies  were 
healthy.     But  modem  child  experts 
have  upset  that  theory.     If  check-ups 
prove  your  baby's  healthy,  why  worry 
if  he  isn't  a  roly-poly? 
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ready  for  romance! 


slarr  with  NONS 


liquid  deodorant 


««Ws.«.^,  V 


checks  perspiration  — 
prevents  odor— 

longer-lasting — 

£.< 
fewer  applications 


80 


non-caking— 
won't  dry  out 
applicator  cap 
makes  NONSPI 
easy  to  use      f  f  sonspi 


Z*'^  Guaranteed  by  °^  35^  and  600  plus 

V  Good  Housekeeping  }  . 

X&r«         ™i.v>'  everywhere 


many  prospects  and  I  feel  you  deserve 
the  best — but — will  you  marry  me?" 

She  held  her  breath.  Was  this  the 
reason  for  his  coldness — just  stiff- 
necked  pride  that  his  job  wasn't  as 
big  as  he  would  like  it  to  be? 

"There's  something  more  important, 
Thorn,  than  your  job  or  your  prospects. 
Do  you  love  me?" 

He  pulled  her  to  him  suddenly  and 
urgently.  And  kissed  her.  "There!  And 
right  in  front  of  the  neighbors,  too. 
Doesn't  that  prove  something?  But 
what  you  can  see  in  me — a  high  school 
football  coach  with  no  future  and 
nothing  to  give  you!" 

She  moved  her  head,  tenderly,  on  his 
shoulder.  "Loving  people  doesn't  have 
anything  to  do  with  jobs.  Thorn.  And 
our  future  is  ours,  to  do  what  we  want 
with  it.  I  think  being  a  teacher  is  a 
wonderful  thing.  But  if  you  aren't  sat- 
isfied .  .  .  you  can  find  something  else. 
I  don't  care  what  it  is,  as  long  as  we're 
together." 

"There  isn't  anything  else  I  want." 
His  voice  was  harsh,  suddenly.  "I'm 
perfectly  happy  where  I  am!" 

His  anger  surprised  her,  but  it 
couldn't  quench  the  glorious  happiness 
within  her.  Thorn's  arms  held  her  close 
and  he  had  asked  her  to  marry  him. 
Perhaps,  she  thought  to  herself,  amhi- 
tion  is  at  the  bottom  of  his  troubles — 
he's  driven. 

And  as  she  walked  up  the  steps 
she  was  treading  on  clouds.  Thorn 
loved  her  and  wanted  to  marry  her! 
Learning  to  share,  learning  the  give- 
and-take  of  marriage — surely  that 
would  soften  Thorn  and  make  him 
more'  human  in  his  approach  to  others! 

.  .  .  Yet — the  very  next  day — they 
quarreled,   bitterly. 

Inside  the  Principal's  office  Mar- 
guerite and  Thorn  faced  each  other 
across  Tom  Field's  desk.  Storm  flags 
were  red  in  her  cheeks  and  Thorn's 
eyebrows  were  a  slashing  straight  line. 

"...  and  I  tell  you  he  can't  stay  on 
the  team."  There  was  no  emotion  in 
Thorn's  voice,  only  cold  obstinacy.  "I 
looked  into  his  grades  today,  after  you 
mentioned  them  last  night.  I  find  he 
might  pass  the  others,  but  not  his  Eng- 
lish examinations.  And  yet  you're  pro- 
tecting him.  Marguerite,  trying  to  keep 
him  on  the  team  when  it's  in  your 
classes  that  he  is  weakest!  Do  you  think 
you  are  helping  him?  You  should  have 
notified  me  before,  so  that  I  could  have 
taken  him  out  of  uniform  and  let  him 
concentrate  on  his  school  work!" 

The  girl  looked  miserable.   "Taking 


him  off  the  team  would  be  the  worst 
possible  thing — I  found  that  out  last 
night.  Thorn.  I  talked  to  his  father. 
He'd  take  Joe  out  of  school  today — 
right  now — except  that  he's  just  burst- 
ing with  pride  that  his  son  is  the  star 
baseball  player  here.  That's  all  that 
keeps  Joe  in  school.  And  I  do  have 
plans.  I  mean  to  tutor  Joe  for  a  half- 
hour  in  the  mornings  before  school 
starts." 

If  she  had  thought  Thorn's  face  stern 
before,  now  it  seemed  etched  in  stone. 
His  mouth  tightened  even  more.  "That 
would  be  nothing  less  than  cheating," 
he  said,  shortly,  and  seemed  not  to 
observe  the  pain  in  Marguerite's  eyes. 
"He  has  to  learn  to  work  and  play  on 
the  same  basis  as  the  other  boys — ^no 
favoritism.  It's  dishonest  to  pamper  one 
youngster  and  let  the  others  make 
their  way,  alone!" 

"Thorn!"  her  eyes  were  blazing. 

But  he  didn't  retreat.  "I  didn't  mean 
that  you  were  dishonest.  I  suppose 
people  take  different  views  of  what  is 
fair.  Unfortunately,  I  can't  see  anj 
possible  compromise." 

To  himself,  Tom  Field  groaned.  The 
young  prig!  he  thought.  The  fool! 
Doesn't  he  see  what  he  is  doing?  How 
can  he  expect  Marguerite  to  forgive 
being  called  dishonest?  Are  his  lofty 
principles  more  important  than  her 
love? 

They  must  have  been  or  he  would 
have  relented  before  the  anger  in  Mar- 
guerite's face.  He  might  have  stopped 
her  before  she  finished  speaking:  "Then 
there  doesn't  seem  to  be  any  point  in 
our  discussing  the  matter,  does  there? 
We  seem  to  have  no  common  meeting 
ground  in,  our  ideas.  I  don't  think  we 
should  discuss  this  again— or  anything 
— ever  again." 

Even  now  it  wasn't  too  late.  They 
both  knew  that  it  was  her  anger  that 
was  making  her  words  so  final.  But 
Thorn  only  looked  at  her  for  a  second 
and  then  strode  out  the  door,  banging 
it  behind  him. 

She  made  no  move  to  follow. 

Tom  Field  patted  her  shoulder.  "That 
young  man  is  suffering,  Marguerite, 
but  he'll  have  to  fight  this  out  alone. 
You  can't  plead  with  him.  After  all, 
the  final  decision  on  Joe  King  rests 
with  me  .  .  .  although  I  honestly  don't 
see  how  I  can  go  against  Thorn's  rec- 
ommendations. He's  within  his  rights." 

He  continued,  thoughtfully,  after  a 
moment  while  he  watched  Marguerite 
fight  back  the  tears.  "I  think  I'll  try 
another  method  of  persuasion.  Maybe 
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Joe,   himself,   can  help   the   situation." 

But  that  evening,  when  Joe  King 
presented  himself  at  the  coach's  room, 
he  found  Thorn  Drexel  even  more  dis- 
tant, more  inaccessible,  than  usual. 

"If  you've  come  to  beg  for  another 
chance,  Joe,  it's  too  late.  It's  no  use." 

"It's  not- — well — yes,  I  guess  you 
could  call  it  begging,  Mr.  Drexel."  The 
boy  sat  perfectly  straight  in  his  chair. 
"The  team,  Mr.  Drexel,  they  under- 
stand what  it's  like  at  my  house  and 
they  wouldn't  care  if  I  got  some  extra 
help  from  Miss  Anderson.  She's  so 
swell!  I  know  I  can  pass  if  I  can  study 
with  her." 

"But  why  do  you  think  you  deserve 
that  extra  attention?  Do  you  expect  to 
go  through  life  getting  favors?  "There's 
a  lesson  for  you  in  all  this,  Joe,  and 
it's  a  question  of  whether  you  learn  it 
or  evade  it.  Your  problems  may  be 
different  from  those  of  other  boys, — 
but  they  are  your  problems  and  you 
are  going  to  find  you'll  have  to  meet 
them  yourself,  without  help." 

Joe's  teeth  had  clenched  on  his  lower 
lip.  He  had  trouble  speaking.  "It  would 
be  all  right,  Mr.  Drexel,  if  I  wanted  to 
be  a  farmer.  Though — these  days — 
farmers  need  a  lot  of  education,  too. 
But  my  dad  thinks  he  could  teach  me 
all  I  need  to  know.  But  I  want  to  he 
a  doctor!" 

IF  he  had  been  looking  up  he  might 
have  seen  that  same,  strange  spasm 
of  pain  flash  across  Thorn's  face  that 
Marguerite  had  once  glimpsed.  And 
the  stiffening  in  the  muscles  around 
his  mouth  might  have  warned  the  boy. 

But  Joe's  eyes  were  on  the  floor.  "He 
wouldn't  keep  me  from  going  to  school 
a  half-hour  earlier,  as  long  as  I  did  my 
chores.  But  he  can't  stand  to  see  me 
studying  at  home,  and  he'd  take  me 
out  of  school  today — "  he  raised  his 
head,  eagerly,  "but  he's  crazy  about 
baseball,  Mr.  Drexel!  That's  why  it 
means  so  much  to  me.  I'm  graduating 
this  year  and  I've  already  had  offers 
of  scholarships  from  several  big  col- 
leges. They  were  only  promises,  but  if 
I  play  the  rest  of  this  season  and  we 
win,  I'm  sure  I'll  get  a  real  bid.  Then 
Dad'll  let  me  go  on  to  college  and  I 
can  be  a  doctor.  I  don't  care  about  the 
scholarship,  myself — I  can  work  my 
way  through — but  that's  the  only  rea- 
son he'd  let  me  go.  He'd  be  so  pi'oud 
of  me  on  a  college  baseball  team — he 
could  brag  about  me  to  his  friends — 
and  he  wouldn't  care  whether  I  was 
studying  to  be  a  doctor  or  a  fai-mer  or 
anything  else!" 

"You  mean  you  are  planning  to  de- 
ceive your  father.  At  least,  it's  a  kind 
of  deception!  And  I  can't  countenance 
that."  Thorn's  voice  was  unnecessarily 
harsh. 

The  boy  rose.  Defeat  was  in  his 
shoulders,  slumped,  as  he  walked  out 
the  door.  "Then  I  can't  play  tomorrow 
against  Three-Oaks?  Not  even  this 
Saturday?" 

"I'm  sorry."  Thorn  didn't  even  turn 
around  from  the  desk  as  he  dismissed 
Joe. 

And  then  he  was  alone. 

For  hours  he  sat  at  his  desk,  his 
head  clamped  in  his  fingei's.  He  had 
tried  to  read,   but  the  words   blurred. 

Marguerite — why  should  it  mean  so 
much  to  her  that  this  young  boy  should 
be  allowed  to  escape  the  results  of  his 
own  folly?  Why  should  she  be  willing 
to  pamper  him,  to  connive  with  him 
against  his  father?  Thorn  tried  to  tell 
himself  that  she  was  weak,  but  he 
knew  it  was  not  true. 

And  the  boy,  Joe.  Fiercely  Thorn 
tried  to  put  the  image  of  the  young- 
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1.  Rounded  Ends 


Insertion  is  easy  with  Fibs  tampons . . . 
because  Fibs  have  gently  rounded  ends. 
You'll  see,  when  you  switch  to  Fibs 
and  find  at  last  — a  tampon  that's  easy 
to  use! 


2.  "Quilted"  Comfort 


You  scarcely  know  you're  wearing  Fibs, 
because  "quilting"  makes  this  tampon 
really  comfortable.  You  see,  quilting 
keeps  Fibs  from  fluffing  up  to  an  uncom- 
fortable size  .  .  .  which  could  cause 
pressure,  irritation  or  difficult  removal. 
Remember  the  tampon  that's  quilted 
for  your  comfort :  Fibs. 

3.  "Quilted"  Safety 

Quilting  adds  to  your  peace  of  mind— 
because  it  helps  prevent  cotton  particles 
from  clinging  to  delicate  internal  tis- 
sues—a Fibs  safeguard  women  always 
appreciate.  Only  Fibs  are  quilted  for 
your  safety.  So  next  month,  switch  to 
Fibs  for  internal  sanitary  protection. 


•T.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 


ster's  face  out  of  his  mind  but  he 
couldn't.  It  was  almost  as  if  there  were 
something  personal  between  them — 
something  that  hurt  Thorn  too  much 
to  bring  into  the  open,  something  that 
had  made  him  almost  vindictive  when 
he  had  only  wanted  to  be  honestly  fair. 

A  doctor.  The  word  was  like  a  blow 
to  Thorn — a  word  he  had  forbidden  his 
mind  to  remember — a  word  that  was 
agony  to  him.  He  stood  still  in  the 
middle  of  the  floor — but  now  he 
couldn't  force  it  back  and  a  train  of 
thoughts  rushed  over  him. 

Who  are  you  to  speak  of  deception! 
Are  you  so  blameless  of  deceit  that 
you  can  sneer  at  it  in  others?  Where 
do  your  own  high  standards,  your  rules 
come  from?  From  conviction  and  from, 
honesty?  Now  his  thoughts  were  tor- 
turing him  .  .  .  or  do  they  come  from 
bitterness  and  frustration  so  great  that 
you  cannot  stand  to  see  others  being 
helped  and  shielded  because  you  were 
not?  From  your  own  disappointments, 
are  you  seeking  revenge  on  others? 

THE  dam,  the  tight,  hard  dam  he  had 
built  between  himself  and  his  own 
memories,  was  almost  broken.  Almost 
— but  not  quite.  Savagely,  Thorn  be- 
gan his  pacing  again,  trying  to  force 
his  mind  away.  He  wouldn't  remember. 
It  wasn't  true! 

Fists  clenched  at  his  sides,  he  moved 
blindly — and  blindly,  angrily,  he  kicked 
out  hard  at  a  book  in  his  path. 

It  was  a  heavy  book  and  it  was  flung 
hard  against  a  shelf.  As  it  fell  it 
knocked  down  other  books  in  its  way 
— knocked  down  something  else  that 
rolled  awkwardly  to  Thorn's  feet.  Al- 
most unseeing  he  bent  and  picked  it 
up — a  soft,  much-handled,  much-worn, 
old  black  leather  bag. 

Without  thinking,  Thorn  opened  the 
rusty  handles. 

It  was  a  doctor's  bag.  His  grand- 
father's medicine  bag  and  his  father's 
— the  same  one  they,  had  carried  with 
them  on  their  travels  by  buggy  and 
sled  and,  later,  in  shabby  motor  cars 
on  their  calls  to  the  sick.  The  same  old 
black  bag  that  had  always  stood  on 
the  old  hall  table  at  home.  The  bag 
that  Thorn  as  a  child  had  regarded 
with  such  reverence  and  awe  and  pride. 

And  now  the  thoughts  within  him 
Were  so  loud  they  seenned  to  fill  the 
room.  Now  they  seemed  to  come  almost 
from  someone  else — or  something  else. 

Look  at  it,  Thorn!  Handle  it — and 
then  say  there  is  no  masquerade  in 
your  life! 

The  bag  was  to  have  been  his,  when 
he,  too,  had  become  a  doctor.  The  third 
generation  to  carry  on  a  beloved  pro- 
fession. 

Tell  me  that  your  soul  isn't  sick  with 
frustration  because  there  wasn't  money 
enough  when  your  father  died  for  you 
to  finish  your  medical  training  and  you 
had  to  become  a  teacher.  Tell  me  you 
are  not  punishing  yourself ,  and  Mar- 
guerite and  Joe  and  everyone  else  for 
that  injustice  you  feel  was  done  to  you! 
Discipline  you  say — not  kindness — be- 
cause you  feel  that  life  has  been  cruel 
to  you.  Make  the  boys  realize  they 
can't  expect  any  breaks — that  there 
are  two  strikes  against  them  before 
they  even  start — .' 

Slowly  Thorn  raised  his  head.  He 
had  been  a  sick  man  for  a  long  time. 
He  had  let  his  disappointments  turn  in 
on  himself,  eating  their  way  into  his 
heart,  making  him  want  to  lash  out 
and  hurt  others  as  he  himself  had  been 
hurt.    He  knew  that  now. 

"Those  who  can,  do,  those  who  can't 
— teach."  The  mockery  of  the  little 
doggerel  had  been  his  constant  com- 


panion, making  him  cynical  and  hard. 

And  now  it  was  all  over.  He  knew 
now  what  had  made  him  so  personally 
severe  in  his  dealings  with  Joe.  The 
boy  wanted  to  be  a  doctor,  wanted  to 
be  so  desperately  that  nothing  would 
keep  him  from  achieving  his  dream. 
He  moved  towards  that  goal  as  single- 
mindedly  as  if  there  were  nothing 
else  in  the  world  for  him.  He  showed 
up  Thorn's  own  lack  of  determination. 
If  Thorn  had  wanted — like  that — to  be 
a  doctor — he  would  have  made  his  way, 
unaided.  But  the  desire  to  be  a  doctor 
was  only  a  dream.  He  knew  now  that 
he  loved  teaching  and  that  he  was 
happy  there.  The  ghosts  of  old  desires 
would  never  again  rise  to  taunt  him. 

Like  a  sleep-walker  suddenly  awak- 
ened, he  moved  to  the  telephone. 

The  next  day  was  Saturday  and  it 
came  with  all  the  sweet,  spine-tingling 
freshness  of  a  spring  day  opening  into 
summer.  From  the  baseball  field,  as 
Marguerite  walked  that  way  with  Tom 
Field,  came  shouts  from  the  team  al- 
ready scattered,  warming-up,  smack- 
ing their  fists  into  heavy  leather  gloves 
as  they  crouched  down  to  intercept 
the  practice  balls.  On  the  other  side  of 
the  field  the  green-and-gold  of  the 
Three-Oaks  cheer  leader  uniforms  was 
a  gay  sight.  From  the  bleachers  came 
a  rousing — if  ragged — cheer  from  Fair- 
view  youngsters.  The  sun  was  warm, 
but  Marguerite  shivered. 

"Cold?"  Tom  asked  her,  gently. 

"A  little,"  she  admitted,  and  tried  to 
speak  lightly.  "I  couldn't  sleep  all  night, 
so  don't  blame  it  on  the  weather." 

He  touched  her  shoulder  for  sym- 
pathy, but  by  that  time  they  had 
reached  the  field  and  their  attention 
was  concentrated  on  clambering  over 
students'  legs  to  reach  the  seats  re- 
served for  faculty.  Quickly  Marguerite 
looked  around.  But  Thorn  was  no- 
where in  sight — and  neither  was  Joe 
King.    How  could  Tom  be  so  tranquil? 

HER  heart  sank.  All  night  she  had  been 
hoping  against  hope  for  a  miracle 
that  Thorn  would  relent.  Surely  the 
boy's  own  story  or  her  words — but 
there  was  another  lanky  boy,  not  Joe 
out  in  the  pitcher's  box,  exchanging 
practice  throws  with  the  red-headed 
catcher. 

"I— I  don't  think  I'll  stay—"  she 
turned  to  Tom  Field  and  in  spite  of  all 
her  efforts,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears 
again.  But  he  was  pulling  her  down 
and  pointing,  smiling — pointing  to  the 
far  side  of  the  field.  To  where  two 
figures,  one  tall,  the  other  a  boy  in  a 
baseball  uniform,  were  coming  across 
the  field.  "Look—"  Tom  Field  urged. 

"It's  Thorn — and  Joe."  And  her  voice 
rose  on  the  last  word.  The  others 
around  them  were  taking  it  up,  the 
students  shrieking  with  excitement — 
"It's  Joe — come  on,  Joe!  Get  in  there 
and  pitch,  Joe!" 

Marguerite  sank  back  on  the  bench 
and  faced  the  grinning  Tom  Field.  "You 
knew  all  the  time!  Mr.  Field,  why 
didn't  you  tell  me?  When  did  Thorn 
change  his  mind?" 

"He  called  me  late  last  night.  And^ 
Marguerite,  I  asked  him  why  he  had 
so  suddenly  re-considered  and  do  you 
know  what  he  said?  He  said  he'd  been 
thinking  it  over — talking  it  over  with 
himself.  But  then  he  got  confused  and 
it  sounded  as  if  he  said  he  had  been 
talking  it  over  with  'someone.'  Do  you 
have  any  idea  who  or  what  he  meant?' 

The  girl's  eyes  were  shining  with 
happiness.  "I  don't  know,  Mr.  Field — " 
But  the  thought  finished  itself  silently 
in  her  mind — "unless  he  was  talking  to 
his  heart." 


Porch  Party 
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potatoes  are  well  floated,  then  let  them 
stand  in  mixture  for  Vz  to  1  hour.  Com- 
bine mayonnaise,  sour  cream  and  mus- 
tard and  pour  over  potatoes,  mixing 
thoroughly.  Cut  hard-cooked  eggs  in 
quarters  lengthwise,  then  slice  cross- 
wise. Add  eggs  to  potato  mixture  and 
mix  lightly.    6  to  8  servings. 

Almond  Cream  with  Crushed  Raspberries 

4  cups  fresh  red  raspberries,  washed  and 
drained 

Vz  to  %  cup  sugar 
V/z  tbls.  plain  gelatine 

Vi  cup  cold  water 
3  cups  light  cream 

Vz  cup  sugar 

%  tsp.  salt 

Vz  tsp.  vanilla  extract 

Vz  tsp.  almond  extract 

Cover  raspberries  with  sugar,  vary- 
ing the  amount  according  to  taste,  and 
crush  fruit  lightly  with  a  wooden  spoon. 
Let  stand  in  the  refrigerator.  Soften 
gelatine  in  cold  water.  Heat  cream; 
add  gelatine,  sugar  and  salt  and  stir 
until  dissolved.  Cool  to  luke  warm. 
With  a  wooden  spoon,  force  1  cup  of  the 
raspberries  through  a  sieve.  Stir  rasp- 
berry juice  into  the  cooled  cream.  Add 
flavorings.  Pour  mixture  into  a  2-quart 
mold  which  has  been  rinsed  in  cold 
water.  Chill  until  firm.  Unmold  and 
serve  with  sugared  raspberries.  6  to  8 
servings. 

Graham  Cracker  Cream  Pie 

16  graham  crackers,  rolled  into  fine  crumbs 

4  tbls.  butter  or  margarine 

4  tbls.  sugar 
Vz  cup  flour 
%  cup  sugar 

2  cups  milk 

2  eggs,  separated 

1  tsp.  vanilla 
V4  tsp.  salt 

2  cups  fresh  raspberries,  sweetened 

Combine  graham  cracker  crumbs, 
butter  and  4  tablespoons  sugar  and 
blend  together  thoroughly  with  a  fork. 
Press  firmly  on  bottom  and  around 
sides  of  a  9-inch  pie  plate.  Bake  about 
8  minutes  in  a  moderately  hot  oven 
(375  degrees  F.).     Cool. 

Combine  flour  and  %  cup  sugar  m 
the  top  of  a  double  boiler;  stir  in  milk 
slowly.  Cook  over  boiling  water  until 
thickened,  stirring  frequently.  Cover 
and  continue  cooking  10  minutes.  Stir 
a  little  of  the  hot  mixture  into  the 
slightly  beaten  egg  yolks;  then  gradu- 
ally add  yolks  to  the  hot  mixture, 
stirring  constantly.  Continue  cook- 
ing 2  minutes.  Remove  from  heat; 
stir  in  vanilla  and  salt.  Fold  in  stiffly 
beaten  egg  whites.  Pour  into  pie  shell 
and  chill.  Serve  topped  with  rasp- 
berries. 


WATCH 


for 


MR.  and  MRS.   MUSIC 

the  Slory  of 


Bea  Wain 


and 


Andre  Baruch 


in  the 

August   RADIO   MIRROR 

on  Sale  Wednesday,  July  9th 


An  upset  stomach  is  an  ancient  trouble  . . .  often  the  penalty  of 
overeating  or  eating  things  we  shouldn't.  When  your  stomach 
is  upset,  be  gentle  with  it . . .  take  soothing  PEPTO-BISMOL. 

NEVER  UPSET  AN  UPSET  STOMACH 

Don't  add  to  the  upset  of  an  upset  stomach  with  over- 
doses of  antacids  or  harsh  physics.   Take  soothing 
PEPTO-BISMOL. 

This  pleasant-tasting  preparation  is  non-alkaline, 
non-laxative,  non-constipating.  Its  action  is  differ- 
ent. It  spreads  a  soothing,  protective  coating  on 
irritated    stomach    and    intestinal    wails,    thus 
helping  to  calm  and  quiet  common  digestive 
upsets. 


lepto  -Bismol 
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"Bee.  O.  8.  Pat.  Off. 


Listen  to  "THE  FAT  MAN,"  ABC  Network,  Friday  Night  (Pacific  Coast:  Saturday  Night) 
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$15  Cold  Wave  Forniula 

. .  judged  highest  standard  in  lab  tests 
.  easy  as  putting  your  hair  in  curlers 
.  conditions  any  hair,  good  for  children 

. .  money  back  guarantee 


developed  by  professional 
hairdresser  with  15  years' 
krtow-how  In  permanent- 
ing    every    kind    of    hair! 


iz 


Inc.  Fed.  Tox 

and  mailing 

charge 


Eileen  Home  Cold  Wove  answers  your 
wish  for  hair  beauty,  permanent-ly 
yours  .  .  .  more  economically,  more 
quickly,  more  easily  than  everl  Eileen 
transforms  your  hair  into  glowing  new 
beauty  .  .  .  takes  an  hour  or  less  at 
home  .  .  .  easy-to-follow  instructions 
.  .  .  lasts  long  as  the  finest  profes- 
sional wavesi  Don't  wait!  Send  your 
order  today! 


Coronet  Beauty  Products,  Inc.,  Htfd.  1,  Conn. 


Please  send  me , Eileen  Home  Wove 

Kits   at    $2    per    kit    (includes    tax    and 
mailing  costs). 

I  am  enclosing  $ „,. 

Nome- 

Address - 

City State... 


Something  to  Sing  About 

(Continued  from  page  76) 


sent  as  his  show  window  display  car, 
but  he  sold  it  to  me  at  once.  So  I've 
had  a  shining  new  car,  and  he's  had 
season  tickets  at  the  opera  ever  since! 

Not  that  that  car  stayed  shining  very 
long.  I  couldn't  resist  showing  it  off, 
of  course;  so  the  first  day  I  had  it,  I 
parked  it  outside  the  Opera  House. 
When  I  came  out  of  the  stage  door  that 
night,  two  things  happened  at  once — 
my  clothes  were  almost  torn  off  me  by 
bobby-sockers,  and  my  car  was  totally 
dismantled!  The  handles,  hub-caps 
and  searchlight  were  gone,  and  its 
smooth  chassis  had  scratches  from  one 
end  to  the  other.  I  had  to  have  it  fixed 
up  .  .  .  and  then,  for  eight  months,  I 
had  to  drive  it  up  to  its  fenders  in  mud 
every  day! 

But  the  mud  wasn't  due  to  the 
bobby-sockers.  That  was  due  to  my 
buying  my  dream  house,  which  unfor- 
tunately was  in  a  brand-new  subdivi- 
sion with  no  paved  streets  for  eight 
months.  The  house  made  me  overlook 
any  such  inconveniences,  though.  It's 
in  Kew  Gardens,  Long  Island,  and  my 
mother  and  father  and  I  have  lived 
there  almost  a  year  now.  Frankly, 
since  we  moved  in,  we  haven't  had  a 
chance  to  miss  Brooklyn! 

It's  eight  rooms  full  of  music — be- 
cause we  have  ten  radios  in  it.  (Two 
are  in  the  two  bathrooms.)  The  guest 
room  is  full  of  my  brother  Gilbert  and 
his  wife,  come  weekends,  and  the 
whole  house  is  full  of  his  lamps — Gil- 
bert being  in  the  lamp-manufacturing 
business.  The  two  lamps  in  the  liv- 
ing room  I  designed  myself,  and  Gil 
made  up.  They're  silver,  with  white 
shades  decorated  with  hand-painted 
blue  flowers,  and  I'm  quite  proud  of 
them! 

Our  eight  rooms  are  usually  full  of 
voices,  too.  I  ask  people  over  by  the 
throng  to  sit  in  my  basement  rumpus 
room  and  watch  prize  fights  and  base- 
ball games  over  my  wonderful  televi- 
sion set.  And  people  come  without 
being  asked  to  eat  my  mother's  potato 
pancakes.  I  might  add  that  the  house 
is  full  of  one  other  thing:  the  smell 
of  garlic.  I  love  garlic,  and  even  eat 
it  raw.  Fact  is,  I've  learned  how  to 
toss  together  a  few  tasty  garlic  dishes 
myself — I   can  make   spinach   with   an 


oil  and  garlic  dressing;  Italian-style 
veal  with  garlic;  and  I  wouldn't  think 
of  eating  spaghetti  except  with  a  but- 
ter and  garlic  sauce. 

You  don't  believe  me  about  garlic? 
Then  try  my  salad  dressing:  mayon- 
naise, horse  radish,  lemon,  and  garlic. 
You'll  never  eat  any  other  kind! 

I  admit  I  probably  carry  this  thing 
too  far.  The  only  time  I  don't  eat  garlic 
is  before  a  performance  of  "Carmen." 
Then  I  have  to  kiss  the  heroine  three 
times,   and   I   don't  think  it'd  be  fair. 

I  think  I've  told  about  everything 
there  is  to  tell.  Except  that  I  read 
the  comics  every  morning,  and  hear 
the  Inner  Sanctum  show  religiously. 
When  I  listen  to  the  radio,  or  when 
I'm  watching  television,  I  always  get 
comfortable  in  pajamas — gray  flannel 
in  the  winter,  blue  celanese  in  the 
summer.  My  taste  in  other  clothes? 
Well,  I  like  lots  of  them — probably  be- 
cause I  didn't  have  any  for  many  years 
— and  I  buy  suits  four  at  a  time,  when 
I'm  buying.    But  never  in  brown. 

And  that  about  does  it — except  for 
one  more  thing:  don't  think  for  a  mo- 
ment that  my  Borscht  Circuit  friends 
haven't  popped  up  in  my  life  again! 
One  time,  for  instance,  I  went  to  a  big 
benefit  show.  I  was  delighted  to  see 
that  my  old  pal  Milton  Berle  was  the 
comic  of  the  show.  But  once  he  got 
started  on  his  comedy  routine,  I 
couldn't  resist  a  dirty  trick:  I  knew 
'his  stuff  by  heart,  after  all,  so  just  be- 
fore he'd  get  to  his  punch  line  in  each 
story,  I'd  yell  it  out  for  him! 

Naturally,  this  is  the  kind  of  a  thing 
that  the  audience  loves.  But  Milton 
I  might  have  known  would  get  revenge. 

Two  nights  later  I  was  on  the  stage 
of  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House,  sur- 
rounded by  a  company  of  serious  sing- 
ers and  all  of  us,  of  course,  in  costume. 
The  opera  was  "The  Barber  of  Seville," 
I  got  to  the  Figaro  aria  and  sang,  as  I 
should,    "Figaro,   Figaro,   Figaro   .   .    ." 

Suddenly  Berle's  raucous  voice  rose 
fnom  a  front  seat.  "Hey,  Figgy!"  he 
yelled.  "Hey,  Figgy — yer  mother 
wants  ya!" 

That  little  episode  convinced  me  of 
one  thing.  Once  you've  been  on  the 
Borcht  Circuit  you  can't  get  away  from 
it.    And  maybe  it's  a  good  thing. 


HOLLYWOOD  TOUR 

Every  weekday  afternpon  you  can  take  the  "Hollywood  Tour** 
over  your  ABC  station.  It's  fun  .  .  .  it's  exciting  .  .  .  it's 
glamorous!  Hear  Cal  York  of  Photoplay  Magazine  interview 
visitors  to  Hollywood.  Learn  what  visitors  from  all  over  say 
about  their  trips  through  the  most  fascinating  town  in  the 
world. 

For  a  new  and  interesting  program,  set  your  radio  dial  to 
"Hollywood  Tour  ..." 

Daily— Monday  through  Friday    .....".....     ^    4:15  EDT 

Consult  your  newspaper  for  exact  time  and  station  in  your  community. 

Over  Many  Stations  of  the  American  Broadcasting  Co. 


Come  and  Visit 
Perry  Como 

(Continued  from  page  29) 

his  name,  too.  "Why  did  you  give 
me  a  fancy  name  like  Ronald?"  he 
asked  his  mother  and  me  the  other 
night.  "Why  didn't  you  name  me 
Mike,  or  Harry  or  Sam?" 

Roselle  said  she  didn't  think  Mike, 
or  Harry  or  Sam  would  go  very  well 
with  Como  but  "How  about,"  she  sug- 
gested, "calling  you  Tex?" 

That  went  over  big.  Right  now, 
Ronnie  wants  to  be  a  cowboy.  He  plays 
cowboy.  He  wears  his  cowboy  outfit 
everywhere  but  to  Sunday  school. 
He's  been  to  Hollywood  with  his  mother 
and  me  a  couple  of  times  and  has  met 
most  of  the  Greats  in  the  movies  and  in 
radio.  Of  them  all,  only  Gene  Autry, 
Roy  Rogers,  the  Lone  Ranger  and  Gary 
Cooper  made  any  impression.  His 
worst  punishment  is  to  be  told  he 
must  miss  an  Autry  or  Roy  Rogers 
picture.  Or  a  Western  film,  starring 
Gary  Cooper.  He  wants  a  horse.  He 
goes  around  singing  "Don't  Fence  Me 
In!"  So  now,  Roselle  and  I  call  him 
Tex,  "Tex  Como  from  Port  Washing- 
ton" and  the  Ronald  is  forgiven. 

We've  been  wanting  a  home  of  our 
own  for  a  long  time,  Roselle  and  I. 
When  we  were  first  married,  I  was 
singing  with  Freddie  Carolone's  or- 
chestra. Four  days  after  we  were 
married,  I  was  on  the  road  with 
Carolone  and  didn't  see  Roselle  again 
for  eighteen  months.  Those  eighteen 
months  were  from  hunger  and  thirst. 

LATER,  and  after  Ronnie  was  born.  I 
was  vocalist  with  Ted  Weems'  Band 
and  still  on  the  road.  In  a  ramshackle 
Ford,  in  which  we  rode  from  town  to 
town,  Roselle  and  I  "kept  house."  She 
gave  the  kid  his  naps  in  the  back  seat. 
I  heated  his  formula  over  a  kerosene 
lamp  in  the  front  seat.  It  wasn't  so 
good. 

In  1942,  when  Weems.  gave  up  his 
band  to  join  the  Armed  Forces,  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  give  up  singing.  It 
seemed  to  be  a  choice  between  being 
separated  from  my  wife  and  baby  or 
punishing  them  with  the  life  of  a 
traveling  troubadour.  Either  way,  it 
was  no  good.  I  decided  to  go  back  to 
Canonsburg,  where  I  came  from,  and 
where  I  had  been  a  barber,  and  take 
up  barbering  again.  This  was  no  joke. 
We  went  back  to  Canonsburg.  I  set 
about  raising  some  money  to  start  a 
barber  shop,  didn't  chirp  a  note  during 
that  whole  period,  not  even  in  the 
shower — and  then  Fate  stepped  in,  dis- 
guised as  a  long  distance  telephone 
call  from  Tom  Rockwell  of  General 
Amusements  Corporation.  Rockwell 
asked  me  to  come  to  New  York  and  do 
my  singing  on  the  air.  He  offered  me  a 
sustaining  program  on  CBS.  When  he 
assured  me  I  could  bring  my  family 
with  me  and  would  not  have  to  travel, 
it  was  a  deal. 

I  still  keep  my  hand  in  with  scissors 
and  comb,  however.  Ronnie  has  never 
been  to  any  barber  but  "Pop"  and 
during  the  barbers'  strike  in  New  York, 
I  reverted  to  my  old  trade  when  I  had 
the  boys  in  the  Supper  Club  band 
come  to  my  dressing-room  one  night 
and  went  to  work  on  them. 

But  now,  let's  go  out  to  the  Flower 
Hills  portion  of  Port  Washington  and 
take  a  look  at  Casa  Como.  .  .  . 

It  isn't  in  the  big  "estate"  class.  One 
of  eight  or  ten  houses  on  the  block,  but 
each  house,  including  ours,  set  in  abovit 
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iv'ith  this  fragrant 
cooling  talcum  poivder 


KEEP  FRESH!  For  a  smart  start 
— sprinkle  yourself  with  Cashmere 
Bouquet  Talc  after  bathing.  Like  a 
cooLing  caress,  it  leaves  your  whole 
body  sweet  and  fresh. 

FEEL  SMOOTHI  Take  a  little  time 
to  pat  some  extra  Cashmere  Bouquet 
Talc  over  those  sensitive  spots.  It 


Pamper  your  person 

with  Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder. 

Smartly  packaged 

with  a  big 

velour  puff. 


imparts  a  silken-smooth  sheath  of 
protection  to  chafeable  skin.  And 
girdles  slip  on — slick! 

STAY  DAINTY!  For  long-lasting 
freshness  use  Cashmere  Bouquet 
Talc  generously  and  often.  It  accents 
your  feminine  daintiness  with  the 
fragrance  men  love.. 


Cashmere 

Bouquet 

Talc 

with  the  fragrance  men  love' 
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''Our  marriage  was  all  thorns  . . .' 


Ned  was  habitually  bristling  like  a 
cactus,  over  nothing  at  all  .  .  .  was 
seldom  his  sweet,  loving  self  any 
more.  What  had  happened  to  our 
perfect  marriage?  Why,  this:  I  only 
thought  I  knew  about  feminine  hy- 


giene. I  didn't  realize  that  careless 
now-and-then  care  could  spoil  one's 
married  happiness  .  .  .  until  my 
doctor  enhghtened  me.  Yes— then,  he 
recommended  using  "Lysol"  brand 
disinfectant  for  douching— always. 


Now  it's  love  in  bloom' 

Happiness  is,  to  the  heart,  as  sun- 
shine to  a  flower  .  .  .  and  we're  so 
happy  again  now!  Ever  since  I  be- 
gan following  my  doctor's  advice 
on  feminine  hygiene— always  use 
"Lysol"  for  douching.  No  more  salt. 


soda  or  other  homemade  solutions 
for  me!  Not  when  far  more  effective 
"Lysol"— a  real  germ-killer— is  so 
easy  and  economical  to  use.  As  the 
doctor  said,  "Lysol"  is  a  thorough 
yet  gentle  cleanser  . . .  and  it  works! 


More  women  use  "LYSOL"  for  Feminine  Hygiene  than  any 
other  germicide  .  .  .  for  6  reasons 
Reason  No.  2:  NON-CAUSTIC  .  .  .       tissue.    Try   the   easy-to-follow 
GENTLE  .  .  ."Lysol"  douching  solution       "Lysol"  way! 
is  non-caustic,  non-injurious  to  delicate       Note:  Douche  iboroughly  with  cor- 
membrane  — not  harmful  to  vaginal       reef  "Lysol"  solution  .  .  .  always! 
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an  acre  of  land  so  there  is  a  sense  of 
the  wide  open  spaces.  It's  a  two- 
story  white  clapboard  job  with  a  "Come 
on  in"  expression  on  its  face.  Roselle 
says  it's  a  Cape  Cod  type  of  house.  I 
say  it's  English  architecture.  Roselle 
says  since  Cape  Cod  was  settled  by  the 
English,  who  brought  their  architec- 
ture with  them,  Cape  Cod  and  English 
are  practically  one  and  the  same,  aren't 
they?  I  can't  answer  that  one,  so  I 
don't. 

Too  bad  Roselle  isn't  describing  the 
house  for  you.  She  has  the  "know- 
how."  I  only  have  the  know-what  I 
like  about  it.  .  .  . 

Downstairs,  we  have  a  living  room, 
big  one,  fair-sized  dining  room,  fair- 
sized  library,  a  kitchen  the  fellow  that 
sold  us  the  house  described  as  "spa- 
cious," dining  alcove  off  the  kitchen 
(where,  on  cook's  night  out,  we  "dine"!) 
and  a  screened  porch.  The  living-room 
is  furnished  in  French  Colonial  (Roselle 
says  so)  and  what  Roselle  calls  the 
"color  scheme"  is  green  and  rust  and 
gold  and  powder  blue.  Sounds  like  the 
spectrum,  fenced  in  by  four  walls  and 
a  roof,  but  looks  good.  I  like  the  room 
because  it  has  a  big  fireplace  and  the 
kind  of  sofas  and  chairs  a  man  can 
stretch  his  length  on,  including  feet, 
and  no  hard  feelings  from  the  Missus. 

IN  the  library,  there  are  bookshelves, 
natch,  what  else?  A  lot  of  book- 
shelves, stretching  clear  to  the  ceiling. 
The  bookshelves  are  still  about  three- 
quarters  empty,  but  are  gradually  filling 
up.  Last  Christmas  (that's  one  day  we 
live  for,  Christmas)  Roselle's  big 
present  from  me  was  a  gold  key  to  the 
house.  I  designed  it  and  had  it  made 
for  her.  The  top  of  the  key  is  a  gold 
heart,  with  perfume  in  it.  But  Roselle 
doesn't  use  the  key  to  lock  and  unlock 
the  front  door,  she  wears  it  as  a  lapel 
clip.  The  rest  of  her  Christmas  present, 
I  took  out  in  books.  And  red  roses. 
And  camellias.  She's  nuts  about  those 
wild  pink  and  white  camellias  and, 
stumblebum  that  I  am  about  making 
with  the  pretty  speeches,  I  never  for- 
get her  birthday,  our  anniversary, 
Ronnie's  birthday,  Easter,  New  Year's, 
Thanksgiving,  Hallowe'en  ...  on  these, 
and  every  other  feast  and  fete  day, 
come  the  camellias.  .  .  . 

We  haven't  had  much  time,  Roselle 
and  I,  to  talk  about  the  turn  fortune 
has  taken  in  our  favor — we're  saving 
that  for  our  old  age.  But  I  get  a  bang 
out  of  getting  things  for  Roselle.  A 
mink  coat.  I  got  a  hig  bang  out  of  get- 
ting that  for  her.  I  get  a  big  bang  out 
of  her  shopping  sprees.  That  we  can 
afford  them,  sends  me! 

Late  last  winter,  we  took  a  honey- 
moon, our  first — and,  like  the  house, 
about  time,  too! — and  went  to  Florida. 

"What'll  we  wear?"  Roselle  asks 
when  I  tell  her  we're  going. 

"Honey,  just  get  me  my  sport  shoes, 
two  sport  shirts  and  my  golf  bag,"  I 
said,  "and  let's  go!" 

But  Roselle  spent  the  next  three 
weeks  on  Fifth  Avenue.  (Women  never 
have  anything  to  wear.  You  know.) 
When  she  shows  me  the  things  she's 
bought,  the  suits  and  dresses  and  slacks 
and  bathing  suits,  ten  of  everything, 
from  the  skin  out,  I  see  them  without 
looking  at  them.  But  I  like  it,  I  get  a 
kick. 

The  day  I  gave  her  the  deed  to  the 
house  was,  of  course,  the  best.  The 
day  we  moved  in,  sure  I  carried  her 
across  the  threshold,  sure  I  did — with 
Ronnie's  help! 

Let's  see,  now,  we  were  in  the  library, 
weren't  we?  Well,  there's  a  center 
table  in  the  library  I'd  better  mention 


because  Roselle  sets  great  store  by  it. 
It's  made  out  of  an  old  drum.  It  has 
a  black  marble  top.  It.  has  a  "history," 
so  Roselle  tells  me.  There's  a  game 
room  in  the  library,  too,  where  Roselle 
and  I  play  dominos.  I'm  a  fiend  at 
dominos.      So's   Roselle.     So's   Ronnie. 

Spend  an  evening  with  us  and  ten 
to  one,  you'll' play  games.  In  addition 
to  dominos,  we  have  a  bunch  of  games 
— all  of  them  played  on  tables  or  we'd 
knock  ourselves  out.  We  play  Char- 
ades, too.  And  The  Game.  And 
Twenty  Questions.  And  some  gimmick 
called  Guggenheim.  Outdoors,  we 
have  an  archery  set.  In  the  playroom, 
down-cellar,  we  have  a  ping-pong 
table.  And  darts.  And  a  bar.  (If  they 
can't  walk  up,  we  carry  them!)  The 
playroom  is  paneled  in  pine  except  for 
one  wall  which  Roselle  is  papering 
with  copies  of  my  old  songs.  Cut  out 
and  shellacked  on  the  wall,  they  give 
the  effect  of  newspaper  headlines.  At 
Ronnie's  insistence,  I  recently  installed 
a  juke  box  in  the  playroom.  Proving 
that  he  is  his  old  man's  Number  One 
fan,  Ronnie  said  he  wanted  the  juke 
box  so  he  could  play  my  old  records 
from  the  Weems  days! 

Most  of  our  friends  are  music 
publishers  and  song  pluggers.  The 
Jack  Philbins — Marian  Philbin  is  Betty 
Button's  sister — are  good  friends  of 
ours  and  Vallando  and  Joy,  the  music 
publishers,  who  live  a  few  miles  away. 
They  go  for  games,  too. 

WHEN  we're  not  playing  games,  we're 
playing  records.  I'm  a  fan  of  Harry 
James — nuts  about  his  music.  Now 
and  again,  I  get  out  my  old  trombone 
(the  only  musical  instrument  I  play) 
and  give  with  the  footer.  Now  and 
again,  I  croon  a  tune,  when  we're  play- 
ing dominos  or  while  Roselle  is  getting 
dinner — slip  Ronnie  a  fast  eight  bars 
of  his  favorite  "Little  Man,  You've  Had 
A  Busy  Day"  or  run  through  "Song  of 
Songs"  and  "Kentucky"  for  Roselle. 
If  someone  asks  me  what  my  favorite 
is,  I  answer  "Temptation,"  then  quick 
hum  a  few  heaven-sent  bars  to  prove 
it.  Otherwise,  I  hum  to  myself  and 
that's  as  far  as  the  home  vocalizing 
goes.  Roselle  hums,  too.  So  does 
Ronnie.  Minno  and  Ruth,  our  colored 
couple,  are  catching  it  and  our  house 
sounds  like  the  inside  of  a  beehive  with 
all  of  us  humming  away,  sometimes 
the  same  tune,  more  often  five  different 
tunes  .  .  . 

When  Roselle  and  I  have  an  evening 
by  ourselves,  we  play  dominos  and, 
between  games,  raid  the  ice-box  for  a 
snack.  In  the  snacks  department, 
Roselle  keeps  a  sharp  ice-box.  Now 
that  we  have  a  couple  at  home  and 
Roselle  can  leave  Ronnie,  she  some- 
times comes  to  town  on  broadcast 
nights  and  we  have  dinner  together — 
usually  at  a  little  Italian  restaurant. 
La  Como,  in  the  Radio  City  neighbor- 
hood, where  you  get  the  super  in 
spaghetti. 

The  kitchen  is  the  best  room  in  the 
house,  for  my  money.  Especially  when 
Roselle  is  in  residence  there.  She's  a 
wonderful  cook,  is  Flipper.  (Pet  name.) 
She  cooks  French;  cooks  Italian;  cooks 
Hungarian;  cooks  in  any  language.  Her 
spaghetti,  which  is  my  favorite  food, 
is  something  I  dream  about  twice  a 
week.  She  does  with  a  garlic  what 
Shelley  did  with  a  sonnet. 

With  the  exception  of  a  spaghetti, 
subtly  spiced,  and  a  veal  parmigiana, 
which  I  learned  to  make  at  my 
mother's  knee  and  which  I'll  match 
with  any  man's,  I  can't  cook.  As  a 
handyman,  in  fact,  I'm  not  handy.  I 
can  change  storm  windows  if  I  have  to. 


Arthur  Murray  Girls  tell 

secret  of 

daintiness 

while 

dancing 

For 

safe-and-sure 

protection  they 

[rely  on  this 

deodorant 

above  all 

others 


THOSE  GRACEFUL,  gracious  young  instructresses 
at  Arthur  Murray's  must  be  socially 
poised  . . .  must  keep  themselves  completely 
damty  through  strenuous  hours  of  dancing. 

NO  WONDER  they  rely  on  Etiquet.  For 
Etiquet  gives  safe-and-sure  protection . . . 
stops  underarm  odor  . . .  checks  perspiration 
. . .  can  be  depended  upon  to  guard 
daintiness  through  hours  of  active  exercise. 
And  not  only  is  Etiquet  so  effective— so    « 
efficient . . .  Etiquet  is  delightfully  "fluffy"— 
goes  on  easily  — is  soothing  to  the  skin. 

ETIQUET  stays  moist  in  jar— is 
harmless  to  the  most  delicate  fabrics. 
Now  you  can  share  this  secret  of 
"dancing  daintiness"  — always  have 
confidence  in  your  charm  by  using 
Etiquet.  At  all  cosmetic  counters— 
in  10^,  25^,  394  and  59^  sizes. 


The  safe-and-sure 
deodorant 

[  PRODUCT  OF  LEHN  A  PINK   PRODUCTS   CORPORATION 
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LITTLE   LULU 


*)H(M^iU 


'^Kleenex  is  softer! 


Little  Lulu  sajs... Compare  tissues  —  compare  boxes— and 
you'll  see  why  7  out  of  10  tissue  users  like  Kleenex*  best! 
Soft!  Strong!  Pops  Up!  It's  America's  favorite  tissue. 


^  International  Cellucotton  Products  Co. 


*T.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  OS. 


The  NEW  way  to  judge 


FINE  silverplate^ 
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CofiyiitM  1947,  Tlit  Intematioiul  Silver  Co.,  Holmes S  tdwanls  Division, 
Meiiden,  Conn.  Sold  in  Cmada  by:  The  T.  Eaton  Co.,  lU  .oReg.  U.  S.  Pit  Off. 


2'/2T0NS  LESS 
WORK  FOR  YOU 


\^V2*:// 


with  the  PROCTOR  Me¥€R-UF7 

Just  think!  Ordinary  ironing 
means  lifting  IVz  tons  in  the 
average  ironing  day.  The 
Never-Lift  lifts  itself!  A  touch 
of  your  finger  and  it  stands 
on  its  own  cool,  sturdy  legs. 
See  it  at  Proctor  Dealers  now! 
"No  lift...  No  tilt... No  twist" 

It's  new. . .  it's  exclusive...  it's 

PROCTOR 

Proctor  Electric  Company, 
Philadelphia  40,  Pa. 


I  can  build  a  fire  that  burns.  I  can 
get  pushed  around  by  a  lawnmower. 
But  let  me  touch  a  dripping  faucet  and 
the  drip's  a  downpour.  Let  a  fuse  blow 
out  and  you're  blacked  out  for  the 
duration — or  until  help  comes  from  the 
outside  world. 

Okay,  so  now,  let's  go  upstairs,  where 
there  is  a  master  bedroom,  a  guest  bed- 
room, Ronnie's  room  and  two  baths. 
Ronnie's  room  looks  to  me  the  way  a 
boy's  room  should  look.  That  is, 
there's  wallpaper  on  the  walls.  There's 
a  desk  where  he  can  spread  out  with 
his  homework.  There's  a  big  globe  of 
the  world.  There  are  shelves  and  cup- 
boards and  a  couple  of  old  sea  chests 
where  he  can  stow  his  gear. 

THE  master  bedroom,  our  room,  is 
enormous.  Originally  two  rooms,  we 
smashed  a  wall  down  and  made  the  two 
into  one.  One  huge  one.  It  has  a  fire- 
place in  it.  It  has  something  Roselle 
calls  a  chaise  longue.  She  takes  naps 
on  it.  It  has  some  marble-topped 
tables  that  you  can't  burn  with  ciga- 
rettes. But  otherwise,  the  room  is 
nothing  but  bed.  Made  of  a  light  wood 
and  what  Roselle  describes  as  "dusty 
pink  tufted  leather,"  measuring  four 
miles  by  four  miles,  that  bed  is  really 
a  production!  But  it's  a  sort  of  sym- 
bol to  Flipper  and  me — a  symbol  of 
security  and  comfort  and  home.  It's 
a  sort  of  compensation  for  those  years 
spent  sleeping,  cold  and  cramped,  on 
four  wheels  that  were  always  moving. 
At  the  foot  of  the  bed  are  two  little 
satin  chairs.  One  has  the  name  Perry, 
embroidered  on  its  seat;  the  other  has 
the  name  Roselle.  What  they  are  for, 
I  wouldn't  know — can't  be  to  sit  on! 

Roselle  did  the  house,  every  square 
inch  of  it.  She  did  a  Job.  She  spent 
four  months,  from  9  A.M.  every 
morning  to  6  P.M.  every  night,  tramp- 
ing the  streets  of  New  York  with  in- 
terior decorator  Joe  Lombardo  (the 
only  non-musical  member  of  the  Six 
Lombardos)  and  together,  they  picked 
out  samples,  wall  papers,  rugs,  furni- 
ture .  .  . 

Until  recently  one  girl,  Anna,  was  the 
"stai¥"  at  the  Comos.  Now  we  have 
the  couple  I  mentioned — a  colored 
couple,  Minno  and  Ruth,  and  they're 
the  tops.  They're  wonderful  to  the  kid. 
They  talk  nice.  They  act  nice.  They 
have  strictly  character.  It's  the  way 
they  talk  and  the  way  they  act  that, 
even  more  than  the  way  they  cook  and 
clean,  endears  them  to  us.  They're 
swell  cooks,  too.  Even  so,  I  still  pre- 
fer (hope  they  don't  see  this!)  to  live 
on  Roselle's  cooking. 

In  the  fan  mail  department  our  friend, 
Edith  Landesman,  one  of  the  most  ef- 
ficient secretaries  in  Greater  New  York 
(or  make  it  in  the  USA)  is  my  Girl 
Friday.  Originally  the  president  of  my 
fan  club,  Edith  took  the  job  over  in 
easy  stages  and  has  now  gained  such 
momentum  that  the  requests  for  auto- 
graphs and  photographs  are  answered 
more  rapidly,  I  am  told,  than  those  of 
any  other  performer  oft  the  air  or  on 
the  screen.  Not  too  long  out  of  the 
fan  class  herself,  Edith  remembers  the 
resentment  she  felt  when  she  had  to 
wait  weeks  for  answers  to  her  re- 
quests and,  remembering,  she  sits  at 
her  desk  with  her  foot  on  the  gas. 

Banjo  Eyes  is  another,  and  very  im- 
portant member,  of  our  household. 
Banjo  Eyes,  not  named  for  Eddy  Can- 
tor, is  Ronnie's  Treasure.  A  little  cat, 
a  little  black  cat.  Banjo  Eyes  is  not  a 
special  cat — ^just  stray.  We  are  also 
blessed  by  a  family  of  frogs  and  an 
out-sized  turtle. 

Last  year,  Ronnie  made  a  special  re- 


quest:  "I  want  a  new  pet,"  he  said. 
(Here  we  go,  I  thought,  a  horse  moves 
in!)  "What  kind  of  a  pet  do  you 
want?"  I  asked.  "A  bee,"  he  said.  We 
now  keep  a  bee. 

To  borrow  a  popular  cliche,  I'm  That 
Way  about  my  home.  For  the  good 
warm  reason  that  it  is  a  home. 

Roselle  feels  the  same  way  about  it. 
We  both  love  to  go  to  the  movies  but 
haven't  been  to  a  movie  for  a  year  and 
a  half — plan  to  go  but  never  quite 
make  it.  We  never  go  to  nightclubs. 
No  fun  for  Roselle  to  go  to  a  night- 
club with  me,  anyway;  I  never  dance. 
Just  stand  around  and  listen. 

For  two  or  three  years,  my  Sunday 
morning  chore  at  home  was  reading 
the  comics  to  Ronnie.  But  now,  at  last, 
deliverance  is  at  hand — or  isn't  it?  For 
now  Ronnie  has  learned  to  read  but  he 
announced  last  week  that,  effective  as 
of  this  Sunday,  he  will  read  the  comics 
to  me! 

WHEN  Sunday  rolls  around  my  rou- 
tine, at  home,  is  to  relax  in  old  clothes 
and  take  a  swing  around  the  golf  course. 
Couple  of  Sundays  ago,  Como,  junior, 
looked  me  over,  done  out  in  cords  an 
cftitiquarian  would  pay  dough  for,  a 
flannel  shirt  and  the  kind  of  tie  I  like 
best,  which  is  none  at  all  and,  "Pretty 
sloppy,  eh.  Pop?"  he  said.  He  spoke 
kindly  but  it  kind  of  scared  me.  May- 
be, like  in  the  pictures  I've  made,  in 
which  I  always  wind  up  in  a  tuxedo  I 
never  wear,  I'll  wind  up  in  one  out 
home  in  Flower  Hills.  But  I  doubt  it. 
The  kind  of  things  we  do  at  home, 
you  don't  dress  .  .  . 

.  .  .  like  I'm  playing  cowboy  with 
Ronnie.  Or  I'm  giving  Ronnie  a  little 
snow  treatment,  in  the  winter.  Or 
I'm  rolling  around  on  the  grass  with 
him,  in  the  summer.  Or  we're  playing 
darts.  Or  swimming.  About  a  year 
ago,  we  had  a  fishing  routine  but  the 
thought  of  a  hook  catching  in  his  hand 
scared  me  to  death  and  I  talked  him  out 
of  angling  and  into  archery.  Then  he 
talked  me  out  of  that.  Practising  one 
day,  with  the  target,  an  arrow  stuck 
in  my  hand.  "We'd  better  quit  archery, 
Pop,"  Ronnie  said.  "These  things  are 
dangerous!" 

After  archery,  carpentrj-  was  the 
hobby.  And  then  I  got  chicken  about 
that,  thinking  what  can  happen  to  a 
seven-year-old  with  an  ax,  a  buzz-saw 
and  a  few  nails. 

So  now,  when  I  have  a  few  minutes 
off,  I'm  playing  dominos.  Taking  it 
easy  with  the  idea  that  you  can't  frac- 
ture yourself  at  dominos.  Or  I'm  on 
the  golf  course.  ■  There's  a  golf  course 
right  in  back  of  our  house — which 
didn't  make  it  too  tough  for  the  realtor 
that  sold  us  the  place. 

It  was  a  down  payment  on  happi- 
ness, you  bet.  On  the  kind  of  happi- 
ness there  isn't  money  enough  in  the 
world  to  buy. 


The  PIUL  BAKERS 

Live  a  different  kind  of 

California  Life  .  .  . 

Come  and  Visit  Tiiein   In   The 

AUGUST    UADIO     AilRROII 

On  Sale  Wednesday,  July  9th 


^^0//r  hair  can  be  your  most  intri^uin^  charm — wLen  you  know  tliis  special 
secret  of  snining  natural  nair  beauty.  For  wnetner  your  hair  is  honey  olonae  or 
raven  black,  sunny  bro^rn  or  fiery  red — wnether  it  s  strai^bt  or  curly —  it  s  your 
natural  hair-appeal  that  wins  the  eyes  of  men.  And  more  and  more  women  of  all 
a^es  are  discovering  that  Lustre-Creme  Shampoo  is  the  winning  secret  of  True  Hair 
Loveliness!  Not  a  soap,  not  a  liquid,  Lustre-Creme  Sbampoo  is  an  amazing  new 
dainty  cream  tbat  virkips  up  luxurious  lather  like  magic  in  bard  or  soft  prater — 
sw^ecps  dullness  away — and  in  its  place  leaves  bair  beavenly  soft,  shining,  delight- 
fully obedient.  Out  of  her  wealth  of  cosmetic  lore,  Kay  Daumit  combined  gentle 
lanolin  with  special  secret  ingredients  to  acbieve  tbis  almost-magic  ne'^r  formula 
tbat  gives  your  hair  a  stunning  new  sneen  and  finish.  Discover  ^^bat  true  bair 
loveliness  one  jar  of  Lustre-Creme  Sbampoo  can  bring.  At  all  cosmetic  counters. 


ee    how    a    fingertipful 
ustre-Creme  Shampoo 
bursts   into   heaps  of 
fragrant  lather.    See 
how  tempting  it  leaves 

your  hair!    Not  dried 
— not    dulled — not 

unruly — but  silken  soft,  re^ 
sponsive,  sparkling  as  if  you'd 
given  it  a  hard  brushing. 


'J.  -W  Jt^^TT'  ~  ^ 


w 


Four  Ounces,         "^^or'/^.: 
$1.00;  Family  'A^ 

1    lb.,   $3.50  "" 


Kay  Daumit,  Inc  (Successor),  919  N.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago,  III. 
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*Only    Peter  Pan  makes  patented 
Merry-Co-Round-LOOK  fob  the  label! 

Ftl  FREE  Booklet,  "Your  New  Guide 
to  Buitline  Beauty/'  Write  Dept.  MA3 


IVIerry -Co-Round  encircles  your  bust  with  glamour— 

Iransforms  a  small  bust  into  alluring,  feminine  curves- 
gives  a  full  bosom  youthful,  firm  contours.  Circles  ol 
stitching  support  the  bust— patented  Circular  Bias  molds 
the  bust.  The  secret's  in  the  circle! 


PETER  PAN  1 


16  EAST  27  ST.,  NEW  YORK  16 


Barbara  Is  A 
Homebody 

{Continued  from  page   31) 

Capistrano.    But  no  steady  dates  with 
any  one  boy. 

Last  year  Barbara  was  married,  but 
two  months  later  she  was  back  home 
with  her  mother  and  her  sister.  It  didn't 
work  out.  Now  she  is  willing  to  wait  ■ 
for  the  quiet  judgment  that  will  tell  her 
when  she  has  really  fallen  in  love. 

And  if  she  has  neither  a  radio  pro- 
gram nor  a  date  to  pass  an  evening — 
well — there's  always  Buff  and  Fritz. 

Buff  is  the  homeliest  dog  in  the  world. 
His  mistress  will  swear  to  it — but  she 
will  also  tell  you  he  is  the  most  won- 
derful scamp  in  the  world.  A  blond 
cocker  spaniel,  Buff  was  bought  as  a 
puppy  from  Frank  Nelson  who  told 
Barbara  he  had  been  run  over  and  the 
accident  had  left  him  with  his  nose 
pushed  up,  much  like  a  pug's.  It's  true 
— but  that  doesn't  keep  Barbara  from 
adoring  him  and  it  doesn't  seem  to 
bother  Fritz,  either.  The  big  Doberman 
Pinscher  slavishly  and  meekly  permits 
the  little  spaniel  bully  to  have  his  way 
around  the  house. 

THE  only  time  Mother  Filer  or  Bar- 
bara can  get  severe  with  Buff  is  when 
they  come  home  to  find  the  knitting 
basket  all  over  the  floor  and  Bixff  all 
wound  up  in  yarn.  This  has  happened 
more  than  once,  till  Barbara  took  to 
carrying  her  knitting  everywhere  she 
went.  Now  she  knits  at  the  studio — at 
the  movies — her  escorts  are  sure  she 
would  knit  in  a  night  club  if  she  could 
get  away,  with  it. 

But  it  pays  off — in  socks  and  sweaters 
and  handbags — and  now  she  is  tackling 
a  dress. 

There's  another  star  rising  in  the 
Filer  household.  Barbara's  younger  sis- 
ter, Virginia,  is  following  fast  in  her 
dramatic  footsteps — which  isn't  surpris- 
ing, considering  that  the  two  girls  have 
always  shared  their  work  and  their  fun 
and  their  dreams. 

Much  reading,  back  and  forth,  of 
scripts  goes  on  in  that  house  and  far 
into  the  night,  with  the  two  girls  sitting 
up,  Indian-fashion,  on  Barbara's  bed, 
munching  apples.  And  pacing  back  and 
forth  over  the  living  room  rug  as  one 
acts  out  her  part  to  the  sisterly  criticism 
or  approval  of  the  other.  This  went  on 
even  before  Virginia  ever  saw  a  studio 
— which  is  probably  one  of  the  reasons 
she  is  climbing  so  fast  into  professional 
radio. 

Just  by  way  of  keeping  everything  in 
the  family,  Virginia  got  her  first  part 
when  she  stepped  into  Barbara's  role  in 
Roosty  of  the  AAF.  Barbara  had  been 
making  weekly  jaunts  down  to  the 
Army  Air  Forces  base  in  Santa  Ana  all 
during  the  war,  first  to  help  in  the 
morale  radio  show  Hello,  ■  Mom — then 
with  the  production  of  "Roosty."  But 
work  at  the  regular  studios  was  piling 
up  on  Barbara  so  she  stepped  out — 
Virginia  stepped  in — and  has  been 
steadily  making  her  ovm  way  in  radio 
ever  since. 

The  two  girls  took  a  side-flyer  in 
business  during  the  war,  although,  to 
be  sure,  it  started  out  to  be  a  purely 
non-commercial,  leisure-time  hobby. 
They  were  going  to  raise  rabbits — just 
two  rabbits.  Thumper  and  Lady  Mac- 
beth. But  rabbits  are  rabbits  and  be- 
fore long  the  two  Filers  were  in  busi- 
ness. They  ate  rabbits.  They  dreamed 
,  rabbits.   Their  friends  bought  them  for 


pets  or  to  help  out  with  meat-shortage 
meals.  And  still  there  were  rabbits  .  .  . 
for  Barbara  and  Virginia  to  feed  and 
keep  clean  and  water  and  protect.  When 
at  last  there  were  two  dozen  or  more 
hippity-hopping  around  the  back  lawn 
and  in  the  hutches — it  was  too  much. 
The  market  in  rabbits  was  glutted  to 
overflowing  and  even  their  friends  were 
beginning  to  avoid  the  Eiler  sisters — 
afraid  that  meeting  them  would  end  up 
with  an  impassioned  plea  to  come  out 
to  the  house  and  pick  up  a  rahhit. 

They  managed,  finally,  to  give  them 
all  away.  But  it  wasn't  easy  and  today 
Barbara  fights  shy  of  anything  that  will 
involve  her  in  activities  outside  of  radio. 

That's  because  her  activities  in  the 
radio  business  keep  her  so  very  well 
occupied,  and  nearly  always  have,  ever 
since  that  day  after  Don  Chapman  had 
stopped  her  on  her  high  school  campus 
and  asked  her  how  she'd  like  to  be  on 
the  air.  She  remembers,  you  see,  that 
although  she  got  into  radio  very  easily, 
staying  in  radio  was  every  bit  the  long, 
hard  road  the  directors  and  producers 
say  it  is. 

That  first  program  of  hers  was  a 
small  one,  sustaining.  It  went  on  with- 
out fanfare  for  some  two  years  and,  to 
be  perfectly  honest,  so  did  Barbara. 
Talent  scouts  didn't  storm  her  dressing 
room.  Newspaper  columnists  made  no 
mention  of  this  pretty  little  newcomer 
to  radio.  She  wasn't  besieged  by  con- 
tracts. But  she  stayed  with  it,  went  on 
to  high  school  in  the  daytime,  and  she 
learned.  She  learned  how  to  train  her 
sweet,  appealing  voice  into  a  wide 
flexibility  of  range — to  use  it  as  a 
vehicle  for  laughter  or  tears  or  drama. 

She  was  wise  enough,  too,  to  seek 
the  help  of  an  expert.  For  years  she 
studied  the  finer  points  and  the  subtle 


technicalities  of  voice  and  drama  under 
Coach  John  Morley,  a  teacher  who  has 
earned  the  gratitude  of  a  great  many 
Hollywood  greats  and  near-greats  to- 
day. And  the  work  paid  off.  With  Bar- 
bara's next  radio  program  she  stepped 
right  into  the  ranks  of  big-time  radio. 
She  was  Baby  Rosalie  in  the  Screen 
Guild  show  "Babes  in  Arms." 

She  shot  up  rapidly.  Her  seven  years 
in  radio  include  many  a  top  role  in 
many  a  top  show.  She  played,  among 
many  other  parts,  Lois  in  Junior  Miss, 
supporting  Shirley  Temple  in  that 
popular  series,  and  Mary  in  Dr.  Tweedy. 

Barbara  has  had  her  share  of  ups  and 
downs — and  sometimes  she  thinks  it's 
been  more  down  than  up.  Right  in  the 
beginning  of  her  career,  when  she  was 
playing  in  Junior  Miss,  Barbara  had  one 
of  those  most  sickening  moments  an 
actress  can  know — when  it  looked  as  if 
she  would  be  taken  out  of  the  show  for 
something  that  was  not  even  her  own 
fault. 

Via  the  radio  grapevine,  she  had 
heard  that  the  New  York  office  of  the 
sponsors  and  the  agency  while  listening 
to  the  show  had  decided  her  voice  was 
too  similar  to  Shirley  Temple's — and 
Shirley  was  the  star.  It  was  too  bad — 
that  little  Eiler  girl  was'  a  fine  little 
actress — but  it  wouldn't  do  to  have  the 
voices  so  much  alike  over  the  air.  Too 
bad,  but  Eiler  would  have  to  be  re- 
placed. 

She  heard  this  news  on  a  Friday.  For 
just  a  few  minutes  she  was  a  stunned 
and  miserable  girl,  and  then  went  to 
work!  She  couldn't  change  the  facts — 
but  she  could  change  her  voice  and  the 
character.  And  when  the  show  was 
broadcast  that  weekend  it  was  an  en- 
tirely new  Barbara  Eiler  who  spoke  the 
lines  of  Sister  Lois.   And  nothing  more 


was  heard  from  New  York.  She  stayed 
with  the  show. 

Only  once  did  she  seriously  consider 
giving  up  acting  as  a  career. 

It  was  during  the  summer  months 
and  in  that  season  life  in  radio  always 
seems  to  slow  down  to  a  walk.  The 
regular  programs  are  off  the  air  as  their 
hard-working  stars  take  well-earned 
vacations.  New  shows  are  tried  out,  but 
budgets  are  usually  kept  down  to  a 
minimum  and  large  casts  are  definitely 
frowned  on.  So  many  actors  and  ac- 
tresses are  jobless. 

Barbara  was  one  of  these,  that  sum- 
mer of  1943.  Not  only  that,  there  seemed 
nothing  promising  in  sight. 

It  was  in  these  desperate  straits  that 
she  confided  to  her  mother  that  she 
thought  she  might  as  well  forget  radio 
and  find  another  job. 

Mother  Eiler  promptly  put  her 
straight. 

"You're  an  actress,  Barbara.  If  you're 
going  to  fail,  you  might  as  well  do  it 
in  your  own  profession — not  in  someone 
else's.  You  can't  type,  but  even  if  you 
did  ...  do  you  think  it  would  be  fair 
to  your  employer  for  you  to  be  acting 
Camille  or  Lady  Macbeth  in  the  office, 
when  all  he  wants  you  to  do  is  take 
shorthand  and  file  letters?" 

Barbara  admitted  her  mother  was 
probably  right,  but  it  didn't  help  those' 
out-of-work  blues  very  much. 

And  then  the  very  next  day  she  got 
some  work  reading  commercials,  so  life 
was  "up"  once  more! 

These  commercials  are  both  bread- 
and-butter  essentials  for  young  ac- 
tresses— and  at  the  same  time  the  bane 
of  their  lives.  Barbara  enjoys  doing  the 
dramatic  ones,  but  the  long,  wordy, 
rapid-fire  straight  expositions  scare  her. 
It's  so  easy  to  "fluff" !   And  anyone  who 
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'Sfce's  not  a  model  really — that  hag's  full  of  Pepsi-Cola.''^ 
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SAFEI^ 

REMOVES  HAIR 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 
5. 
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A  pleasant  white  lotion  without 
bad  clinging  depilatory  odor. 

Not  messy.  Quick — rinses  off 
easily  with  lukewarm  water. 

No  razor  stubble.  Keeps  legs 
hair-free  longer.  Economical! 
Doesn't  irritate  normal  skin. 
Removes  hair  close  to  skin,  leaving 
skin  soft,  smooth,  and  alluring. 

World's  largest  ,  seller.  For  free 
sample  mail  this  ad  before  Dec. 
30,  1947,  to  Dept.  119,  Nair,  53 
Park  Place,  New  York  8,  N.  Y. 

Cosmetic  lotion  to 


A.M/?^v."Admireit! 

Crisp  and  curled  and 
carefully  coiffured... 
her  Best  Beau  looked 
at  Her  hair  and  said 
"Smooth!"  But  f/ieri, 
what  happened? 


P.M/Q'  Passed  Up! 

Poor  Patsy  didn't 
know  what  it  tokes  to 
keep  a  coiffure  (and 
o  beau!)  just  so.  .  .  . 


't\\  6\\Q  dieco^ered 

—  fhe  de(/cale(y  perfumed  hair  Ia<qu6! 


I    I 


NAIR 


remove  hair 

59^ 


plus  tax 
At  Drug,  Department  and  10c  Stores 


Asmart  hair-do  needs 
a  good  start  ond 
...  a  good  fmtsh,  tool 
A  few  drops  of  Neslte 
Hoirlac  on  your  fin 
ished  coiffure  will 
give  you  atl-dayneat 
ness.  At  drug  and 
dept  stores   50? 


has  been  in  radio  knows  that  "fluflfing" 
is  the  Damocles  sword  that  hangs  by 
its  cobweb  thread  over  the  heads  of 
every  actor  and  announcer. 

The  thread  snapped  once  for  Barbara. 
She  was  doing  a  hand  cream  commer- 
cial and  she  was  to  advise — "Ladies,  use 
this  cream  to  keep  your  hands  smooth 
and  prevent  stocking  snags." 

But  it  came  out  "snocking  stags!" 

Even  what  looks  like  a  disappoint- 
ment can  sometimes  turn  into  an  op- 
portunity. 

Last  summer  an  advertising  agency 
telephoned  her.  Would  Miss  Eiler  like 
to  audition  for  a  role  in  a  new  show 
called  Glamour  Manor?  Opposite 
Kenny  Baker?  Miss  Eiler  most  cer- 
tainly would — and  she  flew  to  the 
agency  office. 

Here  she  ran  into  a  real  lump-in-the- 
throat  disappointment.  The  show  was 
to  be  an  audience  participation  program 
and  she  had  never  acted  in  a  program, 
before,  which  called  for  actors  and 
audience  to  mingle  in  an  ad-libbing 
half-hour.  The  rest  of  the  show— the 
comedy  dramatic  part — she  knew  she 
could  do  well.  But  there  was  no  use 
pretending  she  had  had  the  experience 
for  the  other.  Sadly,  she  told  the  pro- 
ducers and  the  sponsor  that  it  was  im- 
possible. And,  sadly,  she  went  home. 
A  really  hig  chance  had  gone  "poof." 

But  no  sooner  had  she  reached  her 
house  than  the  telephone  rang  again. 

IT  was  the  agency  and  they  were  ask- 
ing— apologetically — if  she  would 
mind  doing  them  a  favor.  The  audition 
record  for  the  show  would  have  to  be 
cut  the  next  day  and  even  though 
Barbara  was  not  to  be  in  the  show, 
would  she  mind  helping  them  out  and 
doing  the  audition.  The  girl  who  was 
to  be  signed  for  the  coveted  role  Bar- 
bara had  lost  was  out  of  town  for  the 
weekend  and  someone  was  needed  to 
make  just  that  one  record  to  send  to  the 
sponsors  in  New  York. 

Radio  may  make  many  rules  of  its 
own,  but  the  Golden  Rule  works  there 
just  the  same  as  any  other  place.  Bar- 
bara found  out.  She  came  into  the 
studio  that  next  day  purely  in  the 
spirit  of  neighborliness — with  nothing 
to  lose  or  to  gain^and  only  anxious 
to  do  some  nice  people  a  favor. 

She  didn't  know  it  then,  but  she 
walked  out  that  day  with  a  gob. 

The  record  she  made  that  day  was 
such  a  success — her  acting  so  exactly 
what  the  producers  wanted — that  a  new 
decision  was  made  in.  order  to  fit  her 
into  it.  Glamour  Manor,  ordered  the 
New  York  sponsors,  would  come  out 
two  days  a  week  as  an  audience  par- 
ticipation show — and  three  days  a  week 
with  Kenny  Baker  and  Barbara  and 
Don  Wilson  and  Schlepperman  and  the 
others  as  purely  a  script-written  com- 
edy show.  Possibly  this  arrangement 
had  been  contemplated  even  before  the 
making  of  that  record — nevertheless,  it 
was  a  break  for  Barbara  and  a  further 
proof  of  her  talent. 

Those  proofs  of  her  talent — and  those 
breaks — still  make  up  the  most  impor- 
tant part  of  her  life.  Even  marriage, 
when  it  comes,  will  not  have  to  inter- 
fere with  her  work  she  firmly  believes, 
because  by  now  she  is  so  well  estab- 
lished as  an  important  part  of  the  Holly- 
wood radio  scene  that  she  will  be  able 
to  combine  the  two  careers  successfully. 

Certainly  her  family  will  be  able 
to  give  her  the  best  of  references  as  a 
housewife — because,  though  far  apart 
as  they  may  seem  to  be  in  fields  on  in- 
terest, the  two  things  Barbara  Eiler 
most  enjoys  are  acting  and  scruhhxng 
a  kitchen  floor! 


It's  In  Your  Heart 

(Continued  jrom  page   21) 

can  afford,"  he  told  me,  and  when  he 
mentioned  what  he  expected  to  sell  the 
houses  for  I  had  to  admit  he'd  done  a 
good  job.  They'd  be  bargains.  Al 
wasn't  grabbing  for  profits,  although 
he  was  sinking  all  his  own  capital  in 
the  project  and  borrowing  from  the 
bank  as  well. 

"This  is  one  thing  in  my  life  I'm  go- 
ing to  be  proud  of,"  he  said — not  boast- 
ing, but  so  happy  about  it  that  he 
couldn't  help  saying  what  was  in  his 
heart.  "I  wish  Elsie  could  have  lived 
to  see  it — she  was  always  so  anxious  to 
see  young  people  have  nice  places  to 
live  when  they  got  married." 

"Maybe,"  I  said  jokingly,  "by  the 
time  you've  got  all  the  houses  up  Ann 
will  be  thinking  about  getting  married 
herself,  and  you  can  give  her  and  her 
husband  one  of  them  for  a  wedding 
present." 

Al  laughed.  "I  hope  it  doesn't  take 
that  long  to  get  'em  built,"  he  said. 
"Ann's  too  busy  having  a  good  time  to 
think  about  marriage  for  a  while  yet." 

Funny  that  I  should  have  said  that. 
Because,  as  it  turned  out,  Ann  did 
think  of  getting  married,  and  not  only 
thought  of  it  either.  .  .  . 

Ann  was  twenty  years  old  and  beau- 
tiful, with  her  strange  amber-brown 
hair  and  eyes,  and  a  gentle  dignity  that 
she'd  inherited  from  her  mother — 
along  with  a  stubbornness  that  she  got 
from  Al  himself.  Al  idolized  her.  Since 
^e  was  a  baby,  she'd  had  everything  in 
the  world  she  wanted,  and  the  only 
thing  that  had  kept  her  from  being 
spoiled  was  her  own  good  sense.  I  won- 
dered, whenever  I  saw  her,  how  Al  was 
going  to  act  when  Ann  finally  did  fall 
in  love.  The  man  was  going  to  have  to 
be  someone  pretty  special  before  Al 
would  agree  that  he  was  good  enough 
for  Ann. 

THE  Oak  Knoll  houses  went  up  pretty 
fast,  considering  the  difficulties  Al 
had  in  getting  materials.  By  spring,  a 
dozen  of  them  were  ready  for  occu- 
pancy, with  another  dozen  half  finished, 
and  every  Sunday  you'd  see  groups  of 
people  out  there,  going  through  the 
one  that  Al  had  had  decorated  to  serve 
as  a  model.  I  drove  over  to  look  at 
them  one  day,  and  I  stood  and  talked 
to  Al.  It  struck  me  that  he  was  acting 
upset  about  something  or  other,  and  I 
asked  him  if  he  were  having  trouble 
selling  the  houses. 

"No,"  he  said  thoughtfully.  "No, 
Don,  they're  easy  enough  to  sell.  Too 
easy,  in  fact,"  and  he  gave  a  short 
laugh  that  didn't  have  any  humor  in 
it.  "Listen  to  what  happened  yester- 
day— "  he  said. 

Now,  in  writing  down  what  Al  Tyler 
told  me,  I'm  going  to  change  a  family's 
last  name.  I'll  change  it  to  Smith,  be- 
cause that's  about  as  ordinary  and 
common  a  name  as  any  I  know.  Their 
real  name  has  a  foreign  sound,  and  that 
was  the  unfortunate  thing  about  the 
Smiths — they  had  a  foreign  name. 
They  owned  a  little  restaurant  and 
they'd  worked  hard  all  their  lives,  saved 
their  money  and  brought  up  five  chil- 
dren. Now,  Al  told  me,  they'd  come  to 
his  office  and  wanted  to  buy  one  of  the 
houses  in  Oak  Knoll. 

"Of  course,  I  had  a  perfect  out,"  Al 
said.  "I  explained  to  them  that  the 
houses  are  just  for  veterans.  The  old 
man  got  excited  then  and  began  to  tell 
me  about  Rick  and  Sam  both  being 
veterans.     He  talked  so  fast  it  took  me 


fitj/tne  young  me  held  back 


Ignorance  of  these 

INTIMATE 

PHYSICAL  FACTS 

has  wrecked 

many  an  otherwise 

happy  marriage 


Often  a  married  woman  has  no  one 
but  herself  to  blame  if  her  husband 
starts  losing  interest — 

False  modesty  may  have  kept  her 
from  consulting  her  Doctor.  Or  perhaps 
she  very  foolishly  has  followed  old- 
fashioned  and  wrong  advice  of  friends. 

If  only  young  wives  would  realize 
how  important  douching  two  or  three 
times  a  week  often  is  to  intimate 
feminine  cleanliness,  health,  charm 
and  marriage  happiness.  If  only  they'd 
learn  about  this  newer,  scientific 
method  of  douching  with — zonite. 

No  other  type  liquid  antiseptic-germicide 
tested  is  SO  POWERFUL  yet  SO  HARMLESS 

Up-to-date,  well-informed  women  no 
longer  use  old-fashioned,  weak  or 
dangerous  products. 

The  ZONITE  principle  is  truly  a 
miracle!  No  other  type  liquid  antisep- 


Zom'te 


FOR    NEWER 


/ 


eminine 


W 


lene 


tic-germicide  for  the  douche  of  all  those 
tested  is  so  powerful  yet  so  safe  to 
tissues.  Absolutely  non-poisonous,  non- 
burning,  non-irritating.  ZONITE  posi- 
tively contains  no  phenol,  no  bichlo- 
ride of  mercury,  no  creosote.  You  can 
use  ZONITE  as  directed  as  often  as 
needed  without  risk  of  injury. 

Zonite  Principle  Developed  By  Famous 
Surgeon  aod  Chemist 
ZONITE  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing  waste  substances.  Helps 
guard  against  infection.  It's  so  power- 
fully effective  no  germs  of  any  kind 
tested  have  ever  been  found  that  it 
will  not  immediately  kill  on  contact. 
You  know  it's  not  always  possible  to 
contact  all  the  germs  in  the  tract.  BUT 

YOU    CAN    BE    SURE   that    ZONITE    kills 

every  reachable  germ  and  keeps  them 
from  multiplying. 

Buy  a  bottle  of  zonite  todayt 

FREE!  NEW! 

For     amazing    enlightening    NEW 

Booklet  containing  frank  discussion 

of  intimate   physical  facts,   recently 

published  —  mail     this     coupon     to 

Zonite    Products,    Dept.    RM-77,    370 

Lexington  Ave.,   New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Name 

Address . — 

State 
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3  WAYS  BETTER  than 
ordinary  alcohol . . . 

1 .  leaves  the  skin  feeling 
smoother,  softer! 

2.  Helps  protect  against 
"Alcohol  Dry  Skin"! 

3.  Makes  massaging  eas- 
ier—fee/ the  difference/ 


TRY  NEW  MIFFLIN  as  an  after-bath 
rubdown  for  the  youngsters — for  your- 
self. Splash  it  on  freely !  Ah-h  .  .  .  how 
invigorating  ! 

Please  —  don't  confuse  New  Mifflin 
Rub  with  ordinary  rubbing  alcohol. 
Dermium  .  .  .  Mifflin's  new  "miracle 
ingredient"  .  .  .  makes  a  difference  you 
feel  instantly!  Dermium  aids  in  pre- 
venting absorption  of  natural  skin  oils. 

For  the  most  exhilarating  rubdown 
you've  ever  enjoyed,  try  New  Mifflin 
with  Dermium.  Use  it,  too,  to  cleanse 
nicks  and  cuts,  and  as  a  mild  sickroom 
antiseptic.  Plain,  and  scented  with  Pine, 
Wintergreen,  Lilac  or  Lavender. 

Don't  just  ask  for" Alcohol". . .  insist  on  genuine  New 

MIFFLIN 


ISOPROPYL   ALCOHOL 

-A' The  National  Rubdown! 
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several  minutes  to  find  out  what  he  was 
driving  at.  You  know,  Don,"  Al  mused, 
"Smith's  lived  here  at  least  twenty, 
twenty-five  years,  hasn't  he?  And  he 
still  can't  talk  decent  English  so  you 
can  understand  him.  Well,  anyway, 
as  I  was  saying,  I  finally  broke  in  and 
explained  that  while  I  knew  Rick  and 
Sam  were  veterans  they  weren't  the 
ones  that  wanted  to  buy  a  house — and 
even  if  one  of  them  did  I  couldn't  sell 
it  to  him  unless  he  was  married. 

"  'They're  my  sons,'  he  said.  'They 
live  in  the  house,  along  with  me  and 
the  wife.  And  they're  veterans.  So 
why  you  don't  sell  me  this  house?'  " 
Al  sighed.  "I  guess  I  was  pretty  short 
with  him  at  the  last,"  he  confessed.  "I 
had  to  be,  or  he'd  have  stayed  there 
arguing  all  night." 

"Well,"  I  said.  "Why  don't  you  sell 
him  one  of  the  houses,  Al?  You  could 
get  around  the  veteran  angle  all  right, 
if  you  wanted  to,  seeing  that  two  of  the 
boys  are  veterans." 

"IRE  you  kidding?"  Al  asked  irritably. 
it  "You  know  darned  well  if  I 
let  one  family  in  there'd  be  a  dozen 
more  coming  around,  wanting  to  get  in 
too.  And  none  of  our  own  kind  would 
want  to  live  here  then,  so  Oak  Knoll 

would  end  up  being  exclusively ." 

He  said  the  name  of  the  nationality  the 
Smiths  belonged  to.  I  don't  want  to 
write  it  down,  because  whether  it  was 
Italian  or  Polish,  Irish  or  Scandinavian, 
doesn't  really  matter.  It  just  happens 
that  in  Al's  town  there  is  one  particular 
nationality  there's  a  prejudice  against. 
It  may  be  a  different  nationality  in  the 
town  where  you  live.  Or  it  may  be  a 
matter  of  color.  As  I  said,  the  particu- 
lar kind  of  prejudice  isn't  important. 
It's  still  prejudice. 

I  saw  there  was  no  use  arguing  with 
Al,  and  I  couldn't  agree  with  him,  so  I 
said  nothing  at  all.  Perhaps  he  could 
see  what  I  was  thinking  in  my  face, 
because  he  went  on: 

"I  wish  it  hadn't  happened.  I  hated 
like  the  dickens  to  turn  him  down,  but 
what  else  could  I  do?  I've  got  a  lot  of 
money  tied  up  in  this  development— all 
I  own.  I've  figured  it  on  a  narrow 
margin  of  profit,  and  if  anything  hap- 
pens to  lower  the  value  of  each  house 
as  much  as  even  a  hundred  dollars  I'm 
going  to  lose  money.  Besides — I  want 
it  to  be  nice  out  here!" 

He  didn't  realize  it,  but  he  gave  him- 
self away  with  that  last  sentence.  He 
couldn't  imagine  anyplace,  being  nice 
if  it  included  a  family  bearing  that 
particular  kind  of  foreign  name. 

Yet — here  was  a  funny  thing.  I  re- 
membered an  afternoon  during  the  war 
when  Al  and  I  had  had  a  cup  of  coffee 
together  one  Saturday  afternoon.  Some- 
one had  said  something  slighting  about 
there  being  a  lot  of  people  of  that  par- 
ticular nationality  in  town.  And  Al 
had  lit  into  that  stranger  for  all  he  was 
worth. 

"Those  people  are  all  Americans!" 
he'd  said.  "They're  Americans,  and 
we're  proud  of  them,  and  glad  to  have 
them  living  here — every  one  of  them. 
They're  good,  loyal,  useful  citizens; 
their  boys  are  overseas  fighting  just  as 
hard  as  other  people's;  they  pay  their 
taxes  and  obey  the  laws  and  mind  their 
own  business.  I  don't  know  what  more 
you  can  ask  of  any  group  of  people." 

That  was  what  Al  had  said — but  here 
he  was,  doing  just  the  opposite.  I 
drove  back  home  feeling  depressed.  It 
depressed  me  all  the  more  because  I 
could  see  Al's  point  of  view.  Every- 
thing he'd  said  about  the  consequences 
of  letting  the  Smith's  have  one  of  the 
houses   was   perfectly   true.      It   would 
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hurt  Oak  Knoll,  make  it  a  less  desir- 
able place  to  live  in  the  eyes  of  a  good 
many  folks.    All  the  same 

Al  hadn't  heard  the  last  of  the  Smiths. 
I  got  the  story  from  Al  and  his  daugh- 
ter later.  A  day  or  so  after  that  Rick, 
the  younger  of  the  two  Smith  boys, 
came  around  to -the  office  to  talk  things 
over.  He  thought  that  perhaps,  being 
a  veteran,  he  could  make  some  kind  of 
a  deal  with  Al  where  his  father  couldn't. 

Al  wasn't  in  the  office  when  Rick 
came  in,  so  Miss  Miles,  his  secretary, 
told  the  young  fellow  to  sit  down  and 
wait.  Rick  obeyed,  and  he  hadn't  been 
there  ten  minutes  when  Ann,  Al's 
daughter,  walked  in.  She  glanced  at 
Rick  and  he  looked  up  at  her  and — 
something  happened.  Just  what  it  was 
nobody,  since  the  beginning  of  the 
world,  has  ever  been  able  to  explain. 

THE  telephone  rang  and  Miss  Miles, 
unaware  of  what  was  going  on  right 
there  in  front  of  her,  picked  it  up  and 
spoke  into  it.  Neither  Ann  nor  Rick 
heard  what  she  said  until  she  raised 
her  voice.  "Ann — it's  your  father.  He's 
out  at  Oak  Knoll  and  won't  be  back  in 
the  office  until  afternoon.  Do  you 
want  to  speak  to  him?" 

"What?"  Ann  started.  "Oh — oh  no, 
I  guess  not.  I  was  just  downtown,  and 
I  thought  I'd  drop  in  and  say  hello  to 
him  .  .  ."  She  shivered,  tearing  her 
eyes  away  from  Rick's  rapt  face.  Noth- 
ing like  this  had  ever  happened  to  her 
before.  "It  wasn't  important,"  she  said 
to  Miss  Miles. 

The  secretary  turned  to  Rick.  "I'm 
sorry,"  she  said.  "Something  came  up 
to  detain  Mr.  Tyler  out  at  the  Knoll. 
Could  you  come  back  later?" 

"Oh — sure."  Rick  stood  up.  Right 
now  nothing  mattered  except  getting 
to  know  this  girl. 

Ann  helped  him.  Impulsively,  she 
said,  "If  you  want  to  see  my  father, 
I — I  could  drive  you  out  to  the  Knoll. 
My  car's  right  outside." 

"Why — thanks,"  Rick  said.  "If  you're 
sure  it's  no  trouble — " 

They  spoke  politely,  like  two  chance 
acquaintances — but  the  politeness  was 
only  a  mask  for  what  both  were  think- 
ing.    "I  mustn't  lose  you!" 

Neither  of  them  remembered  to  say 
goodbye  to  Miss  Miles.  And  they 
never  did  get  to  Oak  Knoll.  At  the 
place  where  Ann  should  have  turned, 
Rick  said  suddenly,  "Don't.  I  mean — • 
can't  we  drive  on  out  into  the  country?" 

Ann,  lifting  her  eyes  from  the  road 
to  his  intent  face,  let  her  hands  rest  on 
the  wheel  without  making  any  move. 

It  was  a  day  full  of  magic.  Spring 
was  heavy  and  warm  on  the  earth,  and 
little  clouds  drifted  in  a  sky  that  had 
never  seemed  so  blue  to  Ann  and  Rick. 
They  bought  sandwiches  and  sodapop 
at  a  roadside  stand,  and  consumed 
them  sitting  on  a  grassy  bank  where 
their  only  witness  was  a  placid  cow 
in  the  field  beyond.     They  talked  and 
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talked,  as  if  they  had  to  learn  every- 
thing there  was  to  know  about  each 
other  right  away. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  they  drove 
back  to  town,  and  Ann  said,  "I'll  drop 
you  at  Dad's  office,  shall  I?  He's  surely 
back  there  by  now?'" 

Rick  didn't  answer  right  away.  Sud- 
denly, the  spell  of  the  day  was  brok- 
en. He  realized  that  he  was  in  love  with 
Ann,  and  that  just  because  he  loved  her 
he  couldn't  risk  being  involved  in  any 
unpleasantness  with  her  father.  He 
hadn't  gone  as  far  as  thinking  about 
marriage.  He  had  a  job  in  the  ice 
plant — this  was  his  day  off— and  some 
money  in  the  bank.  He  didn't  like  the 
job,  and  he  thought  that  perhaps  he 
could  borrow  some  more  money  and 
buy  a  small  truck  farm;  he'd  always 
liked  growing  things  and  was  good  at 
it.  At  any  rate,  if  anyone  was  going  to 
see  Al  Tyler  about  the  house,  it  would 
have  to  be  Sam — he  himself  couldn't, 
not  now. 

"No,"  he  said.  "It  wasn't  important." 
He  turned  to  Ann.  "I've  got  to  see  you 
again,"  he  said.    "Is  tonight  too  soon?" 

ANN'S  breath  caught.  Instinctively, 
she  knew  she  couldn't  let  her  father 
know  she  was  seeing  Rick — although 
another  part  of  her  mind  told  her  he 
would  have  to  know  it  eventually. 

"Tonight?  No,  it's  not  too  soon.  Rick. 
I'll — I'll  meet  you  somewhere." 

He  smiled — abruptly,  delightedly. 
"At  the  bus  stop  on  Fourth  and  Hull," 
he  said.     "What  time?" 

"About  eight." 

Without  saying  it  in  words,  they  had 
agreed  that  their  meetings  would  have 
to  be  secret.  But  after  a  week  of  this 
secrecy — after  they  had  whispered  their 
love  into  the  shadows  of  Ann's  car  as  it 
stood  parked  at  the  edge  of  a  little- 
travelled  country  lane — they  didn't  care 
any  longer. 

"This  is  silly,"  Ann  said  with  a  bra- 
vado she  didn't  really  feel.  "Come  on 
home  with  me,  Rick.  I'll  make  coffee, 
and  we'll  sit  around  and  talk — we 
needn't  tell  Dad,  just  yet,  that  we  want 
to  be  married  ..." 

"Do  you  think  he  can  look  at  us  and 
not  know  it?"  Rick  asked.  But  he  went 
with  her,  because  letting  Al  Tyler  see 
them  together  was  something  that  had 
to  be  done. 

That  was  a  bad  hour  all  three  of  them 
spent  in  the  comfortable  exoensively 
furnished  living  room  of  Al's  house.  Be- 
cause Rick  had  been  right.  The  min- 
ute Al  saw  them  together,  he  knew. 

At  last  Rick  stood  up  and  said  it  was 
time  for  him  to  go,  and  Al  said  heartily 
that  he  must  come  again  sometime. 
"I'm  always  glad  to  have  Ann  bring  her 
friends  here,"  he  said — desperately  try- 
ing to  make  Rick  just  a  friend. 

Ann  went  with  Rick  to  the  door. 
They  didn't  speak.  Rick  just  kissed 
her  once,  before  he  went. 

Slowly,  Ann  returned  to  the  living 
room.  Al  had  picked  up  a  magazine 
and  was  staring  at  its  open  pages — 
staring  blindly,  seeing  nothing  but  his 
own  fear. 

"Dad,"  she  said,  "why  don't  you  like 
Rick?" 

Al  lowered  the  magazine.  "Like 
him?"  he  hedged.  "What  makes  you 
say  that?  I  was  polite  to  him,  wasn't  I?" 

"Too  polite.  Dad." 

"I  was  surprised  to  see  you  with  him. 
He's  not  the  kind  of  boy  you  usually 
run  around  with.  I  didn't  know  you 
even  knew  him." 

A  deep  flush  spread  over  Ann's  face, 
"I've  known  him  a  week — I  met  him  in 
your  office."  She  stood  straighter.  "I  love 
him.  Dad.   We're  going  to  be  married." 
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Al  seemed  to  shrink  back  in  his  chair 
from  a  blow.  But  only  for  an  instant. 
He  leaned  forward.  "No,  you're  not," 
he  said  thickly.  "I  won't  allow  it.  I've 
given  you  every  advantage,  Ann,  and 
I  won't  let  you  throw  yourself  away  on 
a — a — " 

"A  what,  Dad?"  Ann  asked  when  he 
hesitated. 

So  he  told  her.  He  spoke  the  word 
for  Rick's  national  ancestry. 

Al  never  forgot  the  look  of  shame 
and  contempt  in  Ann's  eyes,  never  for- 
got the  tone  of  her  voice  when  she  said, 
"He's  not!     He's  an  American!" 

"Oh — yes,"  Al  said  confusedly.  "An 
American.  But  there  are  different 
kinds  of  Americans,  Ann.  I  haven't 
got  anything  against  Rick  personally. 
It's  just  that  his  family — they  aren't 
our  kind  of  people,  baby."  Frightened, 
he  was  pleading  with  her.  "You  don't 
know — you  don't  realize.  Has  he  taken 
you  to  meet  his  family?" 

"Why — no.    Not  yet." 

"Ah!"  Al  said  triumphantly.  "When 
he  does — if  he  does^you'll  see  they 
don't  like  the  idea  any  better  than  I 
do.  They're  clannish,  you  know.  They 
stick  to  their  own  kind." 

THAT  doesn't  prove  anything,"  Ann 
said,  but  she  was  shaken.  "We  don't 
care — Rick  doesn't  care — if  his  father 
and  mother  are  old-fashioned.  We  love 
each  other.  It's  nobody's  business  but 
ours!" 

"Wait  and  see,"  her  father  advised 
her  darkly.    "Just  wait  and  see!" 

All  this,  as  I  said,  happened  in  the 
spring  of  the  year.  Summer  came 
early,  with  a  hot  month  of  June.  Rick 
and  Ann  didn't  see  each  other  every 
evening  any  more.  They  had  laid  their 
plans  and  didn't  want  anyone — par- 
ticularly their  parents — to  know  what 
they  were.  On  one  of  his  days  off 
Rick  borrowed  a  car  and  took  a  look  at 
a  farm  that  was  for  sale,  a  small  place 
about  fifty  miles  away.  He  decided  it 
would  do,  and  went  to  the  bank  and 
applied  for  a  loan  big  enough  to  swing 
the  deal,  with  the  cash  he  already  had. 
Two  days  after  the  bank  notified  him 
the  loan  had  been  approved  he  bought 
the  farm — and  two  days  after  that  he 
and  Ann  went  in  Ann's  car  across  the 
state  line  and  were  married. 

That  was  on  July  the  second.  By  the 
third  the  news  of  the  elopement  was  all 
over  town.  What  made  it  twice  as  ex- 
citing to  most  people  was  the  fact  that 
Alvin  Tyler  was  scheduled  to  deliver 
the  principal  address  on  the  Fourth. 

That  meant  trouble  for  the  Commit- 
tee on  Arrangements  that  year,  because 
as  soon  as  the  word  came  that  Rick  and 
Ann  had  been  married  nobody  believed 
Al  Tyler  would  want  to  make  that 
speech.  I  was  over  in  town  that  after- 
noon and  Henry  Parks,  who  was  on  the 
Committee,  asked  me  if  I'd  talk  to  Al. 

"If  you'd  try  it,"  Henry  said,  "I  think 
you'd  get  results.  It'll  be  a  little  dif- 
ferent than  if  one  of  us  here  in  town 
talked  to  him.  You  and  he  have  always 
been  good  friends- — you're  the  best 
one  to  do  the  job." 

There  was  no  light  in  Al's  house  when 
I  went  up  the  front  steps — none  that  I 
could  see,  anyway.  I  rang  two  or  three 
times,  but  there  wasn't  any  answer,  and 
finally  I  tried  the  door.  It  opened  un- 
der my  hand  and  I  walked  in. 

He  was  there,  in  the  living  room — sit- 
ting in  the  dark  beside  the  window, 
looking  out  at  the  street. 

"Al,"  I  said,  "it's  me — Don  McNeill." 

"Hello,  Don,"  he  said,  not  moving. 

"I'm  sorry  to  disturb  you,  Al,"  I  said, 
coming  a  little  farther  into  the  room. 
There  was  something  almost  frighten- 
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ing  in  the  way  he  sat  there,  so  still  and 
defeated.  "But  I  hear  the  Committee's 
wondering  about  tomorrow." 

"Tomorrow?" 

"Yes — your  speech.  Are  you  going 
to  make  it?" 

"Oh'— the  Fourth  of  July."  From  the 
way  he  spoke  I  knew  he  had  forgotten 
all  about  it.  "How  can  I,  Don?  You 
know — what's  happened?" 

"Well  yes,  I  do  know,  but  do  you 
think  that  ought  to  make  any  dif- 
ference, Al?    The  kids  are  in  love." 

He  interrupted  me.  "That's  where 
I  got  caught.  Ever  since  Ann  was  born 
I've  wanted  her  to  have  everything. 
When — when  Elsie  died,  I  promised  her 
I'd  take  care  of  Ann.    And  I've  failed." 

"Don't    say    it,    Al!"    I    said   sharply. 

"You  didn't  even  know  you  were 
prejudiced  against  people  of  Rick's  an- 
cestry," I  told  him.  "It  only  came  out 
into  the  open  when  your  pocketbook 
was  threatened,  and  again  when  your 
love  for  Ann  was  threatened.  But  you 
just  admitted  yourself  that  if  preju- 
dice hadn't  kept  you  from  letting  the 
Smiths  have  a  house  Rick  and  Ann 
probably  would  never  have  met.  You 
wouldn't  have  lost  her  to  him." 

"Yes — that's  true — " 

"pUT  don't  you  see,  Al — it's  only 
V  prejudice,  again,  that  makes  you 
think  you  have  lost  her!  If  she'd  mar- 
ried— "  and  I  mentioned  the  names  of 
a  couple  of  young  fellows  I'd  heard  Ann 
mention,  "if  she'd  married  one  of  them 
instead  of  Rick,  you'd  be  contented 
enough,  wouldn't  you — you  wouldn't 
say  that  you'd  failed?" 

"No — no." 

"Yet  you  haven't  a  thing  against  Rick 
except  that  his  father  and  mother 
weren't  born  in  this  country.  That's 
prejudice,  Al.  And  it's  making  you 
suffer,  more  than  Rick.  He  has  Ann. 
You've  got  nothing  except  bitterness." 

I'd  said  enough.  If  he  didn't  under- 
stand— if  he  didn't  believe  me — now, 
he  never  would.  "How  about  it,  Al?" 
I  asked.     "About  tomorrow,  I  mean." 

"I — I  don't  know.  You  think  I 
should  make  the  speech?"  He  sounded 
worried,  uncertain. 

"I  think  it'd  be  good  for  you  if  you 
did.  Good  for  all  the  folks  in  town, 
too.  It'd  show  them  you  aren't  letting 
Ann's  marriage  to  Rick  make  any  dif- 
ference to  you.  And  there  couldn't  be 
any  better  time  than  the  Fourth  of  July 
for  you  to  prove  to  everybody  you  be- 
lieve in  what  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence says.  You  do  believe  it, 
don't  you?"  I  asked,  though  I  knew  he 
hadn't,  and  maybe  still  didn't. 

"Believe  in  the  Declaration  of  In- 
pendence?"  he  asked,  puzzled  and  a 
little  angry.  "Why — of  course.  That 
is—" 

I  quoted  part  of  it  to  him.  "  'We 
hold  these  truths  to  be  self-evident — 
that  all  men  are  created  equal;  that  they 
are  endowed  by  their  Creator  with 
certain  unalienable  rights;  that  among 
these  are  life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit 
of  happiness!'  " 

After  a  little  silence  Al  stood  up.  "I'll 
make  the  speech,"  he  said  quietly. 
"Thanks,  Don,  for  coming  around." 

That  was  a  year  ago  this  coming 
Fourth  of  July.  Since  then,  the  Smiths 
have  moved  into  their  new  house  in 
Oak  Knoll — where  property  values 
haven't  gone  down  at  all  as  a  result.- 
Ann  has  just  had  her  first  baby,  and  Al 
Tyler  swears  there  never  was  a  baby 
quite  so  wonderful.  He's  wrong,  but 
nobody  tells  him  so. 

I  expect  I'll  read  the  Declaration  over 
again  this  Fourth,  sometime  during  the 
day.     It  won't  do  me  any  harm. 
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You  Know  What 
the  Moon  Does 

{Continued  from  page  41) 

of  Mrs.  Anderson's  eyes  boring  into  the 
back  of  his  neck.  He  hardly  dared 
breathe — let  alone  look  at  the  pretty 
Anderson  daughter  snuggling  so  close 
to  him. 

What  should  he  do?  He  had  to  plan. 
How  could  he  rescue  Mrs.  Anderson 
from  danger  and  make  her  realize  what 
an  intrepid  fellow  he  was  at  heart? 
Dennis  breathed  in  the  cologne  from 
Mildred's  hair — but,  though  it  made  his 
heart  beat  faster,  it  only  confused  his 
mind  more  than  ordinarily. 

He  tried  t^  think  of  all  the  possi- 
bilities .  .  .  but  it  seemed  pretty  hope- 
less. If  a  tramp  should  ever  have  the 
nerve  to  bother  Mrs.  Anderson,  Dennis 
was  quite  sure  she  could  handle  the 
situation  much  more  forcefully  than  he 
could.  Could  he  rescue  her  from  drown- 
ing? He  knew  she  hadn't  planned  to  go 
swimming  but — maybe — if  he  could 
persuade  her  to  come  close  to  the  brook 
and  if  he  stood  behind  her  and  gave  a 
little  push — Dennis  shivered.  The  idea 
had  possibilities.  But  if  it  didn't  work 
out  or  she  guessed  that  he  had  pushed 
her — there  were  other  possibilities— of 
her  committing  assault  and  mayhem  on 
one  Dennis  Day — that  he  hated  to  think 
about. 

He  was  still  casting  about  for  the 
foolproof  idea  when  they  reached  the 
picnic  spot.  It  was  a  lovely  place — 
green  grass  and  flowers  and  mossy 
banks.  Or,  rather,  it  would  have  been 
a  lovely  place  if  only  he  and  Mildred 
were  there — alone.  He  looked  at  her 
fondly  and  caught  her  wistful  sigh  in 
return. 

"lifELL!  Dennis  Day — are  you  going  to 
'•  stand  around  with  that  stupid  look 
on  your  face  all  day?  Here — help  me  to 
put  down  this  steamer  rug  so  I  can  sit. 
Find  a  good  place  for  it." 

Dennis  obediently  took  the  rug  and 
hunted  for  the  grassiest,  softest  place  he 
could  find. 

"There — how's  that,  Mrs.  Anderson?" 
He  pulled  the  rug  carefully  into  place 
and  helped  her  lower  herself  slowly 
onto  it.  "You  look  just  perfect  sitting 
there — like  a  circus  tent  when  it's 
pegged  down." 

"Dennis!" 

"Oh — I'm  sorry,  Mrs.  Anderson.  I 
didn't  mean — I  mean — can't  I  help  you 
lay  out  the  food,  Mildred?"  He  grabbed 
for  the  box  of  sandwiches,  took  one 
step  forward,  stubbed  his  toe  on  a  pro- 
truding tree-root  and  sat  down,  heavily. 
Right  in  the  middle  of  the  chocolate 
cake. 

"Dennis!" 

"How  could  you  be  so  clumsy?" 

"I  don't  know — "  dejectedly — "it  just 
seems  to  come  easy  to  me."  Moodily  he 
wiped  chocolate  frosting  off  his  clothes 
and  contemplated  the  future.  Things 
were  certainly  getting  off  to  a  bad  start. 
He  had  insulted  Mrs.  Anderson  and 
ruined  one  of  her  best  layer  cakes — all 
in  the  first  ten  minutes.  What  could  he 
do  to  make  up  for  his  mistakes?  Some- 
how he  had  to  make  a  good  impression 
on  her  this  afternoon! 

And  for  a  little  while  it  seemed  as  if 
his  hopes  might  come  true.  Mrs.  An- 
derson wanted  a  lot  of  attention  and  a 
multitude  of  details  taken  care  of — 
more  mustard  on  her  ham  sandwich  and 
more  salt  on  the  potato  salad  and  more 
this  and  more  that  and  her  sunglasses 


NO   DULL 
DRAB   HAIR 

when  You  Use  This  Amazing 

4  Purpose   Rinse 

LOVALON,  simple  and  quick  to  use  after 
a  shampoo,  does  these  4  things  to  give 
YOUR  hair  glamour  and   beauty: 

1.  Brings   out   lustrous   highlights. 

2.  Adds  a  rich,  natural  tint  to  hair. 

3.  Rinses  away  shampoo  or  soap  film. 

4.  Leaves  hair  soft,  easy  to  manage. 
LOVALON  does  not  permanently  dye  or 
bleach  —  merely  tints  the  hair  as  it  rinses. 
Comes  in  12  flattering  shades.  Try  Lovalon. 

At  stores  which  sell  toilet  goods 
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HEADACHE  POWDER 
WITHOUT  A  DELAY 

"BC"  for  quick  relief 
from  HEADACHES 
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INVISIBLE  HEMMING 

>^^^Sr  AS  YOUR  WACHINE  CAN  Sf  j^ 


GREATEST    INVENTION 

SINCE    THE 
SEWING     MACHINE 


WITH  THE  MAGIC  FINGER 


SAVES  TIME!     SAVES  MONEY! 

Gives  Home  Sewing  a  Professional  Look! 

Say  goodbye  to  costly  alterations . . .  and  forget 
the  nuisance  of  trying  to  keep  blind  stitches 
from  showing.  It's  easy  with  Miracle  STITCH 
MASTER,  the  amazing  invention  that  doubles 
the  value  of  your  sewing  machine.  Enables  it, 
at  last,  to  do  the  entire  sewing  job — from  blind 
collar  seams  to  blind  skirt  hems,  as  well  as  any 
sewing  job  that  calls  for  hidden  or  invisible 
stitching.  Comes  to  you  completely  assembled, 
all  ready  to  attach  as  easy  as  plugging  in  a 
toaster.  Miracle  STITCH  MASTER  gives  you 
trim,  tailored  hems,  professional-looking  cuffs 
and  edges  in  speedy  minutes.  Don't  delay! 
Order  yours  today! 
Actually  Makes  Your  Sewing  ^ 
Machine  Twice  as  Valuable  A 
Easily  Pays  For   Itself   At   This 

Amazing  Low  Price! 
You  Get  to  Keep  This  Valuable  Book 
"HOW  TO  SEW  SO  EASY"  Ct^^fb 

Yes,  if  you  are  not  simply  delighted 
with  your  Stitch  Master,  you  may 
return  it  for  a  full  refund,  and  keep 
the  book  absolutely  free  as  a  reward 
l^easJiiUv'Wui  I    ,Qf  yoyj  interest. 
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BLONDE  HAIR  KEPT 
LIGHT  WITH  NEW 
SPECIAL  SHAMPOOl 


Blonde  hair  is  always  attractive.  But  everyone  knows 

that  blonde  hair  has  a  tendency  to  darken,  streak  or 

fade  as  one  grows  older.  When  this  happens,  blonde 

hair  is  far  from  pleasing.  Now  blondes  may  keep  hair 

beautifully  light  and  sparkling  always  —  and  without 

the  least  bit  of  trouble!  Simply  use  BLONDEX,  the 

R  new  shampoo  made  specially  for  light  hair.  It  not  only 

1^         keeps  light  hair  from  darkening,  but  makes  darkened, 

faded  hair  shades  lighter.  Makes  hair  fluffy,  silky.  Fine 

for  scalp.   Safe  to  use,   fine  for  children's   hair.   Try 

BLONDEX,   the  world's   largest  selling  blonde  hair 

100    shampoo,  tonight;  at  10c,  drug  and  department  stores. 


cleaned  and  her  jacket  folded  and  put 
into  the  car  and  her  knitting  bag 
brought  to  her.  Dennis  was  kept  run- 
ning. And,  by  some  miracle,  he  did 
nothing  wrong.  There  was  no  sand  in 
the  sandwiches  he  brought  her;  he 
spilled  no  salt;  he  broke  no  glasses;  the 
knitting  ball  failed  to  unravel  in  his 
hands.  Almost  he  caught  himself  say- 
ing, "Yes,  dear"  just  as  Mr.  Anderson 
did,  as  he  panted  around  on  her  errands. 

As  for  that  gentleman — he  stretched 
himself  out  on  the  rug  and  gratefully 
winked  at  Dennis.  And  from  the  other 
side  of  the  picnic  cloth,  Mildred  smiled 
her  approval.  Everything  was  going 
fine  .  .  .  there  was  almost  a  family 
atmosphere  with  Dennis,  for  once, 
included. 

Then  it  happened.  Mrs.  Anderson 
began  to  fidget.  She  Ihifted  position 
uncomfortably. 

"Can  I  bring  you  a  pillow?"  Dennis 
asked,  solicitously. 

"Never  mind."  ■  But  she  sounded 
puzzled.  She  fidgeted  some  more — she 
jerked,  nervously  —  she  bounced — she 
slapped  at  her  legs — and  then  she 
jumped  to  her  feet  with  a  yell — 

"IIENNIS  DAY!  You  brainless,  addle- 
W  pated,  stupid  idiot!  You  did  that  on 
purpose!  You  put  that  rug  down  there 
for  me  to  sit  on  right  on  top  of  an  ant 
hill!"  She  brushed  furiously  at  herself, 
and  with  all  the  energy  she  had  left,  she 
loudly  berated  the  hapless  Dennis.  He 
was  a  moron!  He  was  a  cruel,  conniv- 
ing, sinister  character  who  had  lured 
her  out  there  to  sit  on  ant  heaps  and  be 
bitten!  He  had  the  nerve  to  want  to 
marry  Mildred — she  wouldn't  have  a 
son-in-law  who  would  probably  mur- 
der them  all  in  their  beds  someday! 

There  was  no  stopping  her.  Herbert 
tried  to  calm  her  down  with  his  "Now, 
lover  girl,"  and  his  "Now,  Poopsie" — 
but  it  didn't  work.  Dennis  took  refuge 
behind  a  tree,  while  Mildred  moved  the 
rug  to  a  safer  and  antless  place. 

" — I  won't  stay  here  to  be  tortured 
alive!  We're  going  home!"  Mrs.  Ander- 
son refused  to  be  seated.  "We're  going 
right  back  and  Herbert  will  drive  the 
car.  I  couldn't  trust  my  life  in  the 
hands  of  that  nincompoop  again!"  She 
started  majestically  for  the  car,  and 
then  stopped.  "But  first  I  want  some 
of  those  lovely  leaves  over  there,  to  fill 
the  vases  at  home.  Herbert!  come  here 
and  help  me  pick  them!" 

Dennis  stuck  his  head  out  from  be- 
hind the  bush,  timidly.  "Gee,  Mrs.  An- 
derson— I   wouldn't — " 

"Don't  speak  to  me!  I  know  you 
wouldn't!  And  I  wouldn't  trust  you  to 
pick  a  dandelion  for  me!  You'd  prob- 
ably get  poison  oak  instead!" 

"But  that's  what — " 

"Silence!"  she  thundered.  And  he 
subsided,  meekly. 

Mildred  stayed  behind  with  Dennis, 
as  her  parents  moved  toward  the  low 
bushes  and  began  to  gather  armloads 
of  branches  and  leaves. 

She  turned  a  hopeless  face  to  his  own 
woe  begone  one.  "Oh,  Dennis,  every- 
thing's turned  out  wrong.  Now  Mother 
is  madder  than  ever  at  you  and  she'll 
never  let  us  be  alone.  She  thinks  you're 
stupid  and  she'll  never  let  me  marry 
you.  Poor  Mother — all  bitten  up  by 
those  nasty  ants!" 

"Poor  little  ants  trying  to  bite — " 

"Dennis!  Don't  you  dar^  say  such  a 
thing." 

He  sat  down  beside  her  and  looked 
at  her,  adoringly. 

"You're  so  pretty  when  your  eyes 
flash  like  that,  Mildred.  And  you're 
so  clever  and  smart.  Do  you  think  you 
could  ever  make  a  success  out  of  me?" 
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Don't   mistake   eczema 
for  the   stubborn,    ugl 
embarrassinq  scaly  ak    _ 
disease  Psoriasis    Apply  ' 
non-staining    Dermoii. 
Thousands    do    for    scaly 
Bpots    on   body    or    scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after  ' 
years    of    suffering,    report 

the    scales   have    Eone.    the  

red  patches  ^raduaUy  disappeared  and  "^^am^l^^  i 
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  a^in.  Dermoii 
Is  used  by  many  doctors  and  1b  backed  by  a  positive  at. 
ment  to  ^ive  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  Is  l 
funded  without  question.  Send  lOc  (stamps  or  coin)  for 
Kenerous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test". 
Test  it  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  fo* 
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SMART  SIMULATED 

DIAMOND  RINGS 

Sl>95  b%  for  S3a5ll 

You  will  love  to  wear  these 
beautiful  Engagement  and  Wed- 
ding rings,  set  with  sparkling 
simulated  diamonds,  a  perfect 
reproduction  of  genuine  di*H 
mond  rings.  You  may  have  the 
rings  in  yellow  Gold-plate  or 
Sterling  Silver. 

Send    No   Money 
Just    send    name,    address    and 
ring  size.  Pay  postman  on  de- 
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BeanARTIS 


LEARN    AT    HOME    IN    YOUR    SPARE 

Trained    artists    are    capable   of    earning    *SO, 
$60,    $75    a    week.    By    our    practical    method 
we  teach  you  COMMERCIAL  ART,    DESIGNING  . 
and    CARTOONING    all    in    ONE    course.      FREE' 
BOOK— "Art   for    Pleasure    &   Profit"    describes  g 
training  and  opportunities  in  art.    STATE  AGE. 
Training  Available   Under  "G./."  Bill 

STUDIO   867  H,   WASHINGTON   SCHOOL   OF   ART 
1115— 15th   ST.,   N.   W.,   WASHINGTON   5,    D.  C. 

LEG     SUFFERERS 

Why  continue  to  suffer  without  attempt- 
ing to  do  something?  Write  today  for  New 
Booklet— "THE  LIEPE  METHODS  FOB 
HOME  USE."  It  tells  about  Varicose 
Ulcers  and  Open  Leg  Sores.  Liepe  Methods 
used  while  you  walk.  More  than  40  years  of 

success.     Praised    and    en-       

dorscd  by  multitudes. 

LIEPE  METHODS,  3284  N.Green  Bay  Ave.  | 
Dept.  G-12,  Milwaukee,  Wisconsin 
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Callouses 


Doctor's  Speedy  Relief 

You'll  quickly  forget  you  have 
painful  callouses,  burning  or 
tenderness  on  the  bottom  of 
your  feet,  when  you  apply  Dr. 
SchoU's  Zino-pads.  Thin,  soft, 
wonderfully  soothing,  cushion- 
ing, protective.  Separate  Medi- 
cations included  for  quickly  re- 
moving callouses.  Get  a  box 
today.  C!o8t  but  a  trifle. 


D-Scholls  lino-pads 


Row  Plastic    Surgery   easily 
takes  years  off   the   prema> 
turely   ag'ed    face,    quickly 
reshapes    an    ugrly     nose 
and  corrects  other  facial 
blemishes    Is    told    and 
illustrated  with   88  be* 
fore-and-after  plcturea 
In     fascinating     book. 
YOUR  NEW   FACE  13 
YOUR       FORTUNE, 
written    by    famou* 
Plastic     Surg-eon. 
YourSf      post-    or* 
paid  in  plain    /hP 
wrapper— only   tUU 

FRANKLIN  HOUSE  Puh\\sher$ 
629  Drexel  BIdg.  Philadelphia,  Pa.  Dept.  3.F 
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She  sighed.  "Of  course.  They  say 
nothing's  impossible  these  days.  Sci- 
entists can  even  revive  people  after 
they're  dead — and  you're  still  living!" 
She  rested  her  chin  in  her  hands  and 
looked  soberly  at  the  two  figures  who 
were  stripping  the  bushes  and  vines, 
carrying  armloads  to  the  car — Mrs.  An- 
derson looking  like  an  invading  battle- 
ship intent  on  carrying  out  a  raid — Mr. 
Anderson,  like  a  little  tug  trying  to 
maneuver  around  the  big  ship.  "But 
you  won't  be  living.  And  to  think  that 
you  were  going  to  rescue  her  from  some 
great  danger  and  make  her  grateful — 
what's  that — -.'" 

That  was  a  yell,  loud  and  long,  that 
pierced  the  rural  peace  and  quiet — 
again  and  again.  It  was  Mrs.  Anderson 
and  she  screamed  without  stopping, 
throwing  her  burden  of  leaves  into  the 
^ir  and  standing,  rooted,  stock-still  and 
pointing,  looking  with  horrified  eyes  at 
something  on  the  ground. 

"It's  a  snake!  Herbert — Mildred — 
oh!!" 

But  it  was  Dennis  who  reached  her 
first  and  saw  the  tiny,  harmless  little 
garter  snake  at  her  feet. 

Here  was  his  chance.  Now  he  could 
rescue  her  from  danger  and  be  a  hero 
in  her  eyes — now  she  would  realize 
what  kind  of  a  man  he  was — 

"It's  all  right,  Mrs.  Anderson."  He 
struck  a  dauntless  pose  and  spoke  fear- 
lessly. "I'll  save  you — look!"  And 
picking  up  a'  stick  he  bent  dov/n  and  in- 
serted it  under  the  pretty  little  green- 
and-gold  wiggler.  Triumphantly,  he 
raised  it  aloft  on  the  stick.  "See — -I'm 
not  afraid.  Dennis  Day  isn't  afraid  of 
anything!  Even  the  jungle  holds  no 
terrors  for  a  man  like  me!  I  can  look 
a  wild  beast  straight  in  the  eye  and 
calm  his  savage  nature — I  can — " 

BUT  the  little  snake  somehow  must 
have  missed  Dennis'  eye.  Or  else  he 
had  plans  all  his  own.  Or  maybe  Mrs. 
Anderson  looked  more  terra  firma  to 
him  than  the  slender  stick  that  was  his 
only  support  in  the  air.  Whatever  it 
was,  he  gave  another  wiggle  and  was 
off  the  stick — straight  for  Mrs.  Ander- 
son. 

For  a  moment  there  was  bedlam  as 
she  leaped  back  with  remarkable  agility 
for  one  of  her  size — leaped  and  shrieked 
and  yelled.  Then  she  sat  down,  hard. 
With  Herbert  fanning  her  on  one  side 
and  Mildred  shooing  the  snake  away 
on  the  other,  it  was  a  full  moment  be- 
fore she  could  get  enough  breath  to 
speak. 

"Murderer!  Get  me  away  from  here, 
Herbert — we're  not  safe  with  him!  Mil- 
dred, I  forbid  you  to  have  anything  to 
do  with  that  man!  And  you'll  move 
out  of  our  house  tonight,  Dennis  Day. 
I  wouldn't  trust  you  not  to  bring  cobras 
and  pythons  and  boa  constrictors  right 
into  the  house  .  .  .  you  and  your  jungle 
beasts!    Take  me  home." 

And  with  the  other  two  supporting 
her  and  Dennis  trailing  abjectly,  be- 
hind, they  moved  toward  the  car. 

"You'll  have  to  sit  in  back,  Mildred. 
Move  those  branches  down  to  the  seat 
of  the  car.  Herbert,  you'll  sit  up  here 
in  front  with  me  and  drive  the  car  and 
protect  me  from  that — that  monster. 
He'll  have  to  sit  in  the  back  seat  but 
we'll  pile  those  leaves  between  him  and 
Mildred  so  he  can't  harm  her.  Get  in 
there,   Dennis!" 

"But,  Mrs.  Anderson,  I  don't  want  to 
sit — " 

"Do  as  I  say!" 

"But — all   those   leaves — " 

"Do  as  I  say!" 

"But — it's  poison  oak!" 
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ere^s  the  story  behind  the  headlines 
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N  RITA  HAY  WORTH 


"Are  you  going  to  marry  David  Niven  after  you 
divorce  Orson  Welles?"  Louella  Parsons  asked 
in  an  exclusive  interview  with  Rita  Hayworth. 
And  Ritas  answer — frank  and  startling — appears 
in  the  new  July  PHOTOPLAY. 

READ  "It's  Like  This,  Louella" by  Louella  O.  Parsons 


And  Dont  Miss  Any  Of  These  Other 
Hollywood  Highlights  In  The  Big  July 
PHOTOPLAY    .   .   . 

"The  Affairs  of  Peck" — A  natural,  behind- 
the-scenes   visit   with   the  gifted  Gregory. 

"The  G.E.T.  Girl" — About  Gene  Tierney, 
whose  initials  spell  out  her  accomplish- 
ments. 

"Hollywood  Tour"  —  An  excursion 
through  the  world's  film  capital  with 
Larry  Parks  and  his  wife. 

"The  Lie" — A  secret  chapter  from  the 
life  of  that  grand  Guy  Madison. 

"I  Like  It  Here" — Joan  Caulfield  con- 
ducts a  check-up — on  herself,  Hollywood, 
etc. 

"My  Romance  With  Evelyn  Keyes" — JVon- 
derful  wishful  thinking  on  the  part  of 
columnist  Sidney  Skolsky. 

"Two  Men  In  Manhattan" — Frank  Sinatra 
and  Pete  Lawford  "on  the  town." 


"Three  Wishes  Had  Esther"  —  About 
Esther  Williams,  who  never  wished  for 
a  movie  career. 

"Photolife  of  Lizabeth  Scott" — Pages  of 
candid  photos  showing  Liz  "in  training" 
for  success. 

"Wonderful  Life  With  Donna" — An  inti- 
mate feature  about  home  life  with  Donna 
Reed. 

"Living   In    A    Big    Wqy" — Candid   shots 
of  Gene  Kelly  dancing  with  a  statue. 
"Summer     Performance" — Anita     Colby's 
beauty   tips  for   torrid   temperatures. 
PLUS  ... 

5  pages  of  summer  fashions  modelled  by 
Lina     Romay,     Veronica     Lake,     Louise 
Allbrilton. 
AND  .  .  . 

Thrilling  four-color  photos  of  Rita  Hay- 
worth,  Gregory  Peck,  Gene  Tierney,  Larry 
Parks,  Guy  Madison,  Joan  Caulfield,  Eve- 
lyn Keyes,  and  Virginia  Mayo 


ALL  IN  JULY 


PHOTOPLAY 


ON  SALE  NOW !     GET  YOUR  COPY  TODAY !        n 


Listen  To  "Hollywood  Tour"  Every  Monday  Thru 
Friday  Over  The  Stations  Of  The  American  Broad- 
casting Company.  See  Your  Newspaper  For  Time 
And  Station. 
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USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 


IHTERy*TE  STOKES  CO^  Ine,  Dept  II 
Owensboro,  Ky. 
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Silence  fell  on  all  of  them  as  they 
stared  at  him.  For  once,  Mrs.  Anderson 
was  speechless. 

"I  tried  to  tell  you.  You  wouldn't 
listen." 

Mildred  backed  him  up.  "He  did, 
Mother.  He  tried  to  tell  you  not  to  pick 
them.  He  said  he  wouldn't."  And  even 
the  silent  Herbert  for  once  plucked  up 
enough  courage  to  add  his  meek  voice. 

"That's  right.  Lover  Girl.  He  did  try 
to  warn  us." 

It  seemed  incredible  to  Dennis,  but 
for  once  Mrs.  Anderson  was  at  a  loss 
for  words.  She  was  completely  non- 
plussed. She  just  looked  at  the  others, 
but  her  usual  belligerence  had  faded 
to  a  horrified  uneasiness.  Visions  of  her- 
self and  Herbert  picking  all  those  nasty 
leaves,  cradling  them  in  their  arms, 
rubbing  them  up  against  their  chins  as 
they  carried  them  to  the  car,  filling 
every  inch  of  car  seats  with  them — and 
the  worst  of  it  was  that,  for  once,  she 
couldn't  hlame  Dennis! 

When  at  last  she  could  speak,  it  was 
in  a  stutter. 

"But — but — what  can  we  do?" 

DENNIS  thought  furiously.  He  had  read 
something  just  recently  and  if  he 
could  only  remember  what  it  was!  It 
was  in  that  old  almanac  that  Mr.  Wil- 
loughby  kept  in  the  drug  store — 

"I've  got  it!  I  remember  now  ...  it 
was  an  old  Indian  remedy  for  poison 
oak.  Look — you  take  that  wet  mud  from 
the  brook  and  mix  it  with  some  kind 
of  roots — come  on,  folks — follow  me 
and  I'll  show  you!" 

It  was  against  their  better  judgments, 
but  Mrs.  Anderson  was  in  no  mood  to 
object  to  anything.  An  old  Indian 
remedy  sounded  better  than  nothing;  in 
fact,  it  sounded  hopeful.  And  with  just 
the  right  touch  of  magic  to  send  Mrs. 
Anderson  and  Herbert  and  Mildred 
scrambling  down  to  the  brook,  digging 
into  the  wet  mud,  mixing  it  hurriedly 
with  the  roots  of  various  plants  that 
Dennis  seemed  to  be  pulling  up  at 
random.  Mrs.  Anderson  could  hardly 
wait  for  Dennis  to  pronounce  it  the  cor- 
rect mixture  before  she  was  slapping  it 
all  over  her  face  and  arms. 

Herbert  followed  suit.  In  a  few  min- 
utes, with  the  mud  rapidly  caking  over 
their  faces  and  hands,  the  two  of  them 
looked  the  end  men  in  a  minstrel  show. 

"Comlong,  Mildith — "  Mrs.  Anderson 
was  finding  it  difficult  to  speak  plainly 
,with  the  mask  on  her  face — "we'd 
bether  get  home." 

But  Mildred  shook  her  head,  sweetly. 
"You  wouldn't  want  Dennis  and  me  to 
get  poisoned,  too,  would  you.  Mother? 
We  might  touch  those  leaves — or  we 
might  get  it  from  the  car  seats,  them- 
selves. You  wouldn't  want  us  to  run 
any  risk,  would  you?  Dennis  and  I  had 
better  walk  home.   It's  only  five  miles." 

From  behind  the  mud  Mrs.  Anderson 
glared  impotently.  Five  miles!  That 
her  daughter  and  that  Dennis  Day 
should  be  alone— all  that  time,  walking 
through  the  twilight,  hand  in  hand — 
she  groaned  to  herself.  This  was  too 
much !  But  there  was  nothing  she  could 
do  about  it.  Mildred  was  right.  Her 
daughter  couldn't  be  exposed  to  that 
awful  stuff.  And,  right  now,  more  than 
anything  else,  Mrs.  Anderson  wanted 
to  get  home  quickly.  The  poison  oak — 
or  the  mud — was  beginning  to  make  her 
itch. 

Herbert  had  flung  the  offensive 
branches  out  of  the  front  seat  of  the 
car  so  there  was  nothing  left  for  her 
to  do  but  climb  in  beside  him — glare 
once  more  at  Dennis — and  then  off  they 
drove,    a    grim    and   fearsome    sight. 
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Left  behind,  Dennis  and  Mildred 
looked  at  each  other. 

"Gee — "  he  was  dazed  at  the  sudden- 
ness of  it — "Gee,  we're  alone  at  last! 
It's  five  miles  to  town  and  I  get  to  walk 
all  those  five  miles  with  you.  And  if 
we  take  our  time  there  will  be  a  moon 
coming  up  in  an  hour  and  you  know 
what  the  moon  does  to  two  people  in 
love — " 

"Yes,  Dennis,"  she  prompted,  quickly, 
"what  does  the  moon  do  to  people  in 
love?  You're  so  bold  and  masterful, 
you'll  probably  even  try  to  kiss  mel" 

He  swallowed  a  couple  of  times.  "I 
am?  I'm  masterful?  Oh,  golly — Mildred 
- — you  don't  have  to  worry.  I  promise 
I  won't  take  advantage  of  you!"  They 
started  walking  and  he  quite  missed 
the  girl's  tiny  sigh  of  despair. 

And  so  the  two  of  them  strolled  hap- 
pily, contentedly,  into  the  gathering 
dusk.  The  moon  came  up,  its  silvery 
light  making  a  broad  pathway  for  their 
feet  as  they  crossed  meadow  and  road 
and  hill.  Once  there  was  a  fence  to 
climb  over  and  Dennis  was  in  seventh 
heaven.  Mildred  had  to  hold  his  hand 
to  help  him  over! 

They  talked.  Now  everything  would 
be  different  around  the  Anderson 
household.  Surely  Mildred's  mother 
had  seen  what  a  sterling  character 
Dennis  showed  in  emergencies!  For 
once  he  had  saved  the  day.  He  had 
risen  to  the  occasion.  He  had  shown 
her  he  was  smart — he  knew  poison  oak 
when  he  saw  it!  And  he  had  remem- 
bered that  Indian  remedy  and  surely 
Mrs.  Anderson  would  be  eternally 
grateful  to  him.  Now  they  could  almost 
consider  themselves  engaged,  and  when 
Mr.  Wilioughby  gave  him  a  raise,  may- 
be they  could  be  married.  Dennis  was 
getting  nine  dollars  a  week  now — per- 
haps in  a  few  years  he'd  be  making  ten. 

THEY  came  at  last  to  the  Anderson 
boarding  house.  Their  feet  were  tired, 
but  their  spirits  were  soaring.  It  was 
dark  on  the  porch  and  Mildred  hesi- 
tated just  a  little,  her  hand  on  the  door- 
knob. Dennis  was  so  close  to  her — 
maybe   if  she   leaned   a    little   closer — 

But — suddenly — the  door  was  yanked 
open  from  the  other  side.  Light  from 
the  hallway  streamed  out  onto  the 
porch,  silhouetting  the  Amazon-like 
figure  that  stood  there  in  the  opening, 
warlike,  arms  akimbo. 

For  some  reason,  Dennis'  heart  sank 
down  to  his  boots. 

"Aha!  So  there  you  are  at  last  .  .  . 
you  idiot  .  .  .  you  Dennis  Day!" 

"But,  Mother—" 

Mrs.  Anderson  brushed  aside  the  in- 
terruption. 

"Poison  oak,  indeed!  A  numbskull 
that  can't  tell  the  difference  between  a 
sumac  branch  and  a  poison  oak  leaf! 
Frightening  us  out  of  our  wits — and 
then  making  us  drive  all  through 
Weaverville,  with  all  the  neighbors 
gaping,  with  mud  splashed  all  over  our 
faces.  If  Mr.  Wilioughby  hadn't  come 
by  and  told  us  what  those  leaves  were, 
we'd  probably  both  be  still  sitting 
around  looking  like  the  bottom  of  a 
river  bed.  You — Mildred — come  in  this 
house!  And  as  for  you,  Dennis  Day,  if 
I  never  see  you  again  it  will  be  too 
soon  and  if  I  ever  catch  you  around  my 
daughter   again — " 

Slam!  The  door  banged  shut,  right 
in  Dennis'  face.  He  sat  down,  dis- 
consolately, on  the  porch  steps,  chin  in 
hand,  and  sighed.  So  there  it  was  again! 
Just  like  it  always  was — and  then  he 
brightened. 

Mildred  had  called  him  masterful! 
And  tomorrow  was  another  day! 
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I'm  A  Winner 
Who  Took  All 

(Continued  from  page  25) 

of  the  audience?  I'd  be  lost  in  the 
crowd!" 

"No,  sir,"  I  told  her.  "I  got  a  scheme 
to  get  you  up  there!". 

My  scheme  was  very  simple.  I  was 
going  to  get  her  there  early,  find  her 
an  aisle  seat — and  make  sure  she  wore 
her  new  $35  hat  which  is  so  covered 
with  doo-dads  that  anyone'd  have  to  be 
blind  not  to  notice  it! 

Well,  my  scheme  worked  like  a 
charm.  I  got  her  there  early,  put  her 
in  a  seat  on  the  aisle,  and  her  hat 
showed  up  like  a  fire  engine.  I  sat 
next  to  her.  And  Mark  Goodson,  the 
master  of  ceremonies,  chose  her  to 
come  up  on  the  stage  the  minute  he 
saw  her — and  the  minute  he  heard  she 
was  a  visitor  from  Oregon.  What's 
more,  she  was  chosen  to  be  the  first 
one  in  front  of  the  mike. 

YOU  probably  know  the  program — it's 
a  quiz  show.  Two  contestants  are 
picked  out  of  the  audience,  and  get  up 
on  the  stage  in  front  of  two  mikes. 
One  contestant  has  a  bell,  the  other  a 
buzzer;  and  when  Mr.  Goodson  asks 
them  a  question  the  one  who  thinks  of 
the  answer  first  presses  his  bell  or 
buzzer — and  gets  first  chance  to  speak. 
Their  scores  are  marked  on  a  big 
blackboard.  After  three  right  an- 
swers a  new  opponent  is  picked  to  con- 
test the  winner,  who  keeps  on  going 
until  he's  beaten  by  someone — some- 
times it  takes  a  week!  And  every  time 
he  wins  it  means  more  presents! 

Well,  Vaughn  got  up  there  with  the 
bell  in  her  hand.  Another  woman  was 
opposite  her  with  the  buzzer.  Just  as  I 
predicted,  the  questions  were  duck  soup 
for  my  daughter.  Like:  "Where's  all 
the  gold  in  the  world — right  near  here?" 
Vaughn  said:  "Fort  Knox." 

She  won  that  day,  and  she  stayed  on 
the  show  four  days  straight.  She  got 
a  carload  of  stuff:  a  rug,  a  man's  suit 
(which  she  gave  me),  a  washing  ma- 
chine, three  suitcases,  a  radio,  a  dia- 
mond ring,  three  dresses,  to  name  what 
I  can  remember. 

But  after  the  fourth  day  she  had  to 
go  back  to  Oregon.  Her  Latin  pupils 
were  waiting  for  her  at  the  Jane  Adams 
High  School  in  Portland.  Her  train 
left  at  night,  she  was  able  to  be  on  the 
Winner  Take  All  show  that  last  after- 
noon. She  sadly  said  goodbye  to  every- 
one on  the  show,  and  we  left.  But  as 
we  headed  toward  the  station  I  had 
another  brainstorm.  "Say,  Vaughn,"  I 
said,  "we've  got  time  before  your  train 
leaves.  Let's  go  into  the  Give  and  Take 
Show  and  see  what  happens." 

You  won't  believe  me — but  she  got 
on  that  too,  and  won  every  prize  but 
one.  One  question  she  answered 
stumped  me  plenty.  They  asked  her, 
"What  was  the  real  name  of  an  author 
whose  pseudonym  was  W.  M. 
Tompkins?"  "William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,"  said  Vaughn  correctly 
Then  we  rushed  to  the  station,  and  she 
got  on  her  train! 

I've  since  found  out  that  it's  almost 
never  happened  that  one  person  gets 
on  two  shows  in  one  afternoon,  likt 
that. 

Now,  as  for  me,  I  went  to  a  cafeteric 
after  putting  Vaughn  on  the  train  tha 
evening,  and  I  ate  some  kind  of  fooc 
that  was  poisoned.  Result  was  I  wa; 
sick  in  bed  for  a  couple  of  days.  Whei 
I  went  back  to  the  Winner  Take  Al 
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AMAZING   INVENTION! 

Corrects  poor  penmanship  in  few  hours.  Now  it's  fun  to  be- 
come an  expert  penman.  Answer  today  in  own  hand-\vTlting 
for  Complete  Free  Outline.  OZMENT,  The  Inventor,  42, 
St.    Louis,     Mo. 


C  /^    AMAZING  SPADE    TIME  PROFITS 

SOj'ttCHRISTMAS  CARDS 


Sell  Leader  21-card  $1  box,  make  up  to 
50c  profit.  Most  complete  line  Christ- 
mas and  Everyday  Boxes,  Name  Imprinted 
cards  and  stationery.  25  Top  Moneymakers. 
NO  prXPERIENCE  OR  MONEY  NEEDED 
TO  START.  SAirPLES  ON  APPROVAL. 
190  FOX  ST. 
ELKIIRA.      N.     f. 
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And  Big  Money  in  Spare  Time,  Too 

Wo    wtint    you    to    w^:ir    this    tiae    inade-to-meaaurc'    suit! 


and  earn  -BIG 
,  time.   Your  suit  will  help  you 
>re8   of   rich,   quality   rabrica,    tai- 
Bt    styles.    Aloo    Ladiee*    Tailored 
e  today  for  FREE  SAMPLES.  No 
experience,    no    monpv    ne*-ded.    For    o.iick    action    teU    Uf 

about  vourn^if.  J.  C.  FIELD  &  SON,  Inc. 

Harrison  and  Throop  Sts..Dpt.U-I835. Chicago  7,111 


WATCHES     WANTED 

BROKEN  OR  USABLE 

All  kinds.  Highest  Prices  paid  for  Jewelry,  rings, 
spectacles,  gold  teeth,  diamonds.  Sterling  Silver, 
etc.  Cash  mailed  promptly.  Write  for  free  shipping 
container. 

LOWE'S 

Hollond  BIdg..  St.  Louis   1.   Mo. 
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Tenporvy  rtlief  dqI  eioygb — you  wjot  freedom 

Only  by  KILLING  THE  HAIR  ROOT  can  vou  be 

re  your  unwanted  hair  han  gone  FOREVEK.  The 

ahler  Method— used  succeaafully  aU  over  the  world 

r  over   fifty   years — positively   enables   you   to   do 

in   the   privacy  of  your   home.    It    brinxs   relief 

social   happiness  lone  deniinl  you.       Send     6c 

stamps   TODAY   for    illustrated     booklet, 

ew   Charm   for   Madame." 

MAHLER'S,  lac  Oe»L  SIH.  E.  Providme,  R.  L 


BIG  BARGAIN 
JEWELRY  CATALOG 


DON'T  BUY  your  jewelry  before  you  see 
WORLD-WIDE'S  BIG  BARGAIN 
JEWELRY  CATALOG!  Hundreds  of  Dazz- 
ling NumbersI  Unbelievable  Low  Prices! 
Yes!  You,  too.  can  enjoy  the  Jewelry  of  your 
dreams  and  SAVE  IVIONEY,  besides.  Just 
send  name  and  address  for  your  FREE 
CATALOG  Now!  Hurry! 

WORLD-WIDE  DIAMOND  CO.  DeptJ<801 
24S1  So.  IVIichigan  Ave.,  Chicago  16,  ill. 


INGROWN  NAIL 

Hurting  You? 

Immediate 
Relief! 


A  fev»  drops  of  OUTGEO  bring  blessed  relief  from 
tormenting  pain  of  ingrown  nail.  OUTGRO  tough- 
ens the  skin  andemeath  the  nail,  allowing  the  nail 
to  be  cut  and  thus  preventing  further  pain  and  dis- 
comfort. OUTGKO  is  available  at  all  drug  counters. 

WhitehallPharinacalCa.,Dept.MWG,N.r.l6,N.r, 


show  next  time,  Mark  Goodson  (the 
master  of  ceremonies)  almost  jumped 
off  the  stage  at  sight  of  me.  Then  he 
told  the  audience  about  Vaughn  and 
how  she'd  had  to  go  back  to  teach 
school,  and  he  said,  "Since  she  wasn't 
disqualified,  how'd  it  be  to  let  her  father 
carry  on  in  her  place?" 

'Count  of  the  food  poisoning,  I  wasn't 
feeling  my  best.  But  I  got  up  on  the 
stage  just  the  same — and  I  stayed  win- 
ning for  the  next  five  days! 

They  threw  questions  at  me,  and  I 
tossed  the  answers  right  back.  One 
was,  "The  Kanakas  owned  what 
country  now  owned  by  the  United 
States?"  That  was  easy  for  an  ex- 
history  teacher  like  me.  I  said, 
"Hawaii,"  and  was  right.  Another 
question  was,  "What's  the  difference 
between  a  rifle  and  a  shotgun?"  That 
was  easy  too — for  an  ex-hunter  like 
me!  I  said,  "The  rifle's  inner  barrel 
is  rifled,  and  the  shot  gun's  inner  bar- 
rel is  smooth."    Right! 

The  trucks  were  bringing  home  what 
I  won  for  the  next  couple  of  weeks — 
a  vacuum  cleaner,  a  dandy  overcoat,  a 
silk  lounging  robe,  a  desk,  a  sun  lamp, 
a  rug,  a  suitcase,  a  set  of  dishes,  a 
roaster,  a  radio,  a  broiler  .  .  .  and  plenty 
more  I  can't  recall. 

See  what  I  mean?  It  pays  to  take  a 
chance! 

BUT  I  was  taking  a  pretty  big  chance 
a  year  ago,  just  coming  to  New  York 
City.  I  lived  in  Oregon,  and  I'd  quit 
teaching  school  in  1944.  Three  years 
before  that  my  wife  had  died,  and  I 
figured  what  was  I  doing  hanging 
around  Oregon?  I  had  a  small  income 
from  a  gold  mine  I  own  up  in  the 
Oregon  mountains.  And  the  good  Lord 
knows  my  five  children  didn't  need 
me  any  more.  The  oldest  boy's  Glenn. 
He's  forty-seven  and  owns  two  Oregon 
radio  stations;  and  the  youngest, 
Donald,  is  thirty  and  is  back  practising 
law  now  he's  out  of  the  Navy.  Lloyd's 
a  lawyer  too,  and  he  and  Donald  own 
a  sawmill  on  the  side.  My  two  girls, 
Vaughn  and  Mrs.  Helen  Knowles,  both 
teach  school  in  Oregon. 

So  I  figured  my  family'd  all  been 
voting  for  some  time  now,  and  with 
my  wife  and  work  both  gone,  no- 
body'd  notice  if  I  took  off  on  a  little 
gallivanting  jaunt  to  New  York  City. 
At  my  age,  I  thought  I  owed  myself  a 
little  adventure! 

I  drove  the  3,000  miles  to  New  York 
in  my  1941  Ford,  all  alone.  It  was  fun 
seeing  the  country;  and  I  only  had  one 
mishap.  One  night  while  my  car  set 
outside  a  hotel  in  Goshen,  Ohio,  some 
sneak  broke  in  and  made  away  with  all 
my  stuff  I'd  left  locked  in  the  car. 
Broke  the  doorhandles  off  to  get  at  it. 
But  I'd  been  smart  enough  only  to 
leave  some  old  shirts  and  my  summer 
underwear  in  the  car,  so  the  next  day 
I  kept  on  driving  to  New  York.  Took 
me  six  days,  from  Oregon. 

When  I  got  there,  I  was  pretty  dazed 
by  it.  I'd  never  seen  anything  so  big. 
But  I  thought,  "New  Yorkers  are  just 
people  like  the  folks  in  Oregon,"  so  it 
didn't  trouble  me.  And  the  very  first 
day  I  got  into  the  YMCA  all  right,  and 
then  set  out  to  find  Columbia  University 
— because  in  the  back  of  my  mind  I 
thought  I'd  take  a  "busman's  holiday." 
I'd  been  teaching  school  ever  since  I 
was  sixteen,  you  see.  So  naturally  I 
thought  I'd  go  to  Columbia's  summer 
school.  After  so  many  years  of  school- 
work,  it's  kind  of  hard  to'  break  the 
habit! 

That  turned  out  to  be  a  good  idea, 
too.  Because  I  met  many  members  of 
the  profession  there,  and  had  a  wonder- 


Why  do  so  many 
millions  choose 
this  ONE  Laxative? 


What's  so  good  about  Ex-Lax  that 
over  40  million  boxes  were  sold 
last  year? 

Why  has  Ex-Lax  been  America's 
favorite  family  laxative  for  more 
than  40  years? 

Because  millions  know,  from  ex- 
perience, how  dependable  Ex-Lax 
is... how  thoroughly  it  acts,  yet  how 
gently,  too.  It  is  biologically  tested 
for  effective  action. 

And  how  grown-ups,  as  well  as 
children,  go  for  that  swell  choco- 
late taste!  They  take  Ex-Lax  with  a 
smile  . . .  not  a  shudder. 

So  get  Ex-Lax,  the  laxative  that 
millions  have  learned  to  trust!  As 
a  precaution,  use  only  as  directed. 
Still  only  10(#,  Economy  size,  25^. 

When  Nature  "forgets"...  remember 

EX-LAX 

THE   CHOCOLATED   LAXATIVE 
ACTS   WELL...  TASTES  SWELL 
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GOWNS  DESIGNED  FOR 

OR   TO    CONCEAL 
THE   BLEMISHES    OF 

PSORIASIS 


Often  attractive  women  are  unable  to 
wear  "glamor  gowns"  because  such  cos- 
tumes would  reveal  their  psoriasis  lesions. 
If  you  suffer  such  dress  handicaps — try 
SIROIL.  It  might  mark  a  new  day  for 
you.  SIROIL  tends  to  remove  the  crusts 
and  scales  of  psoriasis  which  are  external 
in  character  and  located  on  the  outer  layer 
of  the  skin.  If  or  when  your  psoriasis 
lesions  recur,  light  applications  of  SIROIL 
will  help  keep  them  under  control.  Ap- 
plied externally,  SIROIL  does  not  stain 
clothing  or  bed  linen,  nor  does  it  interfere 
in  any  way  with  your  daily  routine.  Try  it. 
Certainly  it's  worth  a  trial,  particularly 
since  it's  offered  to  you  on  a  two-weeks'- 
satisfaction-or-money-refunded    basis. 


SIROIL 


FOR  SALE  AT  ALL 
DRUG    STORES 

Write  today  for  interestingbooklet  on  Psoriasis,  usingcoupon — 

Siroil  Laboratories,  Inc.,  Dept.M-42, Detroit  26,  Mich. 

Siroil  of  Canada,  Limited,  Box  488,  Windsor,  Ontario 
Please  send  me  your  free  booklet  on  PSORIASIS 

Name — . 

Address 

City Zone State 
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Not  your  looks — but  your  old 
fashioned  deodorant!  Modern  5 
DAY  Under  Arm  Pads  stop  under- 
arm odor  and  perspiration  better, 
quicker,  longer — 1  to  7  days, 
depending  on  you  and  the  weather. 
Successor  to  creams  and  liquids 
— just  lotionized  pads,  gentle, 
safe,  handy.  Dab  under  arms  with 
a   pad,  then   throw   it   away. 


'CJ^i70dot-j^rw, 
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UNDER  ARM  PADS 
29c,  55c 

A/<o  $1  economy  <i'ze 


TIRED  EYES  LOVE 

EYE-GENE 

Tired,  DuU  one  minute . . .  Rested,  Cleared  the  next! 

SAFE  RELIEF  NOW  IN  SECONDS! 


That's  how  fast  just  two  drops  of  safe,  gentle 
EYE-GENE  acts  to  relieve  your  eyes  tired  from  glare, 
wind,  smoke  or  overwork.  You  feel 
its  soothing  effect  in  seconds  I  And 
EYE-GENE  is  positively,.  ,„  ,  .  , 
harmless.  Economical,  too.  20^  VGood  Housekeep.jcJ 
60^,  $1  bottles  at  Druggists.  Try  it!     ^<:is««,m<ir<^ 
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Wolfllf.  /tOmoU  a£<Hct  DULL,  GRAYIHC, 
'""—  FADED  or  YELLOWED  HAIR 


■SV  PC  It    COLOR.fi  /AfS£ 

glamorizes,  highlights  and  lusterizes 

all  shades  of  hair  with  ABUNDANT 

COLOR . . ,  Beautifies  white  and  gray 

hair.  Blends  in  the  unwanted  gray 

in  mixed  gray  hair.  NOREEN  Colors 

are  TEMPORARY. . .  are  intended 

to  wash  out  at  the  next  shampoo. 

19,313,918  NOREEN  Rinses  were 

produced  in  1946.  Ask  for  a  NOREEN 

Rinse  at  your  beauty  salon  or  buy  an 

S-rinse  carton  at  drug  or  dept.  stores. 

¥  For  trial  in  your  own  home,  send  10c 

(to  cover  cost  of  processing  your 

request)  and  sample  rinses  will 

besenttoyou  FREE:  Name  hair 

color,  or  send  hair  sample  and 

state  your  hair  color  problem. 

We  will  select  and  send  to  you 

appropriate  NOREEN  shade,  & 

advise  solution  of  your  problem. 

NOREEN,  Dept.  t^,  P.  O.  Box  989,  Penver  1,  Colorado 


ful  time  swapping  stories  with  them. 

And  as  far  as  I'm  concerned,  that's 
one  of  the  best  things  that  happened 
in  New  York!  I  went  on  a  trip  to 
Maine,  and  when  I  came  back  I  talked 
a  friend  of  mine  into  finding  me  an 
apartment.  I'm  living  in  it  now — a 
nice  layout  of  living  room,  bedroom, 
kitchen  and  bath  in  Forest  Hills. 

I  wrote  my  five  kids  about  my  trip 
after  it  was  all  over.  But  they  weren't 
much  surprised.  I've  been  doing 
things  suddenly  ever  since  they  can 
remember.  Most  of  'em  turned  out 
right,  too.  But  then  an  old  crow  like 
me  has  had  plenty  of  time  for  sudden 
events.  I  was  born  in  Kansas  in  1870, 
and  first  money  I  ever  earned  was 
selling  buffalo  bones  I  picked  up  off  the 
prairie.  Saw  a  few  live  buffalo,  too. 
When  I  was  sixteen,  I  became  a  school- 
teacher— those  days,  all  you  had  to 
do  was  pass  an  easy  test  and  you  got 
your  teaching  certificate.  For  pay, 
you  got  $40  a  month! 

Anyhow,  I  taught  in  Kansas  until 
1912.  It  was  there  I  had  my  first  big 
teaching  excitement:  General  Eisen- 
hower went  from  the  first  to  the  sixth 
grade  as  my  pupil.  That  was  when  I 
was  principal  of  the  Lincoln  School  in 
Abilene,  Kansas,  from  1900  to  1905. 
But  even  that  wasn't  exciting  at  the 
time.  Ike  was  a  mischievous,  bright, 
pesky  little  boy  and  once  I  had  to 
spank  him  to  quiet  him  down! 

There  were  a  few  other  teaching  ad- 
ventures, of  course — hard  to  believe 
today.  Once,  when  I  was  teacher  of 
the  Saline  County  Country  School  in 
Kansas,  we  had  a  school  dance  on  a 
Friday  night.  Nine  o'clock  darned  if  a 
big  blizzard  didn't  come  up — and  we 
didn't  get  out  of  that  dance  hall  until 
the  following  Tuesday!  We  ate  all  the 
refreshments,  burned  the  benches  to 
keep  warm,  and  hated  each  other  by 
the  time  it  was  over! 

Another  time  a  big  Kansas  twister 
came  along  in  mid-day  and  I  had  to 
have  all  my  pupils  run  out  and  lie 
down  in  the  plowed  fields  around  the 
school-house.  The  tornado  picked  all 
the  chickens  clean,  but  didn't  kill  a 
one!  Kansas  used  to  be  visited  by 
swarms  of  grasshoppers,  too — came 
into  town  like  a  black  cloud  and  they'd 
eat  everything,  the  leaves  off  the  trees 
and'  the  clothes  off  your  back.  Only 
thing  they  didn't  like  was  onions  and 
tobacco. 

But  those  were  the  big  things.  I 
moved  my  wife  and  kids  to  Oregon  in 


1912  for  better  schooling  and  climate. 
And  I  went  on  being  a  school  principal 
there;  but  every  summer  I  took  off 
for  adventure.     And  I  had  'em,  too. 

One  time  I  bought  an  abandoned  rail- 
road car,  outfitted  it  as  a  sleeper  and 
buffet  lunch  car — ran  it  from  Kansas 
City  to  Brownsville,  Texas,  and  made 
a  mint  of  money.  Another  sximmer  I 
found  out  I  could  make  a  $25,000  com- 
mission if  I  could  sell  a  batch  of  land 
in  Texas.  I  made  it,  too.  I  found  a 
colony  of  those  hook-and-eye  Penn- 
sylvania Dutch  people — they  never 
use  buttons,  and  their  pants  hook  on 
the  side.  I  offered  their  preacher 
$5000  of  my  commission  if  he'd  talk 
his  flock  into  buying  land  in  Texas.  He 
did.  So  I  netted  $20,000— which  I  lost 
by  investing  it  in  a  newspaper  the 
minute  I  had  it!  Those  hook-and-eye 
farmers  are  still  in  Texas,  and  made 
right  good  at  their  farming,  too. 

So  you  see  my  kids  weren't  surprised 
when,  after  I'd  been  pensioned  off  as  a 
teacher,  I  came  to  New  York  City. 
Here  I'm  very  happy.  I  go  across  the 
street  to  the  movies  evenings;  and  I 
have  folks  over  to  meals — some  of 
which  I  cook.  I  can  cook  almost  any- 
thing, but  my  specialties  are  soups,  rice 
pudding,  spaghetti  with  cheese  and 
steaks.  And  every  midnight  I  like  my 
fourth  meal  of  the  day — orange  juice 
and  a  sandwich.  I  haven't  as  many 
friends  as  I'd  like,  but  they'll  come. 

Meanwhile,  I  read  a  lot  of  books  from 
the  public  library,  mostly  history  books 
of  the  Middle  West;  and  I  listen  to  the 
radio,  and  read  everything  in  the 
newspapers  except  the  funnies.  I  do 
the  laundry  in  the  basement  of  my 
apartment  house,  too — all  except  the 
ironing,  I  draw  the  line  at  that.  And 
some  days  I  clean  with  the  vacuum 
cleaner  I  won  on  Winner  Take  All. 

But  mainly  I'm  busy  as  a  bird-dog 
outside  the  apartment.  Every  morning 
I'm  up  early,  and  I  walk  a  half-block 
to  the  subway  and  ride  into  the  broad- 
casting stations  in  New  York  to  get 
tickets  to  the  shows.  Two  reasons  for 
this:  one,  I  love  being  on  the  shows, 
and  two,  I'm  kind  of  planning  on  having 
one  of  my  own  some  day  soon!  Yes 
I  got  an  idea  for  a  "spelling  bee"  or 
the  air,  and  all  I  need  now  is  a  sponsor 

Bet  I  find  one,  too.  Bet  I  start  mj 
own  program.  And  bet  I  win  on  the 
Irish  sweepstake  tickets  I  just  bought 
Why  not?  I'm  only  seventy-sever 
years  old — and  I'm  a  winner  who  reallj 
took  all! 


—THESE  GENUINE  STORIES 
THAT  REALLY  HELP  ME' 

^  .Many  a  listener  to  daytime  radio  drama 

gratefully  writes  in  about  the  enjoyment  and  help 

she  gets  from  "MY  TRUE  STORY."  Each  com- 

plete  drama  is  culled  from  the  experiences  of  real 

people — their  problems,  loves,  sorrows  .  .  .  and  is 

produced  in  cooperation  with  the  editors  of  True 

Story  magazine.  Here  is  entertainment  that 

satisfies.  "MY  TRUE  STORY"  is  broadcast 

every  morning,  Monday  thru  Friday,  over 

your  American  Broadcasting  Company  sta- 

tions. 


10  a.m.  ET 
11:30  a.m.  MT 


9  a.m.  CT 
10:30  a.m.  PT 


Helen  Neushaefer,  color  and  style  authority. . .  originator  of  creme  nail  polish 


(it^ 


COLOR  TWINS  for  Summertime  lips  and  nail-do 


Precious  pair  for  Summer  wear!  Newest  of 
Helen  Nenshaefer's  12  heavenlv  colors . . .  Carnival  Red!  In  nail  polish 
with  amazing  Plasteen  ...  to  help  shock -proof  this  more  brilliant 
nail-rlo  against  chipping.  And  in  the  new  lipstick  with  the  miracle 
ingredient — Lastoen  —  for  new  softness  of  lips  .  .  .  for  lovelv.  lasting 
color!  At  leading  chain  and  drug  store  cosmetic  counters. 


harmonizmg  |^y^,L   POLISH   andrLLFSTICK 


Distributed  by  A.  Sartorius  &  Co.,  Inc.,  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  11,  N.  Y. 


More  people  are  smoking  CAMELS  today  than  ever  before  in  history ! 


Yes,  experience  during  the  shortage  taught  millions 
the  differences  in  cigarette  quality! 


yOUR'T-ZOA/E' 
WILL  TELL  you... 

T  for  Taste... 
T  for  Throat... 

Ihat's  your  proving  ground  for  any 

cigarette.  See  if  Camels  dont 

suit  your'T-Zone  to aT' 


DIVING  Champion  Mildred  O'Don- 
nell  hasn't  forgotten  the  war 
shortage  of  cigarettes.  "I  never  real- 
ized there  were  such  differences  in 
cigarettes  until  the  shortage,"  she  re- 
calls. "That's  when  I  really  learned 
what  cigarette  suits  me  best  —  Camel." 
Millions  of  others  had  the  same  ex- 
perience, with  the  result  that  today 
more  Camels  are  being  smoked  than 
ever  beiore  in  history.  But,  no  matter 
great  the  demand: 

We  don't  tamper  with  Camel 
quality.  Only  choice  tobaccos, 
properly  aged,  and  blended  in 
the  time -honored  Camel  tvay, 
are  used  in  Camels. 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co 


According  to  a  recent  Nationwide  survey: 

More  Doctors  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  cigarette 

Three  nationally  known  independent  research  organizations  asked 
113,597  doctors  — in  every  branch  of  medicine  — to  name  the  ciga- 
rette they  smoked.  More  doctors  named  Camel  than  any  other  brand. 


^^c^ad^ 


Helen 
Neushaefer 


WHYI 

DO  NOT  CHARGE  60^ 


or  my  nai 


'ipolish 


Even  though  it  is  the  only- 
nail  polish  in  the  world  containing 
the  miracle,  chip-proofing  ingredient 
...PLASTEEN 

A  A'ear  ago  I  faced  a  serious  decision! 

I  was  ready  to  introduce  the  first  nail  polish  to 
bear  my  own  name.  Everything  was  arranged 
except  one  thing  .  .  .  the  price  I  would  charge  for  it. 

It  was  in  a  beautiful  pyramid  bottle.  The  shades 
were  up  to  the  minute  in  fashion.  The  brush  was  of 
su[)erfine  quality.  And,  in  addition  .  .  .  the  polish 
contained  an  amazing  ingredient  found  in  no  other 
nail  pohsh  at  any  price  .  .  .  the  miracle  discovery 
ol  my  cosmetic  chemists  .  .  .  Plasteen. 

Plasteen  was  the  answer  to  every  woman's 
greatest  nail- do  problem  ...  c//i/>pi/i^.  Plasteen 
not  only  helps  to  shockproof  nails  against  chipping 
but  also  makes  my  j)olish  go  on  easier,  quicker, 
without  "bubbles,"  and  adds  a  new,  starlike 
brilliance. 

This  Was  the  Problem  I  Faced 

Most  every  woman  in  the  U.  S.  pays  either 
10  cents  or  sixty  cents  for  her  nail  polish. 

Which  price  should  I  charge? 

On  the  one  hand,  I  felt  that,  if  ever  there  was 


a  nail  polish  worth  sixty  cents,  it  was  mine  .  .  ; 
particularly  on  account  of  Plasteen. 

At  sixty  cents  my  profits  would  be  tremendous. 
At  10  cents  they  would  merely  be  modest. 

BUT. ..I  also  knew  that  if  I  charged  sixty  cents, 
my  market . .  .  and  the  benefits  of  Plasteen  .  . . 
would  be  limited  to  comparatively  few  women  who 
could  afford  that  price.  If  I  charged  10  cents, 
millions  of  women  could  afford  it  and  Plasteen 
would  be  available  to  all. 

I  made  my  decision  .  .  .  10  CENTS 
was  the  price. 

Helen  Neushaefer  nail  polish,  I 
sincerely  believe,  is  the  greatest 
value  ever  offered  in  this  country. 
Won't  you  try  it  and  write  me  abou  t  i  t? 

It  is  now  available  in  12  gorgeous 
shades . . .  each  containing  Plasteen 
...at  chain  and  drug  store  cosmetic 
counters  everywhere. 

Sincerely, 


Distributed  by  A.  Sartorius  &  Co.,   Inc.,   Fifth  Av 


New  Yorli  11,   N.  Y. 


Guard  your  after-bath  freshness- 
stay  nice  to  be  near  with  Mum 


Of  course  you're  sweet  and  fragrant 
after  that  refreshing  shower.  But, 
Honey,  don't  expect  too  much  of  your 
bath.  Remember,  it  can't  protect  you 
against  risk  of  future  underarm  odor. 


So  play  safe.  Be  sMvt. Complete  your  bath 
with  Mum.  After  you  wash  away  past 
perspiration,  let  Mum  guard  your  charm 
all  day  or  all  evening. 


Product  of  Bristol-Myers 

checks  fersfifafton  odor 

1.  Safe  for  charm.  Mum  checks  under- 
arm odor,  gives  sure  protection  all  day 
or  all  evening. 

2.  Safe  for  skin.  Snow-white  Mum  is 
gentle,  harmless  to  skin  .  .  .  forms  no 
irritating  crystals. 

3.  Safe  for  clothes.  No  harsh  ingre- 
dients in  Mum  to  rot  or  discolor  fine 
fabrics.  Economical,  Mum  doesn't  dry 
out  in  the  jar.  Quick,  easy  to  use,  even 
after  you're  dressed. 


AUGUST,    1947 


Have  you  had  your  vacation  yet? 
You'll  want  to  read  what  Helen 
Trent  has  to  say  about  them,  and 
about  a  girl  who  worked  at  Inter- 
national who  expected  too  much  of 
her  vacation.  There's  a  full-page 
full -color  picture  of  Helen  with 

this. 

•  •         • 

Young  Dr.  Malone,  his  wife,  and 
his  small  daughter,  Jill,  find  them- 
selves in  the  midst  of  a  delicate 
and  perplexing  problem  in  a 
brand  new  Young  Dr.  Malone 
story,  written  especially  for  Radio 

Mirror. 

•  •        • 

Romance?  Jinx  Falkenburg  and 
Tex  McCrary.  (Full-color  picture 
with  this  story,  too.)  Mystery?  A 
four-page  Suspense  story-in-pic- 
tures.  Home  life?  Come  and  Visit 
Jack  Berch  and  his  family.  Living 
Portraits?  Pepper  Young  and  his 
whole  Family  in  four  pages  of 
color  and  black-and-white  pictures 
you'll  want  to  cut  out  and  keep. 
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MU  MACK 


whose  name  has 
long  been  iden- 
tified with  CBS 
Let's    Pretend. 


NILA  MACK,  actress,  writer  and  di- 
rector, who  stages  the  CBS  Satur- 
day morning  show,  Let's  Pretend 
11:00  A.M.  EDT),  says  her  current 
hobby  is  trying  to  understand  50,000,000 
kids.  Not  a  bad  hobby  and  one  she's 
grown  expert  at  in  her  many  years  on 
the  show. 

Blonde,  blue-eyed  and  small — five 
feet  two  and  a  half  inches — Miss  Mack 
was  born  in  Arkansas  City,  Kansas. 
Her  father  was  a  civil  engineer  and  she 
remembers  that  her  childhood  hero, 
was  not  her  father,  but  the  boy  who 
lived  next  door.  Even  then,  she  was 
interested  in  kids.  She  was  also  in- 
terested in  adventure  at  a  very  young 
age.  When  she  was  three  she  ran  away 
from  home  with  a  cigar  box  packed  with 
necessities.  She  returned  home  very 
shortly  after  lunch  time,  hungry,  scared 
and  very  glad  to  be  back. 

She  doesn't  remember  when  her 
career  started.  She  always  had  one. 
She  was  a  fixture  in  every  home  talent 
affair  that  came  along,  as  a  singer, 
dancer  or  actress.  She  recalls  with 
charming  glee  that  she  won  208  cakes 
as  a  grade-A  cake-walker.  Her  family 
encouraged  her,  as  she  says,  " — beyond 
endurance.    In  brief,  spoiled  me." 

She  was  educated  at  Farry  Hall,  Lake 
Forest,  111.,  and  at  Arkansas  City.  For 
her  extra-curricular  studies,  she  earned 
her  tuition  by  playing  the  piano  for 
dancing  classes.  Her  first  really  pro- 
fessional appearance  was  made  as  lead- 
ing lady  with  a  repertory  company. 

Shortly  after  that,  Miss  Mack  went 
into  vaudeville,  writing  the  lyrics  she 
used  in  the  act.  Then,  for  six  years  she 
worked  with  the  famous  actress,  Nazi- 
mova,  in  pictures,  on  the  stage  and  in 
vaudeville.  She  has  appeared  in  many 
Broadway  plays,  including  "Fair  and 
Warmer"  and  Nazimova's  great  starring 
play,   "The  Doll's  House." 

In  1936,  Miss  Mack  made  her  radio 
debut  on  a  CBS  feature,  Night  Club 
Romances  and  has  been  working  with 
that  studio  ever  since. 

Nila  Mack  loves  all  kids,  genuinely. 
She  thinks  they  all  need  a  bit  of  the 
kind  of  spoiling  that  she  got  as  a  child. 
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Are  you  in  the  know? 


What  brings  out  a  suntan  best? 

□  A  smart  berel-beacb-bag 

□  A  white  bask-ground 
D  A  hoi  bafh 

Beauty  and  the  Beach  can  go  together. 
Consider  the  sharp  new  beret  shown  above 
—  that  shakes  into  a  beach-bag!   (Neat?) 


You  can  wear  it  with  confidence.  On 
"calendar  days"  you  can  wear  any  beach 
togs  without  a  shadow  of  a  doubt  —  thanks 
to  Kotex.  Because  Kotex  has  fiat  pressed 
ends  that  prevent  "outlines"  from  tattling. 
And  while  you're  sunning,  remember  this: 
Bask  on  a  white  sheet  or  towel.  It's  shadow^^ 
less  .  .  .  brings  out  a  suntan  best. 


How  would  you  discourage  this? 
Q  Keep  a  cool  head 
D    Tell  him  off 
n  Let  your  hair  down 

When  he  gives  that  wayward  wisp  a  tug  — 
why  rant?  Or  wear  a  warm,  longish  mane? 
Keep  a  cool  head.  Twine  stubborn  strands 
around  two  straight  hairpins,  and  they're 
under  control.  You  can  master  other  trying 
situations,  too.  At  certain  times,  for  in- 
stance, by  choosing  Kotex  you  are  sure  of 
extra  protection  with  that  exclusive  safety 
center.  And  you're  so  at  ease  with  that 
elastic  Kotex  Wonderform  Belt.  So  snug! 
So  smooth-fitting!  No  binding! 


If  you're  a  budgeteen,  would  you  buy- 
n  A  good  mink 
n  A  "bargoin"  beaver 
□  A  magniFicent  moufon 

You  drool  for  a  mink,  but  it's  too  rich  for 
your  budget?  It's  smart  to  select  the  coat 
best  suited  to  your  problem.  Just  as  on 
problem  days,  it's  smart  to  select  Kotex — 
for  only  Kotex  offers  you  3  sizes  to  help  you 
find  the  napkin  that  exactly  meets  your 
needs:  Regular,  Junior  or  Super  Kotex  — 
each  made  to  stay  soft  while  you  wear  it. 
So  too,  in  buying  furs,  choose  what's  best 
for  you.  The  very  finest  mouton,  rather 
than  a  third-rate  beaver. 


"T.  M.  REG. 
U.  S.  PAT.  OFF, 


^ore  tvo/?7e/7  c/foose 
ATOTEK  *  Ma^  a//  of/ter 


mum 
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"Do  too  many  cooks  spoil  the  broth?"  "No",  say  a  group 
of  chefs  from  many  lands  as  they  brew  something  exotic. 


Albert  Mitchell,  the  band- 
leader  who    started   it   all. 


Bruce  Chapman,  the  producer  who  saw  a  future  for  the  Answer 
Man,    presides    over    the    daily    gathering    of    expert    assistants. 


WOR's  ANSWER  MAN,  who  is  heard  every  afternoon 
and  evening,  Monday  through  Saturday,  and  who 
answers  by  mail  every  query  sent  in,  has  answered 
more  than  300,000  questions  to  date.  More  than  a  thousand 
flood  his  offices  every  day. 

To  answer  them  requires  a  staff  of  fifty  workers,  who 
do  research,  answer  mail  and  prepare  scripts.  Questions 
come  from  as  far  away  as  China  and  Bulgaria.  One  Spanish 
farmer  wrote  to  ask  the  Answer  Man  whether  he  could 
help  locate  his  long  lost  brother.  He  was  put  in  touch 
with  the  proper  authorities. 

The  Answer  Man  actually  is  two  men.  It  was  Albert 
Mitchell,  a  band  leader  who  spent  his  free  time  poring 
over  factual  books,  who  conceived  the  idea  for  the  program. 
Mitchell  led  orchestras  in  Paramount  Publix  theaters.  In 
his  spare  time  he'd  memorize  bits  of  information  from 
reference  books,  such  as  the  World  Almanac.  The  men 
in  the  orchestra  would  fire  questions  at  him,  and  he'd  fire 
back  the  correct  answers — ninety-nine  times  out  of  a 
hundred. 

In  fact,  the  men  in  his  band  had  so  much  confidence  in 
him  that  they'd  bet  on  Mitchell.  Once  there  was  a  large 
bet — a  week's  salaries — between  two  bands  on  the  question, 
"Did  Adam  have  a  wife  before  Eve?"  and  Mitchell  was 
called  on  to  decide.  The  well-informed  baton  wielder 
pointed  out  that  the  Talmud  speaks  of  Lileth  as  Eve's 
predecessor^ — and  so  one  band  had  to  pawn  its  instruments 
for  a  few  days. 

Mitchell  brought  his  plan  to  Bruce  Chapman,  a  radio  pro- 
ducer who  saw  its  great  possibilities.  'They  spent  half  a 
year  compiling  information,  perfecting  the  format  and 
finally  sold  the  show  to  WOR.  Today  it  is  heard  on  a  dozen 


stations,  and  the  mail  is  enormous. 

Chapman  is  the  author  of  "Why  Do  We  Say  Such 
Things?",  which  was  published  in  May.  Origins  of  words 
are  his  specialty.  Ask  him  "Who  is  the  Reilly  in  the  life  of 
Reilly!"  and  he'll  tell  you  that  Reilly  was  the  hero  of  a 
song  popular  in  the  1880's. 

Several  famous  writers  use  the  Answer  Man's  facilities. 
Kenneth  Roberts,  who  wrote  "Northwest  Passage,"  needed 
to  know  how  much  military  gold  braid  cost  in  1802  for  his 
novel,  "Lydia  Bailey."  The  meticulous  author  tried  several 
libraries — even  the  Library  of  Congress — but  no  one  could 
give  him  the  answer. 

Finally  he  tried  "The  Answer  Man,"  who  hunted  up  a 
military  uniform  firm  that  was  in  business  150  years  ago 
and  found  the  information — braid  cost  $2  an  inch  and  was 
imported  from  Europe.  Grateful  Roberts  thanked  the 
Answer  Man  in  his  foreword  to  "Lydia." 

One  listener  asked  whether  the  old  saying,  "Too  many 
cooks  spoil  the  broth,"  is  true.  So  the  "Answer  Man"  got 
together  five  cooks  from  swank  New  York  eating  places — 
Ruby  Foo's,  Hotel  Roosevelt,  Hapsburg  House,  Sardi's  and 
the  Stockholm.  Each  chef  added  an  ingredient  from  his 
native  country.  Unusual  concoction  was  pronounced  by 
jury  of  experts  to  be  "exotically  wonderful." 

Reluctant  scholars  try  to  escape  from  college  and  high 
school  burdens  by  using  this  right-at-hand  source  of  infor- 
mation. For  the  most  part,  their  efforts  are  unsuccessful. 
The  Answer  Man  will  suggest  a  research  source  or  the 
method  of  solving  a  mathematical  problem,  but  he  won't 
work  it  out.  By  the  same  token,  anyone  seeking  legal  or 
medical  advice  from  the  program  is  always  advised  to  see 
a  lawyer  or  physician. 
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There  Sure  was  a  Hex  on  Helen  i 
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Don't  take  chances  with  your  breath. 
Before  any  date  use  Listerine  Antiseptic. 
It's  a  quick,  easy,  delightful  precaution 
against  simple,  non-systemic  cases  of 
halitosis  (unpleasant  breath). 
Lambert  Pharmacal  Co.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Before  every  date  let 

LISTERINE   ANTISEPTIC 

look  after  your  breath 
P.  S.  Your  money  buys  less  today,  so  spend  it  wisely.    You  must  try  the  new  Listerine  Tooth  Paste. 


Of  course  you  can . 


go  in  swimming . 


with  Tampax! 

WHY  ENVY  OTHERS  at  that  certain  time 
of  the  month?  You  can  wear  Tampax 
in  the  water  on  sanitary-protection  days 
and  no  one  will  be  the  wiser!  This 
summer  at  any  popular  beach,  you  are 
almost  sure  to  find  many  women  who  go 
in  swimming  on  "those  days" — wearing 
Tampax  without  any  hesitation  what- 
ever. .  .  .  There  is  nothing  about  Tampax 
in  the  slightest  degree  embarrassing  (or 
offending)  under  bathing  suits  wet  or  dry. 

WORN  INTERNALLY,  Tampax  discards 
belts,  pins,  outside  pads — everything 
that  can  possibly  "show."  Perfected  by  a 
doctor,Tampax  is  made  of  highly  absorb- 
ent cotton  compressed  in  modern  appli- 
cators for  dainty  insertion.  The  hands 
need  never  touch  the  Tampax.  No  odor 
forms.  There  is  no  chafing  with  Tampax. 
Changing  is  quick  and  disposal  easy. 

COMES  IN  3  SIZES  (Regular,  Super, 
Junior).  Sold  at  drug  stores  and  notion 
counters  in  every  part  of  the  country — 
because  miUions  of  women  are  now  us- 
ing this  newer  type  of  monthly  sanitary 
protection.  A  whole  month's  supply  will 
go  into  your  purse.  The  Economy  Box 
holds  four  months'  supply  (average). 
Tampax  Incorporated,  Palmer,  Mass. 
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YOUNG  as  he  is,  Ben  Cooper,  w^ho  plays  Brad  on  the  Second 
Mrs.  Burton  show  (CBS,  Monday  through  Friday,  2  PM,  EST), 
has  his  eyes  on  the  future.  The  cast  of  the  radio  show  is  no 
longer  surprised  when  Ben  turns  up  for  a  rehearsal  dressed  in  a 
colorful  and  complete  cowboy  outfit.  He's  merely  getting  the 
feel  of  the  costume,  because  his  idea  of  The  Thing  To  Be  when 
he's  grown  up  is  a  ranch  owner  and  he  wants  to  be  ready  to  step 
right  into  the  part  when  it  comes  along.  He  goes  the  whole  way 
in  preparation,  too.  He's  up  on  what  the  average  rancher  eats 
and  is  learning  how  to  cook  scrambled  eggs  and  flapjacks. 

Nor  is  he  entirely  impractical  about  his  dream.  He  already 
has  his  own  horse,  named  Gypsy.  He  rides  very  well  and  he 
hopes  that  someday  soon  he'll  meet  the  owner  of  Republic 
Pictures  and  get  a  chance  to  work  in  western  movies.  "That's 
a  two-edged  plan.  Get  the  idea?  Ben  will  be  practicing  more, 
while  earning  the  money  with  which  to  buy  his  dream  ranch. 

Ben  was  born  in  Hartford,  Connecticut,  in  1933.  No  one  in 
his  family  was  connected  with  the  theater.  His  father,  B.  A. 
Cooper,  a  graduate  of  M.I.T.,  is  an  engineer  and  Mrs.  Cooper 
is  strictly  a  mother  and  wife.  The  Coopers  now  live  an  average 
suburban  life  in  Beachurst,  Long  Island. 

Aside  from  his  forays  in  the  theater  and  radio,  Ben's  life  is 
rather  average,  too.  He  has  a  gang  around  home  with  whom  he 
plays  baseball,  his  position  on  the  team  being  catcher.  In  line 
with  his  ranching  ambitions,  he's  constantly  having  the  gang  over 
to  his  house  for  barbecues,  which  Mrs.  Cooper  lets  the  boys  pre- 
pare themselves.  Like  any  other  kid  in  America,  Ben  has  his  favor- 
ite movie  stars;  they're  Peggy  Ann  Garner  and  Roddy  McDowell. 

His  becoming  an  actor  was  a  casual  thing.  One  of  Mrs. 
Cooper's  friends  had  a  son  acting  in  the  original  company  of 
"Life  With  Father."  The  friend  mentioned  to  Mrs.  Cooper  one 
afternoon  that  the  boy  playing  one  of  the  Day  children  in  the 
Broadway  success  was  outgrowing  his  part.  Almost  as  an  aside, 
she  remarked  that  Ben  looked  just  right  for  the  role.  And  Ben 
decided  it  would  be  fun  to  try  for  a  job,  even  though  he  had  had 
no  training  and  had  never  thought  of  acting  before.  On  their 
way  to  the  theater  for  an  interview,  Mrs.  Cooper  was  very 
nervous.  Ben  wasn't.  He  soothed  his  mother,  saying,  "What 
difference  does  it  make?  If  I  get  it  fine.  If  I  don't,  it  won't 
matter."     But  he  got  the  part. 

At  first,  Mrs.  Cooper  did  worry  that  his  being  an  actor  might 
change  him  in  the  wrong  ways.  It  didn't.  He's  still  perfectly 
natural.  Maybe  some  of  his  smaller  habits  are  a  little  mature  for 
his  age,  like  his  always  bringing  Mrs.  Cooper  flowers  if  he  hap- 
pens to  be  late  for  dinner,  or  spending  his  whole  flrst  check  for 
a  gown  for  his  mother.  But,  in  the  main,  he's  still  responding 
like  a  normal  boy  to  various  things.  For  instance,  he's  usually 
very  alert  and  responsive  at  rehearsals,  except  when  he's  involved 
in  eating  dessert.  The  cast  has  lunch  during  rehearsals  and, 
whenever  Ben's  brought  chocolate  cake  or  chocolate  pie  from 
home  as  his  contribution  to  the  meal,  he  gets  "lost,"  as  the 
musicians  say.  What  boy  wouldn't?  He  also  has  a  special  girl 
in  his  neighborhood,  whose  name  he  won't  divulge  and,  again 
like  every  other  boy,  he  has  an  idol.  Ben's  crush  is  Basil  Rath- 
bone,  with  whom  he  has  worked  on  the  air  and,  every  once  in 
awhile,   Ben   breaks   forth   in   a   very   creditable   English   accent. 

Having  started  his  theatrical  career  at  eight  and  worked  steadily 
ever  since,  Ben's  radio  appearances  are  a  staggering  list,  including 
Dr.  Christian,  Aunt  Jenny,  Listening  Post,  Land  Is  Bright,  Bright 
Horizon,  Arthur  Hopkins  Presents,  Joyce  Jordan,  Portia  Faces 
Life,  as  well  as  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton. 

What's  more,  all  the  kids  he  knows  like  him — on  account  of  that 
darn  good  game  of  baseball. 


^  There's  a  9tm  Word  in  Entertainment... 
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ON    IfS   WAY    TO    YOUR    FAVORITE    THEATRE! 


ANITA  GORDONfi  who  looked  like  (and  was)  a  young- 
ster when  she  first  started  singing  on  the  Bergen- 
McCarthy  program,  has  grown  up  a  little — just  enough. 
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BUDDY  CLARK,  no  swoon-hero,  is 
what  musicans  call  a  "singers'  singer". 
Which  means,  in  a  word,  a  good  one. 
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HERE  are  two  kinds  of  popular  singers,;  those 
who,  by  good  fortune,  win  a  pubHcity  barrage 
and  widespread  public  aduiation  and  those  who, 
equally  talented,  carry  on  year  in,  year  out, 
without  benefit  of  fanfare.  They  miss  stardom 
by  inches.  They  don't  make  the  super-sensational 
record  seller.  They  don't  punch  a  cafe  columnist. 
The  bobby  sockers  don't  swoon  en  masse  in  the 
aisles.  In  the  first  group  are  the  Crosbys,  the 
Sinatras,  and  the  Comos.  In  the  second  group  are 
the  singers'  singers,  like  Buddy  Clark. 

Recently,  Al  Jolson  was  asked  his  opinion  of  the 
current  crop  of  radio  singing  stylists. 

"You  know  the  guy  who  I  think  has  the  best 
natural  voice  of  all  those  new  singers?"  the  jazz 
singer  said,  "It's  not  Crosby  or  Sinatra  or  Como 
or  Haymes  but  a  fellow  named  Buddy  Clark.  That 
ring  he  has  in  his  voice  is  really  a  thrilling  thing 
to  hear.     I  love  the  way  he  sings." 

Buddy  stars  with  Percy  Faith  on  NBC's  Con- 
tented Hour,  he's  one  of  Columbia  Records'  most 
reliable  discers,  and  any  time  Hollywood  needs  a 
singing  voice  dubbed  in  for  one  of  their  male  stars. 
Buddy  is  usually  summoned. 

"Maybe  I'm  not  colorful,"  he  admitted  at  lunch, 
recently.  "But  I'll  tell  you  that  I  tried  that  once 
with  disastrous  results.  You  know,  I  like  it  better 
this  way.  I  may  not  get  those  pari-mutuel  figures 
for  a  salary  but  we  eat  regularly. 


"When  I  first  hit  the  big  time  I  would  rather 
have  been  found  dead  than  miss  a  night  club  or 
hotel  room  opening.  I  showed  up  everywhere. 
The  waiters  knew  an  opening  wasn't  official  unless 
I  was  there.  I  had  a  press  agent  whose  imagina- 
tion knew  no  bounds.  I  figured  being  seen  around 
would  make  me  colorful." 

Buddy  kept  this  pace  for  a  year  or  so.  But  in  the 
arduous  process  something  more  important  was 
lost. 

"I  was  married  at  the  time  to  Louise  Hitz.  We 
were  a  couple  of  kids.  We  didn't  build  anything 
solid,  a  home,  a  family  life.  We  were  divorced. 
After  that  happened  I  realized  it  wasn't  worth  it." 

Buddy  has  been  singing  ever  since  childhood 
back  in  the  Hub.  After  high  school.  Buddy  at- 
tended Northeastern  Law  School.  After  three 
years,  the  decision  to  pursue  the  law  or  the  micro- 
phone was  decided  for  him  when  a  Boston  profes- 
sional musician  heard  Buddy  sing  at  a  college 
prom,  and  got  him  a  job  singing  over  WNAC. 

"It  came  too  easy,"  Buddy  recalled.  "Our  family 
never  knew  how  money  could  come  without  hard 
work  and  sweat.  I  knew  that  making  the  grade 
as  a  lawyer  took  many  years.  So  I  persuaded  my 
father  to  let  me  make  the  most  of  this  over-night 
opportunity." 

His  work  on  the  Boston  air  came  to  the  attention 
of  Benny  Goodman  and  in  1934  Buddy  joined  up 


CDU 


By    KEN    AIDEN 


CHARLES    BO\KR.    OSCAR    LEVANT,   AND    MAURICE    CHEN  ALIER      around  a  Stork  Clul)   lahle   during 
Chevalier's  first  post-war  visit  to  New  York.    Levant's  French  may  (or  may  not)  have  been  equal  to  the  occasion. 


with  the  clarinet  star  for  the  NBC  Let's  Dance 
network  show.  After  that  came  one  successful 
engagement  after  another,  The  Hit  Parade  in  1937, 
Ben  Bernie,  and  Wayne  King.  Around  that  time 
Buddy  was  called  to  the  coast  to  become  the  off- 
screen "phantom  voice"  of  Jack  Haley  in  the  film, 
"Wake  Up  and  Live,"  which  co-starred  Bernie 
and  Walter  Winchell.  Incidentally,  it  will  be 
Buddy's  voice  you'll  be  hearing  in  the  forth- 
coming film,  "I  Wonder  Who's  Kissing  Her  Now" 
although  it  will  be  mouthed  by  film  star  Mark 
Stevens. 

Buddy's  second  marriage  is  built  on  a  firmer 
foundation,  sans  publicity  and  night  club  carousing. 

The  Clarks  now  live  a  quiet  suburban  life,  with 
their  three  children,  Tommy,  10,  Katherine,  8 
and  Penny,  3.  They  have  their  own  home  in 
Kensington,   Long   Island,   seldom   come   to   town. 

"Our  idea  of  a  big  night  is  inviting  some  friends 
we  have  in  show  business  out  to  the  house  for 
barbecued  spare  ribs  and  a  hot  round  of  bridge." 

In  1942,  Buddy  joined  up,  served  three  years 
and  two  months  and  got  out  with  three  stripes. 

The  34-year-old  Clark  keeps  in  good  trim  shape 
by  strenuous  gym  workouts  and  spirited  golf 
matches  with  his  brother,  Mark,  a  song  publisher. 

"If  I  lose  the  match  it  means  I  have  to  plug  one 
of  his  songs.  If  I  win  Mark  has  to  listen  to  some 
lyrics  I  have  just  knocked  off." 


UNLESS  there's  a  last  minute  change,  Frank 
Sinatra  will  be  back  on  the  Hit  Parade  on 
NBC  next  season,  returning  to  the  radio  program 
that  helped  give  him  his  first  major  air  importance. 
Strangely  enough,  Frankie  is  switching  from  one 
cigarette  sponsor  to  another,  a  custom  rarely 
acceptable  to  advertisers. 

*  *  * 

The  greatest  blow  the  fast  fading  jazzists  re- 
ceived was  the  announcement  that  Stan  Kenton 
was  forced  to  break  up  his  band.  Stan  collapsed 
recently  on  the  bandstand,  victim  of  too  much 
work.  The  Kenton  band  had  withstood  the  chang- 
ing moods  of  dance  band  fans  quite  successfully 
although  other  swing  merchants  were  finding  sales 
very  tough.  With  this  dissolution  following  on  the 
heels  of  the  band  breakup  of  Woody  Herman,  etc., 
swing  bands  have  reached  a  new  low. 


With  only  Jo  Stafford  left  as  the  star  of  her  own 
show — and  that  one  more  or  less  shared  on  alter- 
nate nights  with  Perry  Como — radio's  canary  crop 
has  certainly  dwindled.  Both  Ginny  Simms  and 
Dinah  Shore  lost  their  sponsors  and  at  press  time 
Kate  Smith  Sings  was  still  unsigned.  It  seems 
these  fine  singers  cannot  successfully  star  in  their 
own  radio  shows  although  each  one  of  them  can  do 
well  as  a  part  of  someone  (Continued  on  page  11) 
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"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  active  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles^ 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely!" 
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Always  use 
COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM 
offer  you  eat  and  before 
every  daft 


lew  RECORDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  REN  AIDEN 


PERRY  COMO: 

The  easy  going  baritone  has  a  new  disc  winner  in  "Chi-Baba,"  the 
Mexican  lullaby  song.  For  good  measure  he  does  the  oldie,  "When 
You  Were  Sweet  16"  on  the  reverse.    (Victor) 
TONY  MARTIN: 

Another  top-flight  radio  singer  mates  the  French  ballad,  "Passing 
By"  and  "Oh!  My  Achin'  Heart."  (Victor.)    The  bouncy  Jack  Smith 
hits  the  latter  tune  on  his  new  Capitol  platter  but  his  disc  com- 
panion is  the  samba,  "Cu-Tu-Gu-Ru." 
ART  MOONEY: 

A  good  solid  band  shows  off  its  rhythmic  wares  with  the  good  luck 
song,  "Mahzel"  and  the  hopeful  "That's  My  Desire."   (MGM) 
KATE  SMITH: 

Does  a  fine  job  with  the  campus  tune,  "After  Graduation  Day"  and 
the  more  spirited  "Dreams  Are  A  Dime  A  Dozen."   Jack  Miller's 
competent  musical  background  helps  this  MGM  platter. 
JO  STAFFORD: 

Cuts  her  own  air  theme  song,  "Smoke  Dreams"  and  melds  it  with 
the   hit   tune   from   "Brigadoon,"   called   "Almost   Like    Being    In 
Love."  (Capitol) 
FATS  WALLER: 

The  late  great  singing  pianist  is  paid  tribute  by  Victor  with  a  new 
re-issue  of  some  of  his  best  records,  including  "Darktown  Strutters' 
Ball"  and  "Squeeze  Me." 
WOODY  HERMAN: 

Makes  Hoagy  Carmichael's  newest,  "Ivy,"  a  melody  to  remember. 
Slick   support   by   the   Four   Chips.    The    satisfactory   "That's   My 
Desire"  wraps  up  this  Columbia  spin. 
KORN  KOBBLERS: 

Slapstick  stuff  suitable  for  parties  as  this  wacky  group  do  "I  Wish 
1  Could  Shimmy"  and  "Let's  Go  Back  And  Kiss  The  Girls  Good- 
night  Again."    (MGM) 
HELEN  FORREST: 

One  of  the  better  balladeers  is  back  on  wax  for  MGM  and  turns 
out  "All  of  Me"  and  "S'posin'." 
JOHNNY  MERCER: 

What  won't  this  Mercer  guy  do  next.    Here  he  tries  two  Western 
tunes,  "The  Covered  Wagon"  and  "Little  Too  Fer"  and  does  right 
well  with  them. 
JIMMY  DORSEY 

One  of  the  veteran  music  masters   sounds   as   slick  as   ever  with 
"Sunday  Kind  of  Love"  and  "Pots  and  Pans"  for  a  good  musical 
mixture.    (MGM) 
DAVE  ROSE: 

For  good  listening  and  creative  arrangements  try  this  new  MGM 
wedding  of  "How  High  The  Moon,"  a  much  neglected  tune,  and 
"Gay  Spirits,"  Rose's  own  tune. 
HARRY  JAMES: 

The  month's  best  waxwork  merging  James'  great  trumpet,  the 
haunting  "Stella  By  Starlight"  and  the  equally  lovely  ballad  from 
the  new  Crosby  film,  "Welcome  Stranger,"  called  "As  Long  As  I'm 
Dreaming."  (Columbia.)  Frank  Sinatra  comes  through  beautifully 
with  the  former  tune  for  Columbia  and  Tex  Beneke  has  a  fine 
Victor  version  of  the  latter  song. 
STAN  KENTON: 

This  band  has  just  temporarily  folded  but  they  did  get  in  one  final 
fling  with  "Machito"  and  "Collaboration."     (Capitol) 
KING  COLE  TRIO: 

Still    turning    out    consistently    fine   platters.     This    latest   Capitol 
grooving  of  "Come  In  Out  of  The  Rain"  and  "Can  You  Look  Me  In 
The  Eyes"  helps  keep  up  the  group's  batting  average. 
COUNT  BASIE: 

"One  O'clock  Boogie"  and  "Meet  Me  At  No  Special  Place"  get  the 
Count's  personal  and  talented  attention.  (Victor) 


Facing  the   Music 

(Continued  jrom  page  9) 

else's  radio  series. 

*  *         * 

Don't  be  surprised  if  Artie  Shaw  and 
his  current  frau,  Kathleen  "Forever 
Amber"  Winsor,  team  up  as  a  radio  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  couple. 

*  *         * 

Evelyn  Knight,  Tony  Martin's  CBS 
singing  partner,  sang  in  her  home  town 
of  Washington,  D.  C.  for  four  years, 
never  saw  the  President.  Since  leaving 
the  Nation's  Capital,  she  has  been  in- 
vited three  times  for  "Command  Per- 
formances" at  the  White  House. 

*  *         * 

Ted  Weems  isn't  taking  any  chance 
of  losing  out  on  another  "Heart- 
aches" revival.  He  has  just  insured  his 
musical  library  for  $100,000.  Among 
the  more  than  1,000  arrangements  in 
his  archives,  Ted  feels  there  might  be 
another  "oldie"  that  can  be  revived  suc- 
cessfully. In  the  meantime,  his  next 
attempt  is  a  re-dubbing  of  "I  Wonder 
Who's '  Kissing  Her  Now"  with  vocal 
by  Perry  Como  which  Decca  is  about 

to  release. 

*  *         * 

Hoagy  Carmichael's  delightful  CBS 
Sunday  stanzas  have  been  renewed. 
Now  CBS,  heartened  by  this  event,  is 
building  a  similar  type  show  with  com- 
poser Harold  Arlen  who  wrote  such 
hits  as  "Over  the  Rainbow"  and 
"Stormy   Weather." 

*  *         * 

In  a  very  wise  decision,  Al  Jolson  has 
turned  down  all  offers  for  his  own  radio 
series,  in  preference  for  a  series  of  10 
guest  shots  with  Bing  Crosby. 

*  *  * 

Germaine  Sablon,  sister  of  Jean,  has 
arrived  in  this  country  and  is  singing 
in  smart  eastern  cafes.  Germaine  was 
recently  cited  by  the  French  govern- 
ment for  her  heroic  work  in  the  French 
Resistance  Underground,  penned  one  of 
the  organization's  marching  songs. 

*  *  * 

At  a  testimonial  dinner  to  one  of 
show  business'  greatest  singing  person- 
alities, Sophie  Tucker,  song  writer 
Irving  Berlin  was  called  upon  to  make 
a  speech.  Instead,  the  great  composer 
whipped  out  an  original  song,  "Sophie" 
written  for  the  guest  of  honor,  complete 
with  three  choruses. 

*  *  * 

Advance  reports  tout  the  new  "Alle- 
gro" score  by  Rodgers  and  Hammer- 
stein  as  their  finest  work  to  date.  Con- 
sidering the  team  did  "State  Fair," 
"Oklahoma,"  and  "Carousel,"  it  ought 
to  really  be  something. 

*  *         * 

Don't  be  surprised  if  Hollywood  does 
a  re-make  of  "The  Jazz  Singer"  with 
Jolson's  voice  and  Larry  Parks'  face. 


Songs  by  Larry 
Carr  (WINS, 
6:30  Monday. 
Friday)  and  his 
Signature  rec- 
ords are  arous- 
ing much  inter- 
est in  his  attrac- 
tive voice  and 
smart    styling. 


Are  you  sure  of  your  loveliness — sure  the  deodorant  you  now  use  gives  you  complete 
protection  24  hours  of  every  day?  Be  sure — switch  today  to  safe,  new  Odorono  Cream. 


New  Odorono  Cream 
safely  slops  perspiration 
and  odor  a  full  24  hours 


Wonderful,  new  wartime  discovery 
gives  more  efrective  protection  than 
any  deodorant  known. 
New  Odorono  Cream  not  only  pro- 
tects  your  daintiness  a  full  24  hours,  with 
the  most  effective  perspiration-stopper 
knoivn,  but  ... 

It  gives  you  the  exclusive  extra  protec- 
tion of  HALGENE  .  .  .  the  new  wonder 
ingredient  that  checks  perspiration  odor. 

Just  think!  One  application  of  new 
Odorono    Cream   in    the    morning 
keeps  you  dainty — all  day  and  night. 

It  does  not  irritate.  So  safe  and 
gentle — can  be  used  after  shaving. 

Stays  soft  and  smooth  down  to 


the  last  dab.  Never  gritty.  (Even  if  you 
leave  the  cap  off  for  weeks.) 

Greaseless,  stainless,  vanishing. 
Odorono  leaves  no  sticky  film.  Pro- 
tects dresses  from  perspiration  stain 
and  odor. 

More  economical!  Odorono  gives  Zl 
more  applications  from  a  39)i  jar  than 
other  leading  brands.  Savings  on  lOfi 
and  59(i  sizes,  too.  (Odorono  comes  in 
liquid  form,  also.) 
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At  Penny  Single- 
ton's party  for  S. 
Bayard  Colgate, 
he  shared  a  joke 
with  Penny  and 
Arthur    (Dag- 
wood)  Lake,  stars 
of  the  Blondie 
show  he  sponsors. 
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ONE  star  who  doesn't  mind  taking  a  summer 
vacation  is  Jack  Benny.  While  Jack  is  by  no 
means  like  the  pennypincher  he's  made  out 
to  be  on  the  air,  he's  no  fool  when  it  comes  to 
a  dollar.  Jack  Benny  controls  his  NBC  air  time 
and  he  gets  a  commission  from  his  summer  re- 
placement show. 

*         *         * 

You  think  quiz  shows — or  radio  shows  in  gen- 
eral— don't  have  much  effect  on  people's  lives? 
Wrong  again.  A  few  minutes  on  the  air  can  change 
a  person,  as  witness  the  evidence  gathered  by 
Mutual's  producer  of  the  Queen  for  a  Day 
program. 

There  are  the  purely  practical  effects — for  ex- 
ample, a  New  Brunswick,  Canada,  woman,  who 
was  an  overseas  nurse  with  the  Canadian  Army, 
was  able  to  get  married  because  of  her  one  day's 
sovereignty.  She  wrote  that  there  were  sufficient 
funds  for  a  honeymoon,  but  no  money  for  a 
permanent  home — until  the  "Queen"  show  came 
through  with  some  basic  household  equipment. 

Then,  a  Los  Angeles  woman  reported  that  the 
publicity  she  received  made  her  husband's  new 
business  venture,  a  pastry  shop,  a  complete 
success. 

A  woman  in  Long  Beach,  California,  wrote  in 
saying  that  she  was  changed  from  a  " — timid,  shy 
person  to  an  enthusiastic  public  speaker."  And  a 
woman  in  Twin  Falls,  Idaho,  reported  that  she  had 
been  handicapped  all  her  life  by  a  parental  home 
"broken  by  divorce,"  and  that  she  had  always 
suffered  from  inferiority  and  insecurity  as  a  result. 
"Now,"  she  says,  "I  can  meet  anyone,  look  them 
in  the  eye,  and  feel  equal." 


Best  of  all,  73  former  Queens,  who  have  or- 
ganized a  "Queen  for  a  Day  Club,"  have  gone  in 
for  philanthropic  activities,  assigning  eight  of  their 
members  to  provide  fruit,  candy,  cake,  cigarettes, 
magazines  and  books  to  boys  invalided  in  the  "No 
Family"  ward  at  Los  Altomitos  Hospital  in  Los 
Angeles. 

*  *         * 

It's  very  nice  to  have  Lassie  starring  on  his  own 
show.  But  we  can't  help  wondering  what  has 
become  of  the  human  actors  who  specialize  ir 
making  animal  sounds — and  always  on  cue,  be- 
cause they  can  read  their  lines. 

*  *         * 

Now  that  the  Kate  Smith  Speaks  show  has 
moved  over  to  the  Mutual  network,  Kate  enjoy; 
the  unique  honor  of  having  600  sponsors  in  one 
city.  When  the  program  was  put  up  for  co- 
operative sale  in  Burlington,  N.  C,  bidding  bj 
local  merchants  got  so  heated  that  it  took  Solomon- 
like wisdom  to  solve  the  problem.  The  Burlington 
Merchants'  Association  is  sponsoring  the  show. 
with  its  600  members  sharing  the  program. 

*  *         * 

Robert  Merrill  told  us  a  cute  story  about  the 
time  he  auditioned  for  Arturo  Toscanini.  A's  every 
singer  who  has  ever  opened  a  mouth  to  sing  for 
the  maestro  knows,  Toscanini  has  an  aversion  to 
singers  who  tap  out  time.  And  Signor  Toscanini 
is  by  no  means  silent  when  he  has  an  aversion. 
Bob  wanted  everything  to  be  just  right  for  his 
audition,  so  he  was  very  careful  about  tapping  out 
time.  He  kept  4/4  time  with  his  hands  behind  his 
back.  As  soon  as  he'd  finished  his  song.  Bob 
relaxed    and    turned    to   Toscanini,    awaiting    his 
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By    DALE    BANKS 


opinion.  With  great  relief  he  saw  Toscanini  smile. 
"I  know  you  were  nervous,"  Toscanini  said,  "so 
I'll  forgive  the  error.  But  next  time,"  he  added 
with  acidity,  "please  tap  that  aria  in  1/2  time!" 

*  *         * 

Burl  Ives'  newest  student  is  Van  Johnson,  the 
freckle-faced  bobby-sox  king.  Ives  is  teaching 
Johnson  how  to  plunk  the  guitar  and  sing  a  folk 
song  in  preparation  for  his  next  movie. 

*  *         * 

Add  to  the  coincidence  department  .  .  .  The 
Life  of  Riley  show,  on  which  Bill  Bendix  plays 
a  lovable  character  named  Chester  Riley,  has  a 
new  sound  effects  man.  His  name  is  Chester  Riley. 

*  *         * 

When  Neil  O'Brien,  former  baseball  writer,  got 
out  of  the  Navy  and  landed  his  present  job  as  a 
co-writer  on  The  Mighty  Casey,  he  had  a  little 
trouble  with  the  dialogue.  In  the  Navy,  he  hadn't 
had  much  chance  to  hear  many  ladies  talking  as 
fast  as  the  character,  Mrs.  Gladys  Breen,  the  girl 
friend  of  Casey's  girl  friend,  is  supposed  to  talk. 
But  Neil  has  overcome  his  handicap,  by  doing 
plenty  of  leg  work  on  the  streets  of  New  York 
City.  He's  not  only  picked  up  the  vernacular  that 
-he  needed,  but  he  comes  back  from  his  wanderings 
with  actual  bits  of  dialogue. 

*  *         * 

Another  realist  is  scripter  Ray  Buffum,  who 
authors  The  Casebook  of  Gregory  Hood.  He  al- 
ways uses  his  own  phone  number,  when  such 
things  are  called  for  in  the  plot.  Then — he  stays 
away  from  home  all  night  after  the  broadcast. 

*  *         * 

Mutual  is  really  going  in  for  children's  programs. 
Now  it's  a  juvenile  disc  jockey  show  m.c.'d  by  a 
five  year  old. 

*  *         * 

GOSSIP  AND  STUFF  .  .  .  Fredric  March  and 
Florence  Eldridge  may  do  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  show  via 
television  .  .  .  The  life  of  Glenn  Miller  is  ready  in 
scenario  form  and  Republic  Pictures  is  rumored 
to  be  interested  in  producing  it  .  .  .  Lum  and  Abner 
in  its  seventeenth  year  on  the  air  .  .  .  Jackie  Kelk 
is  being  lured  by  a  record  company  to  make  an 
album  of  children's  stories  in  his  "Homer"  voice 
...  At  this  writing,  Superman  has  received  24 
awards  from  civic  and  educational  groups  for  its 
splendid  carnpaign  against  prejudice  and  bigotry 
.  .  .  Carmen  Miranda  is  being  sought  for  a  featured 
comedy  and  singing  role  on  a  new  variety  show 
being  planned  for  the  Fall  .  .  .  West  Point's  "Doc" 
Blanchard  and  Glenn  Davis  in  Hollywood  to  star  in 
a  movie  .  .  .  Garry  Moore's  spot  on  next  season's 
Jimmy  Durante  stanza  may  be  filled  by  a  guest 
star  each  week  .  .  .  Everything  but  the  final  signing 
is  set  for  Ronald  Colman  to  star  in  a  transcribed 
dramatic  series  .  .  .  Nancy  Walker,  stage  and  screen 
comedienne,  is  deciding  between  a  comedy  air 
show  or  a  return  Hollywood  engagement.  Why 
can't  she  do  both?  .  .  .  Nice,  the  way  we  can  think 
up  extra  chores  for  people  right  in  the  middle  of 
dog  days  of  summer. 


Clothes,    music,    radio — a    busy    conversation    between    Mrs. 
Colgate,    wife    of    the    guest    of    honor,    and    Judy    Canova. 


With   Don   Bernard   and  Hanley   Stafford,   Mr.   Colgate  had 
the    wonderful    time     that's    the     guest    of    honor's    right. 


Judy    circulated;    here    she    greets    Howard    Petrie,    of    the 
Blondie  cast.   (Program  time  is  Sundays,  7:30  EDT,  CBS.) 
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David  E.  Kessler  is  Chief  of  the  News  Bureau  at  WHAM. 
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Pat    Fallon,    the    Bureau's    United    Press    representative. 
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NEWS  ROOM 


Jack  Ross,  Chief  News  Broadcaster,  gives  7  A.M.  news. 


IT'S  a  long  way  in  time  and  space  from  the  smoke 
signals  and  drumbeats  of  primitive  man  to  the  busy 
News  Department  of  a  radio  station  but  the  news 
still  comes  in  over  the  air  from  all  directions.  At  WHAM 
the  early  riser  is  fed  his  first  news  at  6  A.M.  while  the 
night  owl  hears  the  day's  last  summary  at  11:15  P.M. 
To  give  that  type  of  news  coverage  it  is  necessary  to 
maintain  an  active  news  gathering  organization,  staffed 
with  capable  writers,  reporters,  editors  and  newscasters. 

David  E.  Kessler,  veteran  newspaper  man,  is  Chief 
of  WHAM's  News  Bureau.  His  experience  in  the  news 
field  ranges  from  copy  boy  to  city  editor  and  makes  him 
the  mainspring  of  the  Bureau's  activity.  He  not  only 
finds  time  to  keep  his  News  Bureau  moving  in  high  gear, 
but  also  has  a  program  of  his  own.  Today  and  Yesterday. 
Dave  was  born  in  Central  Pennsylvania;  educated  in 
public  schools  and  at  Penn  State;  is  a  veteran  of  World 
War  I  and  began  his  journalism  career  on  a  country 
weekly  at  the  age  of  fifteen.  He  has  worked  on  the 
staff  of  the  Rochester  Evening  Journal,  the  Pittsburgh 
Leader,  the  Rochester  Democrat  &  Chronicle,  the 
Rochester  Evening  News,  and  been  everything  from 
police  reporter  to  music  critic,  columnist,  sports  editor 
and  managing  editor.  He  joined  the  regular  staff  at 
WHAM  to  organize  the  News  Bureau  in  1946.  Dave  is 
married,  has  two  children.  At  sports  events  he  is 
always   the   interested   spectator. 

Another  highly  important  member  of  the  Bureau  is 
Jack  Ross.  Jack  serves  as  Chief  of  the  News  Broad- 
casters and  in  addition  is  heard  daily  at  7  A.M.  and 
at  twelve,  noon,  as  one  of  WHAM'S  Esse-  Reporters. 
Born  in  Russia  in  the  late  days  of  the  Czar,  he  moved 
to  Canada  with  his  family  as  a  boy  and  began  his 
elementary  education  in  Canadian  schools;  moved  to 
the  United  States  and  while  attending  Cornell  Uni- 
versity met  the  girl  he  was  later  to  marry.  The  Rosses 
now  have  a  son,  David,  and  a  daughter,  Eleanor.  Jack 
joined  the  staff  of  WHAM  in  1937,  after  some  sixteen 
years  as  a  teacher  in  Rochester  high  schools  and  at 
summer  sessions  at  Cornell  and  Bryn  Mawr.  He  special- 
ized in  adult  education;  conducted  a  course  in  radio 
technique  for  the  University  of  Rochester  and  has  been 
an  instructor  in  the  Rochester  School  of  the  Air. 

The  United  Press  representative  at  WHAM  is  Pat 
Falion,  who  was  born  in  New  York  City  and  moved  to 
Clyde,  New  York,  about  fifteen  years  ago.  She  is  a 
graduate  of  Clyde  High  School  and  the  University  of 
Rochester  and  joined  the  United  Press  on  V-E  Day, 
two  weeks  before  graduation  from  the  University.  In 
college  she  was  editor  of  the  yearbook,  the  Frosh  Bible 
and  did  editorial  work  on  the  Tower  Times.  Pat's  hob- 
bies are  reading,  tennis,  swimming  and  music  and  she 
is  very  much  interested  in  summer  theater  work. 

At  6  and  11  P.M.,  WHAM  listeners  know  their  re- 
porter is  Homer  Bliss,  who  also  does  a  late  local  round- 
up at  11:15  P.M.  and  gets  a  great  thrill  when  the  voice 
of  WHAM  ranges  not  only  over  the  United  States  but 
on  out  over  the  oceans. 

Aiding  these  are  the  "leg  men"  and  reporters  and 
a  string  of  selected  area  correspondents  in  key  towns 
and  villages  in  WHAM's  primary  listening  area — but  the 
real  smoke  signals  and  drumbeats  are  furnished  by  resi- 
dents of  the  city  and  surrounding  areas  who  have  a 
standing  invitation  to  telephone  or  write  story  tips  to 
the  Bureau,  with  a  cash  reward  for  accuracy. 


i\s    a    special   inducement    to    join 

the  Dollar  Book  Club  now . . .  take 

this  amazing  2-in-l   bargain  .  .  .  this 
Double  package  of  best-sellers... 


Not0m6(4tR0THfor^l 


as  your  first  books  from 
THE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUBI 

THINK  of  getting  two 
of  the  best-selling 
novels  today  (you  know 
what  they  cost  in  the  pub- 
lishers' editions  at  retail) 
for  only  $1 — not  one,  but 
BOTH  for  $1!  "Gentleman's 
Agreement"  and  "This 
Side  of  Innocence" — what  a 
package  of  reading  enjoy- 
ment—and what  a  bargain! 
Furthermore,  this  unpre- 
cedented offer  includes 
FREE  membership  in  the 
Dollar  Book  Club— offer- 
ing the  greatest  savings  in 
the  book  world  today! 


This  Side  of  Innocence 

by   Tay/or  Caldwell 

AMALIE,  the  whispered-about 
daughter  of  a  drunken  ne'er- 
do-well  sold  herself  into  a  marriage 
with  wealth  and  position.  Only  one 
man  could  threaten  the  security  of 
this  ravishing  minx  —  the  wastrel 
half-brother  of  her  husband.  And  when 
these  two,  the  wanton  and  the  wastrel, 
found  themselves  whirled  into  a  law- 
less passion  that  defied  every  rule  of 
honor,  their  world  threatened  to 
crumble  about  them.  The  Philadelphia 
Inquirer  called  this  best-seller  "a  mas- 
terful piece  of  story-telling!"  Soon  to 
be  seen  as  a  $2,000,000  movie! 


Gentleman's  Agreement 

by  Laura  Z.  Hobson 

AMERICA'S  new  best-seller!  Phil 
had  a  new  assignment  from  his 
editor — a  series  of  articles  on  anti- 
Semitism.  Determined  to  tackle  his 
subject  from  the  inside  out,  Phil  un- 
dertook an  amazing  masquerade.  What 
he  learned  about  the  unsuspected  pre- 
judices of  "nice"  people— what  befell 
his  family  — how  he  was  forced  to 
choose  between  his  conscience  and  the 
woman  who  meant  so  much  to  him— 
make  one  of  the  most  gripping  and 
sensational  stories  you  have  ever  read. 
"One  of  the  most  discussed  novels  of 
the  year!" — New   York  Times 


Every  Dollar  Book  Club  Selection  Saves  You  60%  to  75%! 


No  other  book  club  brings  you  popular 
current  books  by  famous  authors  for 
only  $1.00  each.  No  other  book  club  saves 
you  60  to  75  percent  from  the  usual 
retail  prices  of  books! 

Yet  membership  in  the  Dollar  Book 
Club  is  free  and  requires  no  dues  or  fees 
of  any  kind.  You  do  not  even  have  to  take 
a  book  every  month;  the  purchase  of  as 
few  as  six  books  a  year  keeps  your  mem- 
bership in  full  force.  In  fact,  for  conveni- 
ence most  members  prefer  to  have  shipped 
and  pay  for  books  every  other  month. 

More  TJian  Half  a  Million  Families  Buy 
Books  This  Money-Saving  Way! 

Think  of  it!  With  book-manufacturing  costs 
at  an  all-time  high;  with  most  popular  current 
fiction  selling  for  $2.75  and  $3.00  in  the 
publishers'  editions  at  retail,  the  Dollar  Book 
Club  continues  to  bring  its  members  the 
cream  of  the  books  for  only  $1.00  each!  And 
in  distinctive,  full-size,  handsome  library  edi- 
tions bound  in  a  format  exclusively  for  mem- 
bers! The  Club's  huge  membership  makes 
such  savings  possible. 

Outstanding  fiction  hits  by  such  popular 
writers  as  W.  Somerset  Maugham.  Kenneth 
Roberts,  Mary  Roberts  Rinehart,  Upton  Sin- 
clair, and  many  others  have  been  received  by 
members    for    $1.00    each,    while    the    public 


was  paying  up  to  $3.00  for  the  same  books 
in  the  publishers'  edition,  at  retail. 

Start  Enjoying  Membership  Now 

You  need  send  no  money  now.  Upon  re- 
ceipt of  the  attached  coupon  you  will  imme- 
diately be  sent  the  Double  Book  Package 
consisting  of  "This  Side  of  Innocence"  and 
"Gentleman's  Agreement."  As  a  new  mem- 
ber, you  will  be  billed  a  total  of  only  $1.00 
for  BOTH  books. 

Then,  every  other  month,  you  will  receive 
the  Club's  descriptive  folder  called  The  Bul- 
letin. The  Bulletin  describes  the  forthcoming 
two  months'  book  selections.  It  also  reviews 
about  ten  additional  titles  (in  the  original 
publishers'  editions  selling  at  retail  for  $2.5C 
or  more)  available  to  members  at  only  $1.00 
each.  You  may  purchase  either  or  both  of  the 
two  new  selections  for  $1.00  each,  or  neither. 
Or,  you  may  purchase  any  of  the  other  titles 
offered  for  $1.00  each.  The  bargains  are 
there — but  only  if  you  want  them! 

SEND  NO  MONEY-Mai7  the  Coupon 

Under  present  conditions,  we  don't  know 
for  how  long  we  may  be  able  to  make  this 
extraordinary  offer.  Therefore  we  urge  you 
to  act  now.  When  you  receive  "This  Side  of 
Innocence"  and  "Gentleman's  Agreement" 
and  consider  that  these  are  typical  of  the 
values  you  are  privileged  to  buy  for  only 
S  1.00  each,  you  will  be  more  than  happy  to 
have  joined  the  club.  Mail  the  coupon  today. 


DOUBLEDAY  ONE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB,  Garden  City,  New  York 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON 

"KTdTonnnlTer:"*"}  BOTH  FOR  $1.00 

Doubleday  One  Dollar  Book  Club, 
Dept.  8MFW,    Garden  City,  New  York 

Please  enroll  me  free  as  a  Dollar  Book  Club  sub- 
scriber and  send  me  at  once  my  two  introductory  mem- 
bership books.  "This  Side  o{  Innocence"  and  "Gentle- 
man's  Agreement" — both   lor  $1.00. 

With  these  books  will  come  my  first  issue  of  the  free 
descriptive  folder  called  "The  Bulletin."  telling  about 
the  two  new  forthcoming  one-dollar  bargain  boolc 
selections  and  several  additional  bargains  which  are 
offered  lor  $1.00*  each  to  members  only.  I  am  to  have 
the  privilege  of  notilying  you  in  advance  11  I  do  not 
wish  either  of  the  loUowing  months'  selections  and 
■whether  or  not  I  wish  to  purchase  any  ol  the  other 
bargains  at  the  Special  Club  price  of  Sl.OO  each.  The 
purchase  of  books  is  entirely  voluntary  on  my  part.  I 
do  not  have  to  accept  a  book  every  month — only  six 
during  the  year  to  lulftll  my  membership  requirement. 
I  pay  nothing  except  $1.00  lor  each  selection  received 
plus  a  few  cents  handling  and  shipping  cost. 

Mr.    ) 

Mrs.  \ 

Miss  )  PLEASE   PRINT 

St.   &  No 

City  &  Zone ■• 

State M 

if  under  21, 
Occupation Age,  please  .... 

•Same  Price  in  Canada:  105  Bond  St.,  Toronto  2. 
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Audience  meets  Cast  and  Characters  after  breakfast  as  Miss  Surrey 
Room  (Dorothy  Ramlose)  moves  among  them  in  her  vivid  period  dress. 
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Hal  Newell  begins  Breakfast  in  the  Surrey  Room  with 
his   9   A.M.   greeting   to    guests   and   WEEI   listeners. 


Breakfast  in  the  Surrey  Room  is  broadcast  from 
Boston's  Hotel  Touraine  over  WEEI,  Monday 
through  Saturday,  from  9:00  to  9:30  A.M.,  EDST. 

The  m.  c.  of  the  Breakfast  is  Hal  Newell.  Hal 
long  has  been  a  radio  favorite  in  New  England. 
For  years  he  was  master-of-ceremonies  of  the 
Coffee  Club,  when  WEEI  fed  it  to  the  CBS  network 
but  before  coming  to  New  England  he  was  Mutual 
network's  Southern  sports  director.  Among  the 
major  games  he  has  described  in  the  football  field 
are  Alabama,  Notre  Dame,  Holy  Cross,  Navy,  and 
the  Big  Nine  games  for  all  four  networks. 

Newell  has  been  an  active  radio  fan  ever  since 
childhood.  His  grandmother  bought  him  the  mak- 
ings of  a  tiny  radio  set  when  he  was  the  age  most 
youngsters  are  playing  with  trains.  He  put  it 
together  .  .  .  and  it  worked.  With  whetted  appe- 
tite he  carried  his  interest  with  him  all  through  his 
growing  years,  and  by  the  time  he  reached  Penn 
State,  he  and  three  other  young  men,  took  over 
the  idle  equipment  of  the  college's  station,  adapted 
it  to  amateur  operation,  and  set  up  a  schedule  of 
interesting  contacts  with  foreign  countries.  His 
correspondence  with  foreign  countries  led  to  his 
secondary  hobby  .  .  .  philately.  He  has  some  very 
unusual  and  valuable  stamps,  including  one  from 
the  Island  of  Mauritius,  triangular  in  shape  with 
the  giraffe  printed  upside  down. 

He  has  maintained  his  amateur  standing  all 
along.  The  night  before  the  Pearl  Harbor  bomb- 
ing, he  was  talking  with  Honolulu,  and  before  the 
OWI  was  organized,  Hal  was  one  of  the  faithful 
hams  monitoring  foreign  stations,  and  policing 
domestic  frequencies  for  possible  spy  stations. 
When  the  war  got  under  way  he  served  in  the 
Coast  Guard  Reserve,  with  a  rating  of  Signal- 
man 2/c. 

Born  in  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  he  spent  his  entire  school 
life  there,  only  leaving  to  go  to  Penn  State  near 
Altoona.  He  met  his  wife,  the  former  Ruth  Ken- 
nedy, while  on  a  vacation  trip  to  Cape  Cod.  Mrs. 
Newell  has  been  a  nurse  in  the  Goddard  Hospital 
in  Brockton,  Mass.  They  have  a  pretty  seven-year- 
old  daughter,  who  is  the  point  about  which  their 
attractive  home  in  Braintree,  a  suburb  of  Boston, 
oscillates,  and  who  is  well  on  the  way  to  being  as 
interested  in  ham  radio  as  her  father. 

Dorothy  Ramlose  is  a  native  born  New  Englander 
...  of  Brookline,  to  be  precise.  On  completing  the 
public  school  courses  there,  she  went  to  Colby 
Junior  College  in  New  London,  New  Hampshire. 
She  has  studied  ballet  since  she  was  three  years 
old,  and  dabbled  in  all  the  courses  given  to  turn  out 
an  attractive  and  accomplished  young  lady. 
English  Literature  and  Drama  have  been  subjects 
of  keenest  interest  to  her,  though  French  runs 
closely  on  their  heels. 
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THE  "Senator"  tacked  in  front  of  Ed 
'  Ford's  name  has  the  same  authen- 
ticity as  the  "Colonel"  that  used  to  pre- 
cede the  names  of  so  many  Southern 
gentlemen.  (He's  on  Can  You  Top 
This?    NBC,    Saturdays    at    9:30    P.M.) 

Edward  Ford,  as  he  was  christened 
by  his  perfectly  normal  parents,  made 
his  initial  appearance  in  Brooklyn, 
N.  Y.,  a  long  time  ago.  He  won't  tell 
how  long  ago.  After  a  couple  of  years 
of  high  school,  he  decided  he  wasn't 
getting  educated  in  the  way  he  liked 
and  quit.  Then  he  went  ahead  getting 
educated  by  hard  knocks.  He  held 
numerous  jobs,  none  of  them  very  long. 
Enough  of  this  convinced  him  that  he 
was  cut  out  for  an  artistic  career. 

That  decision  led  him  to  the  Acad- 
emy of  Fine  Arts,  where  he  studied  a 
few  months,  and  then  tried  commercial 
illustrating.  Pickings  were  lean  in  that 
field  and  there  was  some  heavy  com- 
petition like  James  Montgomery  Flagg, 
for  instance.  So  Ford  shifted  his  tactics 
slightly  to  doing  cartoon  acts  in  night 
clubs  and  what  small  commissions  he 
could  dig  up  in  the  illustrating  field. 
Soon,  however,  he  decided  the  artists' 
materials  he  had  to  carry  about  for  his 
act  were  too  heavy. 

Then  he  fell  into  an  after-dinner 
speaking  job  at  the  Republican  Club 
in  New  York.  It  was  at  one  of  the 
Club's  dinners  that  Ford  got  his  tag. 
The  toastmaster,  after  leading  off  the 
applause  after  'Warren  G.  Harding 
(then  a  Senator)  sat  down,  introduced 
Ford  with  his  idea  of  a  gag,  "This  man 
is  a  substitute.  I  don't  know  how  good 
he  is,  but  time  was  short  and  we  had  to 
take  what  we  could  get.  I  introduce 
you  to  Senator  Ed  Ford."  And  the  title 
stuck. 

Vaudeville  fans  are,  of  course,  fa- 
miliar with  Senator  Ford.  When  radio 
was  invented,  he  wrote,  cast,  directed 
and  played  in  a  domestic  comedy. 
When  talking  pictures  came  in,  he 
made  one  of  the  first  movie  shorts  for 
Warner  Brothei's. 

On  the  serious  side,  dropping  the 
Senator,  Edward  Ford  helped  the  artist 
Dwight  Franklin  on  the  famous  sculp- 
ture groups  "South  Street"  and  "In- 
auguration of  Washington."  Inde- 
pendently, he  also  made  a  figure  of 
John  McGraw,  the  Napoleon  of  the 
Giants,  which  now  occupies  a  promi- 
nent spot  in  the  Cooperstown  Baseball 
Museum. 

The  Can  You  Top  This?  program  was 
his  idea,  thought  up  while  after-dinner 
speaking  and  commuting  between  New 
York  and  his  home  in  Southold,  Long 
Island,  where  he's  lived  for  twenty 
years  with  his  charming  wife. 
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Woodbury  Fiesta!  Beauty  breaks 

all  bounds  in  this  new  new 

powder  shade.  Wait  'til  you 
wear  it.  Like  that!— your  skin 
gets  a  glow  from  heady  essence; 
of-roses.  In  a  flash  — you're 
a//'ve  with  Fiesta!  And  don' 
overlook  Woodbury's  lasting 
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heavenly  fragrance.  Say 
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WOODBUKY 
MATCHED  MAKEUP 

With  Fiesta  Film-Finish  Powder 
you  also  get  Fie^a  Lipstick  and  Rouge 
All  3  in  the  dollar  powder  box- 
ONLY  $I.OO 

Fiesta  and  8  other  exciting  shades  come 
in  /vVatched  Make-up  5|.00;  "Purse"  size 
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*-  MAIL  COUPON  TODAY! 

FOR  FIESTA  FREE  SAMPLE 


Seeing's  believing!  See  Fiesta's  sorcery  on  your  skini  Seni 
for  free  Woodbury  Powder  Sampler  (contains  Fiesta,  8  oth« 
flattering  shades),  plus  Hollywood  Make-up  Chart.  Prii' 
name,  address  clearly.  Mail-''  to  Box  45,  Cincinnati   14;  Ohi< 
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*Pnsteon  penny  posttord,  if  you  wish.  (Sorry,  oflergood  in  U.S.A.  onlyill 
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Jewelite  for  men,  too!  This  handsomely 
streamlined  club  brush  and  comb  set  is  a 
new  addition  to  the  Jewelite  line.  Avail- 
able in  garnet  or  crystal.  ^4.50. 


Jewelite  Combs  and  other  lovely  Pro-phy- 
lac-tic  Plastic  Combs  are  designed  for  per- 
fect combing.  Available  in  a  wide  choice  of 
styles  and  colors.  15^  to  50^. 


It's  the  newest  creation  of 
America's  foremost  maker  of 
fine  brushes!  The  unique 
Jewelite  Invigorator  provides  extra- 
wide  bristle  area— a  scientifically 
arranged  half -circle  of  long, 
resilient  Prolon  bristles, 
to  stimulate  your  scalp  and 
bring  shining  new  beauty 
to  your  hair.  Jewelite  Brushes, 
Combs  and  complete 
Dresser  Sets  are  available  at  good 
brush  departments  in  delicate 
shades  of  ruby  or  sapphire, 
or  in  diamond-clear 
crystal.  Jewelite,  styled  in 
the  loveliest  of  plastics, 
is  made  by  the  makers  of  the 
famous  Pro-phy-lac-tic  Tooth 
Brush.  Look  for  the  name 
Jewelite  on  the  box. 

Pro-phy-lac-tic  Brush  Company 
Florence,  Mass. 


The  new  Jewelite  Invigorator  Brush  has 
more  than  1000  individual  Prolon  bris- 
tles set  in  a  wide-flaring  pattern  to  pro- 
vide maximum  brushing  efficiency.  And 
it's  easy  to  keep  clean.  Each  Jewelite 
Invigorator  comes  packaged  in  its  own 
miniature  "showcase"  with  the  new 
transparent  dome  top.  ^4.00. 
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TIME  for  REASON 


"nROADCASTING  can  do  immense 
ll  good  because  it  can  bring  men  to- 
gether and  make  a  coiantry  greater, 
but  it  can  do  tLat  only  if  it  is  rightly 
used.    That  makes  it  a  public  problem." 

That  is  Lyman  Bryson  speaking.  He 
is  Counselor  on  Public  Affairs  for  the 
Columbia  Broadcasting  System,  and  the 
speaker  you  hear  each  Sunday  afternoon 
on  CBS's  unprecedented  series,  Time 
For  Reason — About  Radio. 

Time  For  Reason  was  instituted  to  let 
us  who  listen  to  the  radio,  and  who  con- 
stitute that  public,  into  the  inner  work- 
ings of  the  big  business  of  broadcasting. 
If  you  have  never  wondered  about  the 
various  phases,  the  intricacies,  of  radio, 
you  are  one  in  a  million.  The  questions 
concerning  it  are  hmited  only  by  the 
number  of  people  who  listen. 

Lyman  Bryson  is  the  man  with  the 
answers.  Some  of  the  topics  already  dis- 
cussed include:  the  money  radio  net- 
works and  stations  make,  where  they 
make  it,  where  it  goes;  degrees  and 
kinds  of  control  over  material  heard  on 
the  air;  a  program's  structure  from  orig- 
inal idea  to  broadcast;  public  tastes  in 
humor,  drama  and  music;  audience  pref- 
erences and  ways  for  measuring  them; 
control  over  taste  and  content  and  kind 
of  advertising;  labor  relations  in  radio; 
broadcasting  as  an  instrument  of  en- 
lightenment, and  its  use  to  serve  good 
causes  and  the  general  good. 

Take  this  last.  Mr.  Bryson  points  out 
that  the  four  national  networks  in  the 
United  States  offer  programs  for  broad- 
cast by  the  stations  affiliated  with  them, 
among  these,  the  programs  of  informa- 
tion and  enlightenment  in  question. 
"But,"  says  Mr.  Bryson,  "the  networks 
cannot  do  more  than  offer  these  pro- 
grams to  their  aSiliated  stations.  The 
local  stations  decide  what  it  will  broad- 
cast to  its  own  local  audience."  Thus,  a 
network    can    offer   its    microphone    and 


time  to  a  great  leader,  a  spokesman  for  a 
great  cause,  but  that  speaker  can  be 
brought  to  radio  listeners  only  if  station 
managers,  each  in  his  own  town,  think 
the  event  is  really  of  importance  to  the 
local  people  hstenrng. 

So,  the  network  cannot  assure  a  na- 
tional audience.  Second,  even  when 
such  an  event  is  broadcast  nation-wide, 
there  is  nothing  that  will  make  people 
listen.  It  would  be  reassuring,  Mr.  Bry- 
son says,  to  think  that  people  would  pay 
attention  to  things  because  they  are  im- 
portant, but  that  is  not  so.  "Duty  listen- 
ing" makes  very  little  appeal. 

The  first  complication,  therefore,  in 
presenting  national  events  is  to  get  the 
stations  to  carry  them;  the  second  is  get- 
ting anybody  to  listen  when  they  are  on 
the  air.  It  is  a  fact  that  most  people, 
most  evenings  of  their  lives,  want  to  be 
entertained.  And  public  service  pro- 
grams as  such  do  not  fall  into  the  enter- 
tainment category. 

What,  then,  can  radio  do  in  its  effort 
toward  informing  and  enlightening  the 
public? 

It  can  dress  up  its  information  in  a 
form  so  gripping,  so  fascinating,  that  it 
will  hold  attention.  CBS  has  done  this  in 
its  now-famous  documentary  programs. 
The  Eagle's  Brood,  on  juvenile  delin- 
quency, or  Open  Letter,  on  race  riots, 
for  example.  It  can  cast  the  information, 
as  these  two  programs  did,  into  dramatic 
form,  dress  it  with  music,  provide  it  with 
a  cast  of  first-class  actors,  bring  in  writ- 
ers of  power. 

Again,  radio  can  put  such  informative 
programs  in  the  place  of  a  regular  one. 
As  an  example,  CBS's  Eagle  Brood  ap- 
peared in  place  of  the  regularly  sched- 
uled Information  Please,  and  the  audi- 
ence tuned  to  that  program  heard  The 
Eagle's  Brood,  instead — and,  inciden- 
tally, listened  to  it  with  attention.  But 
the  success  of   (Continued  on  page  95) 
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Acting  is  a  merry-go-round:  the  music  is  gay,  the 


I  WONDER   if  the   first   "split-per- 
sonality" a  psychologist  ever  dis- 
covered wasn't  an  actress?   And  if 
you're  a  radio  actress  as  well,  believe 
me — ^my  personality  isn't  just  split,  it's 
all  in  little  pieces. 

In  the  morning  I  wake  up,  peer  at 
myself  in  the  mirror  and — yes — ^I  can 
recognize  the  red  hair  and  the  grey 
eyes  that  belong  to  Lurene  Tuttle; 
but  an  hour  later  I'm  standing  in  front 
of  a  microphone,  sneering  my  way 
through  a  broadcast  as  a  blackhearted 
murderess  ...  or  as  an  eighty-year- 
old  grandmother  ...  or  as  a  brat 
...  or  as  a  queen  ...  or  a  barmaid. 
And  that  goes  on  all  day  long. 
Is  it  any  wonder  I  sometim,es  won- 
der just  who  Lurene  Tuttle  is?  Not 
only  are  there  all  these  make-believe 
characters  I  slip  in  and  out  of  during 
broadcasting  hours — but  there's  the 
me  that  is  mother  to  my  teen-age 
Barbara.  And  the  me  that  likes  to 
prowl  around  in  dusty  antique  shops 
for  the  little  porcelain  dogs  I  collect. 
And  likes  to  play  crazy  word  games 
with  friends  or  settle  weighty  prob- 
lems over  a  midnight  pot  of  coffee. 

And  there's  the  me  that's  known 
around  the  studios  as  "The  Rock."  (It 
doesn't  apply,  they  tell  me,  to  the  way 
I  look;  I  can't  gain  an  oimce  over 
my  hundred  and  two  pounds  and  I 
stopped  growing  at  five  feet  three.) 
It's  short  for  the  Rock  of  Gibralter, 
that  symbol  of  stability  and  depend- 
ability. Maybe  it's  not  glamorous,  but 
I'd  rather  be  known  as  "The  Rock" 
than  as  almost  anything  else,  because 
it  indicates  that  I've  been  at  least  a 
little  successful  in  being  where  I'm 
supposed  to  be  when  I'm  supposed  to 
be  there,  and  in  giving  the  best  per- 
formance I -know  how  no  matter  what 
the  part. 
I   say   almost  anything   else.    That 
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rings  are  bright — but  sometimes  you  do  get  dizzy 


means  that,  above  all,  I  want  to  be  the  me 
that's  Barbara's  mother. 

I  don't  xinderstand  actresses  who  are  ashamed 
to  admit  they  have  grown-up  daughters.  Bar- 
bara is  in  High  School,  and  I  see  no  point  in 
talking  about  her  as  "my  little  girl,"  trying  to 
disguise  my  age,  as  I've  heard  some  do.  I'm  a 
lot  more  apt  to  brag  about  her!  She's  bright 
and  she's  pretty  and  some  day  I  think  she'll 
be  showing  me  how  to  act. 

Barbara's  father,  Mel  Ruick,  and  I  were  di- 
vorced a  few  years  ago.  We're  still  good 
friends.  Though  his  radio  announcing  keeps  him 
in  New  York,  Mel  was  able  to  spend  Christmas 
here  with  Barbara  and  they  are  still  a  close 
father-and-daughter  team.  But,  for  most  of  the 
year,  it's  just  the  two  of  us,  and  Miss  Johnson, 
who  looks  after  us  both.  And,  of  course,  all 
of  Barbara's  friends.  .  .  .  I'U  never  forget,  for 
instance,  last  New  Year's  Eve.  It's  seldom  I 
go  to  a  party,  but  this  one  I  was  looking  forward 
to.  Yet — promptly  at  twelve  midnight  I  had  to 
excuse  myself,  explain  hastily  to  my  escort,  and 
drive  home  and  then  taxi  an  assorted  bunch  of 
some  twenty-five  kids  from  Barbara's  party 
to  their  respective  homes  which  were  scattered 
all  over  the  San  Fernando  Valley!  I  got  back 
to  my  own  party  and  date  at  two-thirty  in  the 
morning,  just  as  all  the  other  guests  were 
yawning  their  way  out  the  front  door. 

But  I'm  no  Big  Sister,  only,  to  Babs.  I'm  her 
mother.  She  comes  to  me  with  help  with  her 
problems  as  well  as  for  her  fun.  Whether  it's 
boy-friends  or  clothes  or  our  endless  discus- 
sions of  what  she  will  do  when  she's  "groAvn- 
up,"  I  try  my  honest  best  to  help  her.  We  have 
our  rules,  too.  When  it  comes  to  schoolwork — 
my  share  is  helping  in  research,  but  she's  the 
one  to  actually  do  the  job. 

And  there's  one  opening  night  I'm  looking 
forward  to  as  intensely  as  if  it  were  my  own 
premiere  of  the  movie  "Heaven  Only  Knows." 

Babs  and  her  gang  of  friends  have  made  a 
movie  of  their  own,  with  themselves  as  actors, 
and  they  tell  me  its  showing  is  to  have  an  audi- 
ence of  one.  The  kids  have  decided  that  only 
Mother  Tuttle  is  to  be  permitted  to  peek  at  it, 
because  it  seems  they  feel  I'll  take  a  profes- 
sional attitude  and  not  a  parental  one  .  .  .  and 
they're  afraid  of  shocking  their  own  famihes! 

I  do  understand —   {Continued  on  page  81) 


if  "Once,  for  a  rehearsal  with  Dick  Haymes,  I  tried  to 
save  lime — I  wore  my  scrublady  outfit  straight  from 
the  Heaven  Only  Knows  set.    Ill  never  do  that  again!" 


if  "No  matter  how  many  personalities  Fm  split  into 
during  the  day,  the  most  important  remains  intact:  I'm 
a  mother  and  homemaker  for  my  daughter  Barbara." 


Among;  Lurene  Tattle's  radio  characterizations  is  that  of  Sam  Spade's  secretary  Effie  in  CBS  Adrentores  of  Sam  Spade,  Sunday  nights  at  8:00,  EI>T. 
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As  Carolyn  and  Dick 
watched,  Skippy  gave 
them  a  cherubic  smile 
and  went  off  to  sleep. 
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Love  for  her  child  is  part  of  every 

woman's  Right  to  Happiness.    Your  heart, 

with  Carolyn's,  will  skip  a  beat  as 

you  hear  her  cry,  "My  little  boy  is  lost!" 


IT  WAS  a  perfect  Sunday  scene  on  a  perfect  summer 
morning.  The  children  filing  out  the  side  door  of  the 
church  looked  like  children  in  a  painting — a  little  stiff 
in  the  fresh,  brightly  colored  dresses,  in  the  neat  Sunday 
suits.  The  sun  shone  upon  the  curls,  the  braids,  the 
short  Dutch  bobs  of  the  little  girls,  upon  the  sleeklj' 
combed  heads  of  the  little  boys.  They  fanned  out  as 
they  neared  the  sidewalk,  raced  to  join  the  parents  who 
waited  at  the  front  entrance.  My  son  Skippy  was  one 
of  those  who  took  the  forbidden  short-cut  across  the 
lawn. 

"Mommie!"  he  shouted.     "Look  what  I  got — " 

It  was  a  shame  to  dim  the  brightness  of  his  face,  but 
the  lawn  had  recently  been  resodded,  and  only  last 
Sunday  the  minister  had  made  a  special,  parenthetical 
request  for  its  preservation. 

"Skippy,"  I  said,  "you  crossed  the  lawn." 

"I  was  in  a  hurry,"  he  said,  as  if  that  explained  evei-y- 
thing.    "Look,  Mommie — " 

"It  wouldn't  have  taken  a  minute  longer  to  come  by 
the  walk.  And,  Skippy,  the  gardener  has  to  work  hard  to 
keep  the  lawn  looking  nice — " 

"The  other  kids  crossed  it,  too.    Mom,  look — " 

I  gave  up.  I  stooped  to  admire  the  small  silver  star 
he  exhibited  in  his  lapel. 

"That's  very  handsome,"  I  said.     "What's  it  for?" 

Skippy's  eyes  shone  proudly. 

"Attendance,"  he  said.  "Because  I  haven't  missed 
once.    Next  time  I  get  a  gold  one." 

"A  gold  one  will  be  wonderful."  I  rose,  held  out  my 
hand.     "It's  time  for  church." 

He  pulled  back.    "Do  we  have  to  go?" 

I  was  surprised — although  I  suppose  I  should  have 
been  surprised  that  objection  hadn't  come  sooner.  You 
can't  blame  a  young  child  for  rebelling  at  an  hour  and  a 
half  of  very  adult  ceremony. 

But  up  until  now,  he'd  enjoyed  church,  for  his  own 
reasons.  He  liked  the  music,  especially  when  the  full- 
throated  organ  went  all  stops  out  in  a  triumphant 
passage.    He  liked  the  stately  (Continued  on  page    77) 
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As  Carolyn  and  Dick 
watched,  Skippy  gave 
them  a  cherubic  smile 
and  went  off  to  sleep. 


Love  for  her  child  is  part  of  every 

woman's  Right  to  Happiness.    Your  heart. 

with  Carolyn's,  will  skip  a  beat  as 

you  hear  her  cry,  "My  little  boy  is  lost!" 


IT  WAS  a  perfect  Sunday  scene  on  a  perfect  summer 
morning.   The  children  filing  out  the  side  door  of  the 
church  looked  like  children  in  a  painting— a  little  stiff 
in  the  fresh,  brightly  colored  dresses,  in  the  neat  Sunday 
suits.     The  sun  shone  upon  the  curls,  the  braids,  the 
short  Dutch  bobs  of  the  little  girls,  upon  the  sleekly 
combed  heads  of  the  little  boys.     They  fanned  out  as 
they  neared  the  sidewalk,  raced  to  join  the  parents  who 
waited  at  the  front  entrance.    My  son  Skippy  was  one 
of  those  who  took  the  forbidden  short-cut  across  the 
lawn. 
"Mommie!"  he  shouted.    "Look  what  I  got — " 
It  was  a  shame  to  dim  the  brightness  of  his  face,  but 
the  lawn  had  recently  been  resodded,  knd  only   last 
Sunday  the  minister  had  made  a  special,  parenthetical 
request  for  its  preservation. 
"Skippy,"  I  said,  "you  crossed  the  lawn." 
"I  was  in  a  hurry,"  he  said,  as  if  that  explained  every- 
thing.   "Look,  Mommie — " 

"It  wouldn't  have  taken  a  minute  longer  to  come  by 
the  walk.  And,  Skippy,  the  gardener  has  to  work  hard  to 
keep  the  lawn  looking  nice — " 
"The  other  kids  crossed  it,  too.    Mom,  look — " 
I  gave  up.    I  stooped  to  admire  the  small  silver  star 
he  exhibited  in  his  lapel. 

"That's  very  handsome,"  I  said.    "What's  it  for?" 
Skippy's  eyes  shone  proudly. 

"Attendance,"  he  said.  "Because  I  haven't  missed 
once.    Next  time  I  get  a  gold  one." 

"A  gold  one  will  be  wonderful."  I  rose,  held  out  my 
hand.  "It's  time  for  church." 
He  puUed  back.  "Do  we  have  to  go?" 
I  was  surprised — although  I  suppose  I  should  have 
been  surprised  that  objection  hadn't  come  sooner.  You 
can't  blame  a  young  child  for  rebelling  at  an  hour  and  a 
half  of  very  adult  ceremony. 

But  up  until  now,  he'd  enjoyed  church,  for  his  own 
reasons.  He  liked  the  music,  especially  when  the  full- 
throated  organ  went  all  stops  out  in  a  triumphant 
passage.    He  liked  the  stately  (Continued  on  page    77) 
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For  the  big  money.  Producer  Dick  Lewis  collected  the  highest  winnei 


It  was  at  fiancee  Dodee's  suggestion 
that  Philip  Ramirez  wrote  for  tickets 
to  MBS's  Quick  as  a  Flash  (5:30  Sun- 
(lay  afternoons).  They  went  for  a  half 
hour  of  fun,  came  away  with  a  lot  more! 


BEING  on  Quick  as  a  Flash  happened  to  me  so  effort- 
lessly— and  tui-ned  out  to  be  so  helpful  to  my  courtship 
and  marriage — that  I  still  can't  believe  it.  What's  more, 
it's  the  only  radio  show  I  was  ever  on.   It  goes  like  this: 

I  was  first  on  the  program  away  back  in  November,  1945. 
I  remember  it  well.  I'd  come  back  from  three  solid  years 
in  the  Pacific,  and  I  was  still  a  Chief  Pharmacist's  Mate  in 
the  U.  S.  Navy.  But  now  I  was  stationed  in  New  York 
City,  and  back  living  with  my  family  in  the  Bronx.  Also, 
I  was  going  out  a  lot  with  another  Chief  Pharmacist's  Mate 
(a  very  pretty  one) — who  was  a  Wave.  We  worked  at 
adjoining  desks  down  at  Third  Naval  District  Headquarters 
in  New  York  City,  you  see. 

Well,  one  Sunday  afternoon  I  turned  on  the  family  radio. 
It  was  5:30,  and  for  the  next  half -hour  I  listened,  fasci- 
nated, to  Mutual  Broadcasting  Company's  Quick  as  a  Flash 
qviiz  show.  I  might  add  that  I  also  listened  in  complete 
frustration — because  I  guessed  every  answer  'way  ahead 
of  the  radio  contestants,  and  the  suffering  it  caused  me 
was  plenty! 

From  then  on  I  listened  to  it,  Sunday  after  Sunday — 
and  always  gnashing  my  teeth  because  I  always  knew  the 
answers.  Finally  one  Sunday  Dodee  (that's  my  Wave) 
was  listening  to  the  program  with  me.  She  said  briskly, 
"Listen,  Phil,  why  don't  you  stop  agonizing  and  write  in 
for  tickets  to  the  show?  Then  you  can  be  a  contestant 
yourself,  maybe!" 

This  had  never  occurred  to  me.  But  at  her  insistence, 
I  sat  down  and  wrote  in  to  Mutual  for  tickets — and  got  two 
back  for  the  next  Sunday's  show.  I  asked  Dodee  to  go  with 
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As    told   to 

ELEANOR   HARRIS 


o(  the  previous  two  years  to  compete  agaiust  each  other.    Philip  (right)  came  out  top  man. 


me  to  the  broadcasting  studio,  and  all  the  way  there  I 
told  her  that  I  was  just  being  siUy  to  go — because  how  did 
I  know  I'd  be  one  of  those  chosen? 

But  I  needn't  have  worried.  We  got  inside,  sat  down, 
and  producer  Dick  Lewis'  opening  words  were,  "Is  there 
anyone  here  from  the  medical  corps  of  the  Army  or  Navy?" 
Duck  soup.  I  just  spoke  up,  and  in  no  time  I  was  sitting 
at  a  long  table  on  the  stage  with  the  five  other  chosen 
contestants,  waiting  for  the  program  to  start. 

The  idea  of  Quick  as  a  Flash,  as  you  doubtless  know, 
is  that  it's  a  quiz  show,  with  several  dramatic  skits  acted 
out  in  charades  by  a  cast  of  actors.  One  skit  might  enact 
a  current  movie;  the  next  might  be  a  musical  quiz;  in  any 
case,  the  contestant  needn't  speak  up  at  all  if  he  doesn't 
want  to.  But  if  you  think  you  know  the  answer,  you  press 
a  buzzer  that  shoots  out  a  streak  of  hghtning — and  you  get 
a  chance  to  guess.  If  you're  correct,  you  win  varying 
amounts  of  money.  If  you're  wrong,  you  simply  sit  out 
that  question,  waiting  your  turn  for  the  following  skit. 

Well,  the  first  skit  I  saw  acted  out  was  a  current  movie. 
I  knew  the  answer  before  they  were  half  through — it  was 
"Wilson."  I  won!  The  next  problem  was  to  identify 
music  (played  by  Ray  Bloch's  band)  with  outstanding 
personalities  .  .  .  the  band  played  "Piccolino"  and  I  buzzed, 
and  then  said,  "Ginger  Rogers  and  Fred  Astaire."  Right 
again!  Then  came  the  mystery  skit,  which  they  have  on 
every  show,  with  a  guest  detective  from  another  radio 
program.  This  time  the  guest  detective  was  Mr.  Keen, 
Tracer  of  Lost  Persons.  He  told  a  brief  murder  mystery, 
and  in  the  story  were  all  the   (Continued,  on  page   85) 
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For  the  big  money.  Producer  Dick  Lewis  Rollecled  the  highc-l  winners 


BEING  on  Quick  as  a  Flash  happened  to  me  so  effort- 
lessly—and turned  out  to  be  so  helpful  to  my  courtship 
and  marriage — that  I  still  can't  believe  it.  What's  more, 
it's  the  only  radio  show  I  was  ever  on.   It  goes  like  this: 

I  was  first  on  the  program  away  back  in  November,  1945. 
I  remember  it  well.  I'd  come  back  from  three  solid  years 
in  the  Pacific,  and  I  was  still  a  Chief  Pharmacist's  Mate  in 
the  U.  S.  Navy.  But  now  I  was  stationed  In  New  York 
City,  and  back  hving  with  my  family  in  the  Bronx.  Also. 
1  was  going  out  a  lot  with  another  Chief  Pharmacist's  Mate 
(a  very  pretty  one)— who  was  a  Wave.  We  worked  at 
adjoining  desks  down  at  Third  Naval  District  Headquarters 
m  New  York  City,  you  see. 

Well,  one  Sunday  afternoon  I  turned  on  the  family  radio. 
It  was  5:30,  and  for  the  next  half-hour  I  listened,  fasci- 
nated, to  Mutual  Broadcasting  Company's  Quick  as  a  Flash 
quiz  show.  I  might  add  that  I  also  listened  in  complete 
frustration— because  I  guessed  every  answer  'way  ahead 
ol  the  radio  contestants,  and  the  suffering  it  caused  me 
was  plenty! 

From  then  on  I  listened  to  it,  Sunday  after  Sunday- 
ana  always  gnashing  my  teeth  because  I  always  knew  the 
answers.  Finally  one  Sunday  Dodee  (that's  my  Wave) 
was  listening  to  the  program  with  me.  She  said  briskly, 
f^.'  ,*1'  ;      '  '^''y  •'°"'*  yo"  stop  agonizing  and  write  m 

lour.'»'^  ^°^^  '**°*-  Th«"  y°"  "^an  b^  =  '=°"'"'^ 
yourself,  maybe! 

I  II"!?  ^^"^  "?^'"  °<:="'-red  to  me.  But  at  her  insistence, 
ba^k  fnrTK^"  ^"""'^  '"  '°  Mutual  for  tickets-and  got  t«^ 
sack  for  the  next  Sunday's  show.  I  asked  Dodee  to  go  *•* 
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rfj'u  ^^  broadcasting  studio,  and  all  the  way  there  I 
told  her  that  I  was  just  being  siUy  to  go— because  how  did 
1  know  I'd  be  one  of  those  chosen? 

But  I  needn't  have  worried.  We  got  inside,  sat  down, 
and  producer  Dick  Lewis'  opening  words  were,  "Is  there 
anyone  here  from  the  medical  corps  of  the  Army  or  Navy?" 
Duck  soup.  I  just  spoke  up,  and  in  no  time  I  was  sitting 
at  a  long  table  on  the  stage  with  the  five  other  chosen 
contestants,  waiting  for  the  program  to  start. 

TJie  idea  of  Quick  as  a  Flash,  as  you  doubtless  know, 
IS  that  it's  a  quiz  show,  with  several  dramatic  skits  acted 
out  in  charades  by  a  cast  of  actors.  One  skit  might  enact 
a  current  movie;  the  next  might  be  a  musical  quiz;  in  any 
case,  the  contestant  needn't  speak  up  at  all  if  he  doesn't 
want  to.  But  if  you  think  you  know  the  answer,  you  press 
a  buzzer  that  shoots  out  a  streak  of  lightning — and  you  get 
chance  to  guess.  If  you're  correct,  you  win  varying 
founts  of  money.  If  you're  wrong,  you  simply  sit  out 
^  question,  waiting  your  turn  for  the  following  skit. 
I  t  ^  fas^.  skit  I  saw  acted  out  was  a  current  movie. 

"W^i^^  *he  answer  before  they  were  half  through — it  was 
Wilson."     I   won!     The  next  problem   was   to   identify 
usic    (played  by  Ray   Bloch's  band)    with  outstanding 
^^°"alities  ...  the  band  played  "Piccolino"  and  I  buzzed, 
^Q  then  said,  "Ginger  Rogers  and  Fred  Astaire."   Right 
gain!    Then  came  the  mystery  skit,  which  they  have  on 
ery  show,  with  a  guest  detective  from  another  radio 
P  ogram.     This  time  the  guest  detective  was  Mr.  Keen, 
^acer  of  Lost  Persons.    He  told  a  brief  murder  mystery, 
'"  the  story  were  all  the  (Continued  on  page  85) 
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1.  Junior,  Ma  Perkins'  grandson,  has  come  to  the  lumberyard  on  an  errand  for  his  mother.  Ma  tells  him  that  she  has  heard 
of  a  stranger  in  town,  and  Junior  reluctantly  admits  that  he  has  seen  and  talked  with  the  young  man.  Not  liking  the  fright- 
ened look  on  her  grandson's  face.  Ma  suggests  that  he  invite  his  new  friend  to  tea  at  her  home  that  afternoon — he  must  be 
lonesome,  a  stranger  in  town  and  all,  and  no  doubt  would  like  to  make  friends.  Junior  mumbles  that  he  doesn't  know  whether 
he'U  come,  but  he  will  ask  him.   And  bit  by  bit,  Mia  gets  the  whole  story  of  Junior's  meeting  with  the  young  man,  Rufns  Miller. 
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A  HELPING  HAND 


2.  Jnnior,  it  seems,  met  Rafus  on  a 
corner  in  Rushville  Center  and  fell 
into  ronversation  with  him.  Rufas  is 
in  need  of  money,  Jnnior  thinks,  but 
doesn't   seem   to   want   to   work   for    it. 


RUSHVILLE  CENTER,  where  Ma 
Perkins  lives,  has  a  bank,  a  mo- 
tion picture  house,  a  shady  Main 
Street.  It  is  a  warm,  friendly,  sleepy 
place — except  for  Ma,  herself.  She 
has  been  running  the  lumberyard 
since  her  husband's  death  and  is  a 
friend  to  everyone. 

In  this  new  Ma  Perkins  picture 
story,  written  especially  for  Radio 
Mirror,  are  Ma's  daughters:  Faye, 
who  lives  with  Ma;  Evey,  who  is  mar- 
ried to  Willy  Fitz,  an  amiable  good 
fellow^  who  will  never  set  the  ^vorld 
afire;  the  Fitz's  son,  Junior;  Shuffle 
Shober,  Ma's  assistant  and  her  very 
good  friend. 

Ma  Perkins  is  heard  twice  daily, 
Monday  through  Friday:  1:15  P.M., 
EDT,    CBS,    and    3:15,    EDT,    NBC. 


3.  Discussions  like  this  one  are  often 
overheard  by  Junior.  His  parents.  Evey 
and  Willy  Fitz,  talk  about  money — or  the 
lark  of  it.  Evey  wants  to  "keep  up  with 
the  Joneses" — but  can't  on  Willy's  salary. 


4.  Shuffle  Shober.  too.  has  something  to  add  to  Ma's 
store  of  information  about  Junior  and  the  stranger.  It 
seems  that  Shuffle  overheard  the  two  tiilking  in  the 
local  ice  cream  parlor — talking  about  "easy  money"  and 
ways  to  make  it  in  Rushville  Center.    Shuffle  is  worried. 
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OFFERS 


5.  Shuffle,  Ma,  and  Faye,  her  daughter,  con- 
sult. "You  say  he  looks  respectable,"  says 
Ma  to  Shuffle.  "Let's  see  why  he'd  rather 
steal  than  work."  And  so  the  decision  to 
ask  Junior  to  invite  Ruins  ta  tea  is  made. 


6.  Ma  Perkins  has  a  way  with  people.  They'll  talk  to  her  if 
to  no  one  else — and  Rufus  is  no  exception.  He  tells  Ma  that 
he  is  a  veteran,  returned  to  find  his  wife  faithless.  Now 
he  needs  money — enough  to  get  him  to  his  mother's  home. 
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9.  And  so  Rufus  wins  the  battle  with  himself.  Banker  Pendleton,  not 
one  to  judge  people  on  sight,  is  annoyed  with  Ma  for  entrusting  her 
money  to  a  stranger.  And  isn't  this  man's  face  familiar,  he  thinks. 
Hasn't  he  seen  it — yes,  on  a  notice  sent  out  by  police  of  a  nearby 
town!  He  asks  Rnfns  to  wait,  then  sends  for  Ma  and  Constable  Tookey. 


10.  Junior  listens,,  too,  as  Tookey 
arrests  Rufus.  It's  only  right, 
says  Ma,  that  he  pay  the  penalty 
for  the  crime  bad  luck  drove  him 
to — but  she  still  has  faith  in  him. 


HELPING 


HAND 


8.  It  is  in  his  hands — 
the  money  Rnf  ns  deter- 
mined to  get  "by  hook 
or  croo!^.**  All  he  has 
to  do  is  leave  town 
and  it's  his.  Bnt  it 
has  been  snch  a  long 
time  since  anyone  had 
faith  in  Rnfas,  since 
anyonehas  trusted  him  I 


7.  As  Rnfu«  is  aboat  to  go,  Ma  recalls  that  she  has 
forgotten  to  deposit  the  lumberyard  receipts  in  the 
bank  today.  Will  Rufns  do  her  a  favor  and  leave  the 
money  at  Banker  Pendleton's  home  for  her?  After  a 
moment's  hesitation,  Rnfus  takes  the  box  and  leaves. 


r^'r^run  *-tw^ 


11.  Ma  tells  Evey  and  Willy  the  story.  Rufns,  she 
tells  them,  wUl  work  in  the  lumberyard  when  he's 
served  his  sentence.  "1  think,"  she  hints  in  con- 
clusion, "boys  like  Rufus — like  Junior,  too — hear 
and  think  too  much  about  the  importance  of  money!" 
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5.  ShnlOe,  Ma,  and  Faye,  her  daughter,  con- 
kdU.  "Yon  «ay  he  looks  roBpeclable,"  says 
Mo  to  Shuffle.  "Let's  see  why  he'd  rather 
steal  than  work."  And  so  the  decision  to 
ask  Junior  to  invite  Ruins  to  tea  is  made. 


6.  Ma  Perkins  has  a  way  with  people.  They'll  talk  to  her  if 
to  no  one  else— and  Rufus  is  no  exception.  He  tells  Ma  that 
he  is  a  veteran,  returned  to  find  his  wife  faithless.  Now 
he  needs  money — enough  to  get  him  to  his  mother's  home. 


HELPIN<;  HAND 


8.  It  is  in  his  hand« — 
the  money  Rnf  lu  deter- 
mined to  get  "by  hook 
or  crook."  All  he  has 
to  do  is  leave  town 
and  it's  his.  But  it 
has  been  sncfa  a  long 
time  since  anyone  had 
faith  in  Rufos,  since 
anyonehastmstedhiml 


7.  As  Rufus  is  about  to  go,  Ma  recalls  that  she  has 
forgotten  to  deposit  the  lumberyard  receipts  in  the 
bank  today.  Will  Rufus  do  her  a  favor  and  leave  the 
money  at  Banker  Pendleton's  home  for  her?  After  a 
moment's  hesitation,  Rnfus  takes  the  box  and  leaves. 
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9.  And  so  Rufus  wins  the  battle  with  himself.  Banker  Pendleton  not 
one  to  judge  people  on  sight,  is  annoyed  with  Ma  for  entrusting'  her 
money  to  a  stranger.  And  isn't  this  man's  face  familiar,  he  thinks 
Hasn't  he  seen  it— yes,  on  a  notice  sent  out  by  police  of  a  nearby 
to»fnl  He  asks  Rufus  to  wait,  then  sends  for  Ma  and  Constable  Tookey 


10.  Junior  b8ten»,.too,  as  TookeJ 
arrests  Rufus.  It's  only  "8°'' 
says  Ma,  that  he  pay  the  p«o«Itf 
for  the  crime  bad  luck  drove  lu"" 
to— bm  she  stiU  has  faith  •"  ''"'' 


11.  Ma  tells  Evey  and  Willy  th*  story.  Rufus,  she 
tells  them,  will  work  in  the  lumberyard  when  he's 
served  his  sentence.  "I  think,"  she  hints  in  con- 
clusion, "boys  like  Rufn»— like  Junior,  too— hear 
and  think  too  much  about  the  importance  of  money!" 


mm 
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Covering   Cover    Girl    Nancy    Gates- 


whose   days   have   more   activities 


than    hours    to    accomplish    them! 
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CAS  has  been  called  the  state  of 
Tall  Tales  and  Beautiful  Women — and, 

'"just  in  case  there  are  any  doubters 
in  the  other  forty -seven  states,  comes 
along  a  young  radio  actress  by  the  name 
of  Nancy  Gates  as  hving  proof  of  both 
claims.  Native  daughter  of  the  Lone 
Star  land,  Nancy  is  as  pretty  a  girl  as 
ever  stood  up  in  front  of  a  microphone 
.  .  .  and  the  story  of  how  she  got  there 
measures  up  well  against  those  drawling 
campfire  tales  Texans  love  to  spin  about 
jackrabbits  who  can  hop  from  one  end 
of  the  state  to  another,  or  hoop-rolling 
rattlesnakes. 

The  only  difference  between  Nancy's 
story  and  a  real  Tall  Tale  is — hers  is 
true. 

She  was  a  bona-fide  elected  College 
Sweetheart  when  she  was  still  just  a 
baby  of  three.  At  eleven,  she  was  an 
estabished  career  woman  in  radio.  At 
thirteen,  she  was  a  motion  picture  star 
in  Hollywood.  And  now — ^but  let's  go 
back  and  start  at  the  beginning — 

Denton,  Texas,  where  Nancy  Uved  as 
a  child,  was  a  college  town  and  the  life 
and  pulse  of  its  activities  centered. around 
the  campus  and  the  students  of  North 
Texas  State  College.  But  it  was  still 
quite  an  event  when  the  college  stage 
band  chose  Miss  Nancy  Gates,  age  three 
years  and  two  months,  as  their  official 
Sweetheart. 

Stepping  practically  from  bassinet  to 
Big- Time,  Nancy's  first  appearance  be- 


Brother  Pete  makes  very  clear  his  opinion  of 
Nancy's    ralent    when    it    comes    to    the    guitar. 


Nancy  Gates  is  heard  regularly  on  Masquerade,  Adventures  of  Richard  Davis,  Radio  Theatre,  Stars  Over  Hollywood. 
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By 

IRIS   NOBLE 


fore  the  footlights  was  in  the  college 
yearly  operetta  where  she  appeared, 
cherub  -  fashion,  in  long  white  night- 
gown and  carrying  a  candle  and  singing 
"Sleepytown  Express." 

At  the  time  where  other  little  girls- 
are  dreaming  idly  of  what-they-were- 
going-to-be-when-they-grow-up,  Nancy 
was  already  a  career  woman  in  radio. ' 
At  twelve,  she  was  playing  in  radio 
shows  over  Station  WFAA.  in  Denton, 
under  the  sponsorship  of  the  college 
voice  and  drama  department;  at  thirteen 
she  had  her  own  program,  starring 
Nancy  Gates,  singer.  And  at  that  same 
year  and  tender  age,  she  was  spotted  by 
RKO  talent  scouts  and  brought  to  Holly- 
wood on  a  signed  contract  for  motion 
pictures.  Of  course,  it  was  wonderful  to 
be  a  featured  starlet  in  RKO's  "Master 
Race";  to  have  the  opportunity  of  acting 
in  "This  Land  is  Mine"  with  a  great 
man  like  Charles  Laughton;  to  see  her 
name  in  lights  on  theater  marquees  in 
"Spanish  Main." 

But  what  cinches  her  story  for  the 
Tall  Tale  department  is  that  all  this 
business  of  being  a  child  radio  prodigy 
and  a  child  star  has  left  Nancy  singu- 
larly unimpressed,  both  with  herself  and 
her  good  fortune.  Nancy  wants,  most  in 
the  world,  to  go  to  school! 

Back  there  in  Denton,  as  she  wended   ^^ 
her  way   in   and   out  of  WFAA's   radio  *»' 
station   doors,   Nancy  was   always   con- 
scious of  the  college  life  going  on  around 
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She    fonies    from    Texas,    slalf    of    Tall    Tales    and    Beautiful 
Women,  measures  up  to  both  riaims.     The  Tale  is  even  true! 


il 
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A  bona-fide  College  Sweetheart  at  the  age 
of  three,  at  eleven  Nancy  was  established 
as  a  career  woman  in  radio  and  the  movies. 


her.  She  was  much  too  yoiuig,  then,  of  course,  but 
she  vowed  that  someday  it  would  be  hers. 

You'd  think  it  would  be  easy,  now  that  Nancy  is 
old  enough,  for  her  to  stop  work  and  go  to  college. 
Financially,  yes — ^there's  nothing  to  stop  her. 

But  with  the  years,  something  happened.  The  dream 
didn't  fade,  but  it  changed.  She  is  still  determined  to 
go  to  coUege  and  next  year  will  see  her  enrolled  as  a 
freshman  at  UCLA.  (She  says  this  with  her  fingers 
crossed,  hopefully.)  But  neither  wiU  she  give  up  her 
radio  career. 

Coming  from  those  wide-open  spaces  of  Texas, 
Nancy  finds  the  life  she  lives  nowadays  in  a  tiny 
HoUyw^ood  apartment  a  bit  on  the  cramped  side, 
especially  since  she  shares  said  apartment  with  her 
big  brother  Pete.  Whom  she  adores.  A  favorite  eve- 
ning pastime  is  their  Castle-in-Spain  dreaming  of  the 
really  big  apartment  they  are  going  to  find  someday 
or  the  really  big  house  they  might  build — ^next  year. 
•  Big  enough,  anyway,  to  hold  a  piano. 

Nancy  sings.  Brother  Pete  is  a  song  composer  for 
Eagle-Lion  Studios.  Could  anything  be  more  frustrat- 
ing to  a  couple  of  musicians  than  to  live  in  a  place 
where  pianos  are  forbidden — out  of  consideration  for 
thin  walls  and  neighbors'  sensitive  ears — and  nothing 
larger  (or  louder)  than  a  guitar  is  permitted? 

So  Pete  sweats  out  his  composing  by  plucking  the 
notes  from  the  guitar,  balancing  it  on  his  knees  as  he 
writes.  And  if  he  forcibly  refrains  from  hurling  it  at 
the  walls,  sometimes,  and  if  somehow  the  songs  do  get 
written  and  written  well — it  is  a  measure  of  that  yoimg 
man's  talents.  When  it's  Nancy's  turn  to  strimi,  Pete 
makes  his  feelings  audible  and — ^she  says,  indignantly 
— even  holds  his  nose  as  she  tortures  the  instrument 
with  inexpert  fingers.  And  he  does,  wish  she  would 
sing  something — anything! — other  than  her  night- 
after-night  favorite  rendition  of  "Foggy  Foggy  Dew." 

But  for  aU  the  discomforts,  life  in  the  Gates  home  is 


1 A  WOffilG  GIRL 


Home,  for  the  Gates  girl,  is  a  place  where 
she  does  the  exercises  which  keep  that  very' 
elegant    size-twelve    figure    of    hers    at    par. 


an  energetic  one.  It's  an  eye-on-the-future  life. 
It  might  make  for  good  reading  to  say  that  Nancy 
had  transformed  those  three-rooms-and-a-bath  into  a 
bower  of  loveliness.  But  it  just  isn't  so.  Right  now 
she's  just  too  busy  to  be  bothered  with  many  of  those 
well-known  "womanly  touches"  that  are  supposed  to 
bring  out  the  Dorothy  Draper  in  any  girl.  Beyond  a 
few  flounces  and  frills  she's  dashed  arovmd  and  a  little 
sprinkling  of  heart-shaped  porcelain  mottoes  on  walls 
and  desk  to  brighten  things  up,  Nancy  has  preferred 
to  let  well-enough  alone.  And  washed  h^r  hands  of 
the  whole  thing  ...  satisfied  to  let  her  interior  dec- 
orating urges  wait  for  that  bigger  apartment  or  that 
big  dream  house. 

U  OME  to  Nancy  is  a  place  to  change  her  hat  between 
radio  programs.  It's  a  place  to  eat  and  sleep  and 
do  those  exercises  necessary  to  keep  her  shapely  size 
twelve  in  perfect  trim.  It's  a  place  to  read  a  little 
now  and  then — and  once  in  a  while  to  have  the  gang 
over  for  cokes  and  for  one  of  those  excellent  supper 
snacks  she  turns  out. 

Because  she  is  a  super  cook.    She  never  took  a 
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Home,  too,  is  a  place  where  the  mail  keeps 
piling  ap.  Family,  friends  and  listeners — 
she    loves    them   all    and    answers    them    all. 


lesson  in  her  life  and  she's  never  opened  a  cookbook. 
But  a  pinch  of  this  and  a  dab  of  that  and  Nancy  has 
a  meal  any  chef  would  be  proud  of.  She's  a  natural — 
but  she  doesn't  pretend  to  like  it. 

Most  of  her  friends  are  professional  people.  That 
would  be  only  natuial  since  almost  all  of  her  years 
have  been  spent  in  theatrical  circles.  A  good  friend  in 
Hollywood  is  screen  star  Maureen  O'Hara  with  whom 
she  lived  for  a  while  when  brother  Pete  was  Lieu- 
tenant Peter  Gates  during  the  war  and  Maureen's 
husband,  Will  Price,  was  overseas  with  the  Marine 
Corps. 

That  doesn't  mean  she's  lost  track  of  the  folks  in 
Denton.  Mother  and  Father  Gates  are  still  there,  and 
Nancy  still  corresponds  and  visits  with  her  "best"  girl 
friend  and  with  all  the  other  kids  she  knew  back  there. 

Mail  is  becoming  quite  a  problem  to  Nancy.  She 
Ukes  people  and  she  attracts  people  so  that,  day  by  day, 
her  correspondence  grows.  Now  that  fan  mail  from 
her  radio  hsteners  has  been  added  to  the  list,  the 
basket  on  her  desk  that  holds  unanswered  letters  is 
never  empty — and  usually  is  crammed  fuU  to  bursting. 

With  Nancy,  radio  and  the  life  that  revolves  around 
a  broadcasting  studio — its  challenges  and  its  successes, 
its  disappointments  and  its  hard,  hard  work — has 
become  as  natural  to  her  as  her  own  breathing.  To 
her,  the  people  in  radio  are  a  closed  group  and  she  is 
only  happy  when  she  is  a  member  of  that  group. 
When  she  is  being  Vicki,  in  Masquerade,  or  playing 
her  frequent  parts  on  Radio  Theatre,  the  Adventures 
of  Richard  Davis,  or  Stars  Over  Hollywood. 

Oddly  enough — when  you  remember  she  started  her 
career  as  a  cherub -singer — Nancy  prefers  acting  to 
singing.  There  are  only  two  songs,  "BiU"  and  "Gan't 
Help  Lovin'  that  Man"  that  she  loves  to  and  will 
sing  anywhere,  at  the  drop  of  a  hat.  And  there's  a 
story  behind  those  songs. 

It  happened  like  this.    It   (Continued  on  page  93) 


The  present  apartment  is  too  small  for  a 
piano,  but  Nancy  practices  anyway,  while 
dreaming  of   the  honse  she  wants   to  build. 
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Tiid  ho ii Illy 
here  to  add  I o  the 
uiirni  content  men  t  of 
half-past  suninnM'  days 


Rgdio  Mirror's  Prize  Poem 


Exultant  to  be  leaving  it  at  last; 

All  packed  and  ready  now  to  go,  she  looks 

Around  the  rented  room  where,  long  months  past. 

She's  sot,  companioned  only  by  her  books. 

Too  deaf  to  listen  to  the  radio. 

Unless  she  turned  it  high,  which  might  annoy 

The  other  roomers,  she  has  hod  to  know. 

In  unshared  silence,  what  she  could  of  joy. 

But  now  a  thrilling  journey  lies  ahead — 

Two  days,  one  night  on  o  swift,  streamlined  train; 

Soon,  Nan's  dear  babies  coming  to  her  bed 

To  waken  her  with — "Gran!  Gran!" — shrill  refroin. 

A  knock  that  is  a  telegram — "Changed  plan. 

Can't  have  you  now.  So  sorry.  Writing — Nan." 

— Violet  Alleyn  Storey, 


SONNET 

I  loved  but  once  but  wisdom  never  came 
Until  it  was  too  late.   I  loved  too  much 
The  steady  glow  of  love  a  fire  became 
Until  it  was  too  dangerous  to  touch. 
We  have  learned  well  who  learn  in  time 

the  art 
Of  love  without  possession,  that  we  can 
Not  own  a  person,  only  warm  his  heart 
And  love  him.  Ah,  too  late  I  knew  the  plan; 
The  love  I  sought  to  own  has  broken  free 
And  only  loneliness  is  left  for  me. 

—Bill  Ford 


A  radio  comic  of  wealth 
Enjoyed  the  best  of  good  health. 
But,  you'll  be  saddened  to  hear  it," 
He's  been  broken  in  spirit  ' 

Since  he  found  he  stole  gags 
from  himself. 

— John  L  O'Toole 


TRAVEL  LOG 

It  makes  no  diflference  what  resort 
I  travel  to  for  rest  or  sport, 
Or  what  the  season  of  the  year, 
Or  whether  it  is  cheap  or  dear, 
Or  even  whether  the  cujsine 
Is  plentiful  or  very  lean, 
At  least  a  thousand  people  know 
The  time  and  place  I  choose  to  go, 
And  be  it  cold  or  be  it  hot 
All  travel  to  the  selfsame  spot! 

— ^Addison  H.  Hallock 


From  RABBI  BEN  EZRA 

Grow  old  along  with  me! 

The  best  is  yet  to  be. 
The  last  of  life,  for  which  the  first  was  made : 

Our  times  are  in  His  hand 

Who  saith,  "A  whole  I  planned. 
Youth  shows  but  half:  trust  God:  see  all,  nor 

be  afraid ! " 

— Robert  Browning 
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A  heart  returns  to  places  it  has  known 

And  loved  a  while,  with  no  more  provocation 

Than  these;    some  haunting  fragrance  which  is 

blown 
Across  a  field,  the  sight  of  V-formation 
Of  wild  geese,  music  drifting  through  a 
As  it  came  through  another,  long  aga 
Or  just  the  way  a  river  laps  its  shore. 
Or  turning  of  a  street,  or  sun  on  snow. 
A  heart  will  not  forget  a  place,  nor  name 
Of  it,  nor  any  loveliness  about 
It.  nor  the  highway  back,  although  it  came 
Away  decades  ago,  perhaps,  without 
A  map.   And  if  one  ever  try  to  keep 
The  heart  bound,  it  will  seek  its  own,  in  sleep. 
-Elaine  V.  Emans 
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HALF-PAST  SUMMEB 

O  warm  was  the  day  with  a  green  wind  blowing 
As   we  raced   hand   in  hand   through    the   butter 

cup-leas. 
And  your  hair  was  like  sunshine,  flickering  and 

flowing. 
And  your  laughter  was  muted  as  poUen-biush'ed 

bees. 

O  we  sat  by  the  brookside  and  set  us  to  weaving 
A  maple-leaf  bonnet  from  stem  and  from  leal 
With  the  hat  on  your  gold   hair,  we   kissed 

both  believing 
That  this  was  forever  .  .  .  but  summer  is  brief 

Yes,   summer  is   brief     And   the   road   we   would 

follow 
Was  strewn  with  transient  daisies  and  vows. 
Young  love  lasts  as  long  as  the  flight  of  a  swal 

low. 
And   fades   like   the   petals   on   pink-andwhite 

boughs. 

— Eunice   Mildred  LonCoskf 


LOVEIUHRCHARD 

timothy  Thomas  has  fallen  in  love 
But  what  is  the  darling  enamored  of' 

Not  you,  not  me.  but  an  orange  tree: 
For  Timothy  Thomas,   not  yet  three 

Is  up  and  out  at  the  crack  of  dawn 
With  only  his  skin  and  his  slippers  on 

To  snatch  at  oranges  and  pry  them  loose 
From  the  leaning  tree;  and  it's  not  the  juice 

Nor   the  pithy   sections   that   seem   to  please, 
But  the  hard  cold  fact  that  they  grow  on  trees, 

And  not.  as  Timothy  thought  before, 
In   a  slatted  crate  in  a  grocery   store. 

— LoVerne   Wilson    Brown 


Love  finds  her  own 
Though  the  days  seem 
Lost  in  the  lonely 
Stillness  of  dream. 

Though  the  rose  tremble. 
Though  bud  and  leaf 
Through  the  long  silence 
Whisper  their  grief. 

Though  the  heart  falter 
Weary  and  lone. 
Through  storm  and  shadow 
Love  finds  her  own. 

— Sydney  King  Russell 


y  TED  MALONE 


Be  suro  to  listen  to  Ted 
Maloiie's  morning  program. 
MoiifJav  through  Friday 
at     11:4.'>    EST.    over    ABf 


Radio  iiiirror 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader, 
selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 
month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five 
dollars  will  be  paid  for  each  other  original 
f>oem  submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between 
the  Bookends  pages  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address 
your  poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205 
East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry 
submitted  should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines. 
When  postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be 
made  to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is 
not  a  contest,  but  an  offer  to  purchase  poetry 
for     Radio     Mirror's     Between     the     Bookends. 


Ted  Malone's  story  of  a  girl  whose 

MERE'S  the  fascinating  thing  to  me  about  radio 
^you  literaUy  never  know  what  eflPect  you're 
going  to  have  when  you  go  on  the  air. 

Oh,  you  know  how  your  program  is  going  to  affect 
the  general  run  of  listeners — the  ones  who  hear 
you  each  day,  the  ones  for  whom  today  is  not  a 
particular  date,  not  one  which  should  be  circled  in 
red  on  their  private  calendar.  But  what  of  the  others 
— the  girl  whose  wedding  day  this  is,  the  mother 
for  whom  this  day  marks  the  anniversary  of  her 
son's  death,  the  woman  who  will  always  remember 
today  as  the  one  on  which  a  gossiping  neighbor  told 
her  a  long,  and  probably  untrue,  story  about  her 
husband?  What  of  them?  How  can  I  know  that  in 
choosing  the  story  I  am  going  to  tell,  the  poem  I 
am  going  to  read,  I  may  be  adding  another  drop  to 
a  cup  of  joy,  or  another  draught  to  a  cup  of  bitterness? 

And,  of  course,  the  answer  is  that  I  can't  know.  I 
can't  know  all  the  people  who  may  listen  today,  and 
plan  a  program  for  each  individual.  Nor  can  I  know, 
in  most  cases,,  how  w^hat  I  have  said  or  read  has  af- 
fected a  life.  I  can't  know,  xmless  the  person  writes 
to  me,  and  tells  me  about  it — ^unless  we,  the  girls 
and  I  here  in  my  ofiBce,  are  told  the  answers  upon 
which  we  so  often  speculate. 

Yes,  we  very  often  play  our  geime  of  "suppose." 
Suppose,  for  instance,  that  a  boy  and  a  girl  are  out 
riding  in  a  car  on  Sunday  afternoon.  Suppose  they 
have  reached  a  critical  point  in  their  relationship; 
they  know  a  decision  must  be  made,  and  neither  is 
willing  to  make  it  Suppose  they  turn  on  the  radio, 
giving  themselves  a  little  more  time,  delaying  the 
decision  a  little  longer.  And  suppose  that  on  the 
radio  they  hear  a  voice  ... 

This  girl — we'U  call  her  Ellaine  Carter — ^was  a  city 
girl,  as  modern  and  streamlined  as  the  offices  of  the 
large  corporation  which  employed  her.  When  her 
boss  was  sent  west  to  open  a  branch  office  in  Bison 
City,  she  went  with  him.  There  was  nothing  to  keep 
her  in  New  York.  She  had  no  immediate  family,  no 
friends  who  ^weTe  especially  close. 

Frank  Weber  was  a  farmer,  a  big  young  man,  good- 


yys'iy.tTf^f'-^'iiiB^'" 


heart  warned  her  to 


Ted   Maione's  program 
through  Friday^  11:45  A 


looking  in  a  clean  masculine 
way.  Mr.  Gail,  Elaine's  boss, 
said  that  he  was  one  of  the 
most  progressive  and  best- 
liked  men  in  the  district,  and 
a  great  help  to  the  company 
in  the  cooperative  crop- in- 
surance plan  they  were  try- 
ing to  sponsor.  He  lived  with 
his  parents  on  their  farm 
some  ten  miles  out  of  Bison 

City,  but  he  came  often  to  the  ofBce  to  see  Mr.  Gail. 
And  from  the  very  beginning,  each  time  he  came, 
he  found  some  excuse  to  stop  and  talk  with  Elaine. 

Once  or  twice  he  had  dinner  with  Mr.  Gail  and 
Elaine  at  the  local  hotel.  Gradually  he  fell  into  the 
habit  of  calling  late  at  the  ofiBce,  so  that  he  could 
walk  Elaine  to  the  boarding  house  where  she  was 
staying.  Then  he  began  stopping  by  the  boarding 
house  in  the  evenings,  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  with 
her.  A  few  times  he  took  her  to  the  movies,  and  to 
the  dances  at  the  town  hall.  All  through  the  summer 
months  Elaine  was  spending  several  evenings  a  week 
with  him — and  yet  each  meeting,  even  the  movies 
and  dances,  came  about  so  casually  that  they  hardly 
seemed  dates  at  alL 

Mr.  Gail  watched  the  romance  with  amusement, 
and  then  interest,  and  finally,  with  concern. 

"How  is  it  going?"  he  asked  EUaine  one  morning. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  answered  flatly.  She  didn't 
want  to  talk  about  it,  not  when  the  very  thought  of 
Frank  roused  in  her  a  mixture  of  joy  and  longing 
and  hurt  and  bewilderment.  She  knew  that  he  was 
with  her  every  minute  he  could  spare  from  his  work. 
He  talked  to  her  freely — about  crops  and  insurance 
and  his  farm  and  his  animals,  and  about  Elaine,  and 
about  himself.  But  he  never  talked  about  Frank-and- 
Elaine.  He  never  said  "we"  as  if  they  were — or 
might  ever  be — together. 

And  yet  she  was  sure  that  he  loved  her.  He'd 
never  suggested  it  by  word  or  by  gesture,  but  his  eyes, 
and  the  tones  of  his  voice,  betrayed  him  sometimes. 


is  heard   each   Monday 
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She  left  the  office  late  one 
afternoon.  As  she  came  down 
the  steep  stairs   of   the   old- 
fashioned   building,   she   saw 
Frank's  car  at  the  curb,  and 
Frank  getting  out  of  it.    Her 
own    response    was    uncon- 
trollable— the    quickening    of 
her  heart,  the  tingling  sense 
of  anticipation.    He  lifted  his 
hand,  hailing  her.   And  there 
it  was  again — the   quick  betraying  gladness   in   his 
eyes,  as  quickly  veiled.   She  knew  right  then  that  she 
was  through.   She  couldn't  stand  any  more  of  it  .  .  , 
no   more   "accidental"   meetings,   no   more   evenings 
that  lacked  the  one  important  ingredient  for  per- 
fection. 

"I'm  in  luck,"  he  said.  "I  was  wishing  you'd  have 
dinner  with  me." 

She  swallowed,  and  found  her  voice.  "No,"  she 
said.    "I  can't." 

He  started.  "You  can't!  Why  not?"  Then  he 
flushed.  "I'm  sorry.   I — I  just — " 

She  turned  away,  with  no  heart  for  polite  excuses. 
Let  him  be  hurt,  let  him  be  the  bewildered  one  for 
a  change. 

"Elaine — "  His  hand  closed  over  her  arm.  She 
whirled  on  him. 

"Let  me  go!"  she  cried.  "I'm  not  going  to  have 
dinner  with  you.  I — just  don't  want  to  see  you  any 
more.   Let  go — " 

"Not  until  you  tell  me — "  He  saw  her  eyes,  and 
everything  she  felt  was  there,  plain  to  read.  His 
voice  altered;  the  grip  on  her  arm  relaxed. 

"At  least  let's  get  of?  the  street,"  he  said  quietly. 
"We  can't  talk  here." 

She  let  herself  be  led  to  the  car.  She  leaned  back 
and  closed  her  eyes,  drew  deep,  steadying  breaths. 
When  she  looked  up  again,  they  were  out  of  town, 
moving  slowly  down  the  highway.  Frank  talked  as 
he  drove,  his  eyes  on  the  road. 

"You  know  how  I  feel    (Continued  on  page  95) 
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Yonng  Wayne's  parents  won't  let  him  find  it  out — 
but  he's  the  absolute  center  of  the  Baruch  household. 
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Bea  Wain  and  Andre  Baruch  believe 


that  some  (marriages  are  made  in 


r 

heaven — ^but  from^^ere  onnsi 


success 


Cheek  yoar  loeal  stationa  for  the  recorded  Frank  Parker 
show,  with  rocala  by  Bea  Wain.  (WNBC  in  New  York.) 


is   up   to   the   couple   themselves 

O 

By  IRA  KNASTER 


THE  Busy  B's — songstress  Bea  Wain  and  her  hus- 
band, announcer  Andre  Baruch — are  a  couple  of 

contented  cliff-dwellers  with  840  acres  of  nice  land 
at  their  doorstep. 

No,  this  isn't  the  saga  of  the  planning  and  building, 
brick  by  brick,  of  that  dream  house  on  a  hilltop. 
This  report  is  $,trictly  from  Manhattan  and  the  "cliff" 
dwelling  in  question  happens  to  be  six  sumptuous 
rooms  'way  up  on  the  sixteenth  floor  of  a  fashionable 
apartment  house.  The  840  acres  of  land  is  better 
known  as  Central  Park. 

"Be  it  ever  so  elegant,  there's  no  place  hke  home," 
Bea  often  chants  while  wending  her  weary  way  there 
with  Andre  after  they've  finished  a  grueling  day  at 
the  studio.  That's  Bea's  typically  waggish  way  of 
expressing  it  but  the  parody  sums  up  everything 
that  really  matters  to  this  famous  radio  couple. 

For  them  home  is  a  haven  from  relentless  schedules 
and  split-second-accurate  clocks  that  tyrannize  their 
time.  Home  is  a  place  where  the  rooms  are  large 
and  graciously  soothing  to  thjp  senses.  It's  a  place 
where  no  telephone  calls  come  from  squeaky-voiced 
adolescents  who  vow  immediate  self-destruction 
unless  Bea  casts  ofiE  Andre  and  marries  them.  It  is 
a  place  with  wide  window^s  that  look  out  on  a  fan- 
tastically beautiful  panorama   of  park  and  skyline. 
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The  one  mutual  hobby  that  might  have  caused  trouble  has  been  brought  under  control  and 
used    to    advantage:    both   love   to    talk,    so    they    do— on    their   Mr.    and    Mrs.    disc    program. 


Il 


Most  important,  home  is  where  they  can  share  pre- 
cious hours  with  their  chubby,  bright-eyed,  year-old 
son  Wayne  Edward. 

Their  combined  at-the-microphone  activity  adds  up 
to  an  average  of  100  man-hours  of  work  each  week. 
Bea  has  her  special  radio  commitments  and  her 
recording  engagements.  Andre  has  his  Pathe  News- 
reel  narrating  assignments  and  his  regular  announc- 
ing chores  on  shows  like  The  Frank  Parker  Show 
and  Exploring  The  Unknown.  All  these  activities 
consume  seemingly  endless  hours  away  from  home- 
cooped  up  in  various  sound-proof  studios.  But  it's 
the  doings  in  WMCA's  Studio  3  that  account  for  most 
of  their  staggering  schedule.  There,  from  noon  until 
two  and  from  four  until  five-thirty  every  afternoon, 
six  days  each  week,  Bea  Wain  and  Andre  Baruch 
are  on  the  air  as  "Mr.  and  Mrs.  Music."  With  a 
mike  between  them  they  sit  talking  about  records, 
about  vocalists  and  orchestras,  talking  the  com- 
mercials, talking  with  their  guest-celebrities  and 
talking  sense  and  nonsense  with  and  at  each  other. 

After  such  day-long  gabbing  on  a  professional 
basis  you'd  naturally  conclude  that,  in  their  off-duty 
lime,  they'd  clam  up.  But  not  so.  During  the 
fifteen-minute  drive  uptown  in  their  cream-colored 
convertible  Bea  and  Andre  will  begin  chattering  like 


two  high  school  kids  in  the  first  throes  of  romance. 
They'll  swap  appraising  comments  on  how  the  show 
went  that  day.  They'll  lock  verbal  horns — in  the  best 
of  humor,  of  course — on  the  pros  and  cons  of  some 
current  political  issue  or  the  worth  of  some  new 
Broadway  opening. 

But  it's  only  a  brief  drive  up  Central  Park  West 
and  in  a  matter  of  minutes  the  Baruchs  are  home. 
On  floor  sixteen  they  step  from  the  elevator  directly 
into  their  own  foyer. 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Music"  do  not  tarry  in  the  spacious 
living  room  with  its  fireplace  framed  in  huge  mirrors, 
its  deep,  inviting  chairs  and  its  oyster  gray,  thick- 
napped  carpeting.  Instead,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  B  make 
a  beeline  for  another,  smaller  room — one  whose 
linoleum  floor  and  walls  are  done  in  bright,  cheerful 
buttercup  yellow.  For  Wayne  will  be  in  the  nursery, 
or  the  bathtub. 

After  the  ablutions  come  calisthenics.  Then  after 
Wayne  gets  bored  with  this,  Bea  holds  on  to  his  tiny 
hands  while  Andre  makes  music  (or  a  reasonable 
facsimile  thereof)  on  a  two-bit  mouth  organ,  for 
Wayne's  version  of  the  conga-cancan. 

Visitors  to  the  Baruch  menage — especially  female 
visitors — often  throw  up  their  hands  in  horror  at  the 
sight   of   Wayne   romping    (Continued   on  page   76) 
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Most  tricks  go 
to  the  music-wise,  but 
no  one  loses  on 
CBS's  quiz-with-songs 


Radio-wise  Irene  Beasley  owns,  produces,  m.c.'s  Grand  Slam;  only  a 
few  months  old,  it  attracts  huge  listener-mail,  large  studio  audience. 


Listener-mail    is   the   program's   backbone:    from    these 
letters   come   the    questions    Irene   puts  'to    contestants. 


Questions,  always  musical,  are  worked  out  with 
pianist  Bob  Downey  and  organist  Abe  Goldman. 


GRAND  SLAM  is  one  radio  program  \5rhere  the 
listener  and  the  radio  contestants  are  compet- 
ing briskly  against  each  other — ^with  prizes 
flying  in  all  directions,  including  to  the  listener. 
You  can  tune  in  Monday  through  Friday  at  11:30 
A.M.,  EDT,  over  CBS.  If s  a  fifteen-minute  mu- 
sical quiz  headed  by  cheerful  Irene  Beasley.  And, 
although  it  is  only  a  few  months  old,  it's  gluing 
millions  of  ears  to  loudspeakers  these  days. 

It  goes  like  this:  You,  the  listener,  send  in  a 
popular  song  suggestion,  and  five  questions  which 
apply  to  the  song.  Then  Irene  sings  it  to  a  con- 
testant, asks  him  the  five  questions — ^and  he  can 
win  five  prizes  (Grand  Slam)  plus  a  $100  savings 
bond.  He  can  also  lose  them  all  to  you,  the 
listener! 

Sometimes  the  type  of  quiz  varies,  but  always 
it's  musical.  And  always  Irene  Beasley  acts  as 
mistress  of  ceremonies — she's  also  the  owner  and 
producer  of  the  show. 

"Bease,"  Tennessee-bom,  was  musical  from  her 
earliest  days,  when  her  grandmother  didn't  have 
to  force  her  to  practice  her  piano  pieces^— she  did  it 
willingly.  The  musical  bent  survived  some  years 
of  schoolteaching,  until  she  couldn't  keep,  finally, 
from  writing  a  song.  It  sold,  and  not  only  that — ^her 
voice  on  the  vocal  sold  her  as  an  entertainer.  In 
1929  she  was  signed  by  CBS,  and  hasn't  stopped 
singing  since.  She's  tall,  sparkling,  and  always 
siu-rovmded  by  visiting  relations. 

Other  Grand  Slam  regulars  are  annoimcer 
Dwight  Weist,  director  Victor  Sack,  pianist  Bob 
Downey,  organist  Abe  Goldman,  and  stage  di- 
rector Roger  Strouse.  AU  those  chef's  caps  and 
aprons  are  supplied  by  the  sponsor,  and  the  prizes 
are  ninety  per  week.    That's  Grand  Slam! 
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GRAAIDSIAM/ 


1.  Stage  director  Roger  Strouse  and 
Irene  check  Marie  Kennebeck's  num- 
ber;  it's*   lucky,  and   she's  a   contestant. 


3.  But  Marie  misses  the  other  four 
of  her  five  questions,  so  four  prizes 
^o   to   listener   who   sent   them   in. 


2.  "Song  meaning  'Nestle  With  Greater 
Proximity'?  'Snuggle  Up  a  Little  Clos- 
er',"   says    Marie.      Weist    says:    "Right!" 


t.  Marie's  one  correct  answer  wins  a 
glittering  picnic  kit.  "Come  again," 
Irene  urges,  "and  make  a  Grand  Slam!" 


k 
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Life    Can    Be    Beautiful,    written    by    Carl    BLxby    and    Don    Becker,    can    be    heard 


"THEY'VE  COME  HOME" 

Radio  Mirror's  $100  Letter 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Like  so  many  other  young  couples  reunited 
after  the  war,  my  husband  and  I  thought  all  our 
problems  had  been  solved  the  day  his  ship  came 
in.  Bill  got  a  big  kick  out  of  meeting  his  nine- 
month- old  son,  and  he  had  little  difficulty  in 
landing  a  good  job.  No  re-adjustment  worries 
for  us;  life  looked  very  beautiful  indeed. 

Then  we  were  transferred  from  New  York  to 
San  Francisco,  and  began  the  almost  hopeless 
search  for  a  place  to  live.  For  three  months  we 
moved  from  one  hotel  to  another,  just  keeping 
one  jump  ahead  of  the  five-day  limit.  My,  hus- 
band set  off  to  work  each  day  leaving  me  with 
a  list  of  rent  ads  to  answer  by  phone.  He  spent 
his  limch  hour  knocking  on  doors,  trying  to  get 
a  lead.  In  the  evening  we  packed  Billy  in  his 
basket  and  went  out  to  track  down  all  the  clues 
we'd  had  during  the  day.  Always  the  answer  was 
the  same:  "Sorry,  no  vacancies."  "Sorry,  no  chil- 
dren allowed." 

Hotel  hfe  is  expensive,  and  the  savings  account, 
which  had  been  built  up  with  carefully  hoarded 
allotment  checks,  was  all  but  gone.  After  eight- 
een months  apart,  we  didn't  look  foiTvard  to 
another  separation.  But  Bill  was  desperate,  and 
ready  to  send  me  and  young  Bill  back  to  New 
York  to  live  with  my  parents  until  the  housing 
shortage  let  up.  With  mixed  emotions  we  learned 
that  a  new  baby  was  on  the  way.  It  was  then 
that  we  read  the  tiny  ad  in  an  obscure  section 
of  the  evening  news:    Attic  apartment  to  let — 


only  veteran  with  family  need  apply.   It  took  us 
all  of  five  minutes  to  reach  the  address. 

A  kindly-faced  woman  answered  our  knock, 
and  smiled  as  if  she  recognized  us.  "They're 
here.  Will,"  she  called  to  the  elderly  man  in  the 
next  room.  And  almost  before  we  knew  it,  she 
was  holding  the  baby  and  leading  us  up  the  stairs. 
The  apartment  was  perfect  with  its  tiny  kitchen 
and  bath,  its  large,  masculine  bedroom,  and  the 
small  sitting-room  overlooking  the  wide,  shady 
street.  Forty  dollars  a  month — we  could  scarcely 
believe  our  good  fortune. 

As  we  left  to  go  back  to  the  hotel  to  pack. 
Bill,  Jr.  was  seated  happily  on  Mrs.  Neale's  lap. 
"No,  leave  him  here,"  she  had  said,  "it's  like 
having  our  own  boy  home  again.  They  were 
his  rooms,  you  know,  but  he  was  lost  on  the 
beach  at  Anzio,  and  he  won't  be  coming  back." 
Bill  held  my  hand  tightly  as  we  walked  to  the 
car,  and  I  know  we  were  both  marveling  at  the 
wisdom  and  courage  of  these  people  who  could 
find  beauty  in  their  lives  again  by  making  a 
home  for  another  boy. 

Mrs.  B.  B. 

A  WILL  AND  A  WAY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  paralyzed  from  the  shoulders  down  and 
my  hands  are  completely  paralyzed,  due  to  a 
spinal  injury  sustained  in  1943.  In  spite  of  the 
fact  that  I  am  unable  to  use  my  hands,  legs,  or 
lower  trunk,  I  still  find  that  life  can  be  beautiful. 
I  am  not  so  helpless  as  you  might  expect  me  to 
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Monday  through  Friday  on  your  local  NBC  station,  at  12  Noon,  PDT;  1  P.M.,  MDT;  2  P.M.,  CDT;  3  P.M.,  EOT 


be  for  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  I  am  unable  to 
use  my  hands,  or  lower  trunk,  I  am  able  to  type 
over  forty  words  a  minute,  write  fairly  well, 
feed  myself,  shave  and  bathe  myself,  dress  my- 
self, get  out  of  bed  and  into  my  wheel-chair 
alone,  propel  my  specially  designed  wheel-chair 
all  over,  walk  in  braces  in  a  specially  designed 
walker  and  many  other  things. 

How  do  I  manage  to  do  all  these  things  in  my 
condition?  Well,  I  have  typing  sticks  that  fit  on 
my  hands  that  I  hit  the  keys  of  the  typewriter 
with,  I  have  a  specially  designed  handle  on  my 
spoon,  fork,  razor,  pen  and  pencils,  I  have  loops 
sewed  on  the  sides  of  my  trousers  that  I  can 
put  my  hands  through  and  thereby  pull  the 
trousers  on,  I  have  pencils  taped  crosswise  on 
my  radio  knobs  so  that  I  can  turn  them  just  by 
pushing  on  the  pencils  even  though  I  can't  grasp 
the  knobs  with  my  fingers.  These  and  many 
other  gadgets  and  contrivances  enable  me  to  be 
quite  independent  of  help. 

It  wasn't  easy  to  learn  to  use  all  of  these 
gadgets  nor  was  it  easy  to  design  them  and  make 
them.  But  my  friends  were  wonderful  to  help 
me  out,  they  made  gadget  after  gadget  for  me 
until  they  got  something  that  seemed  suitable.  At 
first  it  took  me  over  an  hour  to  feed  myself,  I 
had  to  rest  between  bites.  My  family  said  they 
would  rather  feed  me  than  have  me  working  so 
"hard  in  order  to  feed  myself,  but  I  wouldn't  let 
them.  The  first  few  times  I  put  my  own  trousers 
on  it  took  me  almost  an  hour  of  sti'uggling  to 
accomplish  the  feat,  but  now  I  can  put  them  on 
in  less  than  five  minutes. 


At  present,  I  run  a  little  mail  order  business, 
handle  sales  of  stationery,  greeting  cards,  mag- 
azine subscriptions,  books  and  several  other 
small  articles.  I  spend  about  eight  hours  a  day 
working  here  at  my  desk.  I  also  do  a  little 
writing  and  make  out  income  tax  reports  and 
I'm  trying  to  get  started  writing  insurance.  With 
all  of  this  to  keep  me  busy  I  haven't  time  for 
destructive  self  pity. 

I  correspond  with  many  shut-ins  and  handi- 
capped people.  A  movie  was  made  of  me  and  my 
gadgets  recently  at  Wisconsin  General  Hospital. 
This  movie  is  being  shown  at  veterans'  hospitals 
and  to  other  paralyzed  victims  all  over  the  U.  S. 
and  Canada.  I  hope  that  it  will  be  of  some  help 
to  them. 

I  used  to  listen  to  the  (Continued  on  page  68) 


RADIO  MIRROR  OFFERS  $100  EACH  MONTH 
FOR  YOUR  LETTERS 

Somewhere  in  everyone's  life  is  hidden  a  key  to  hap- 
pineiss.  It  may  be  a  half-forgotten  friend,  a  period 
of  suffering,  an  unimportant  incident,  which  sud- 
denly illuminated  the  whole  meaning  of  life.  If 
you  are  treasuring  such  a  memory,  won't  you 
write  to  Papa  David  about  it?  For  the  letter  he 
considers  best  each  month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay 
one  hundred  dollars;  for  each  of  the  others  that 
we  have  room  enough  to  print,  fifteen  dollars.  No 
letters  can  be  returned.  Address  your  Life  Can  Be 
Beautiful  letter  to  Papa  David,  Radio  Mirror  Maga- 
zine, 205  East  42  Street,  New  York   17,  New  York. 


car^y  —  ^x^e  are  tAe  j^Ufl/c/  (rJii^/t  uJfeA  ii€<(4iti/  i^  ^A:v^/ucyyvec{^^ 


"Touch  nothing  but  the  handle,"  the  stranger  warned,  id  i 


" — ^And — ^furthermore — Mel  Blanc — you're  a  good- 
for-nothing!  Look  at  you!  Tinkering  around  in 
this  silly  Fix-It  shop  whUe  other  young  men  your 
age  are  getting  ahead  in  the  world.  They'll  be 
Captains  of  Industry  while  you're  still  swabbing 
decks — ^and  you  have  the  nerve  to  want  to  marry 
my  daughter!    Let  me  tell  you — " 

Mr.  Colby  was  warming  up  well  to  his  favorite 
subject  and  he  shook  a  heavy  finger  at  the  young 
man  across  the  store  counter  from  him.  The  young 
man,  in  turn,  tried  to  keep  his  face  dutifully 
respectful  and  properly  chastened — but  it  was 
difficult  with  the  dazzling  vision  of  Betty  Colby 
winking  at  him  behind  her  father's  back.  The  best 
le  could  manage  was  a  sickly  grin. 


In  this  story,  written  for  Radio  Mirror,  you  meet  Mel  Blanc  just  as  he's  heard  in  his  Fix-It  Shop  program,  Tuesday  nigh 
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For  lom^that  is,  for  Betty-7-JVIel  Blanc 


.   .lJ. 


will  d^gg^apy thing.    Even ^spme  things 


that,  ma 


4eft  un-dared 


By    IRIS    NOBLE 


voice  so  menacing  that  it  scared  Betty  and  Mel  into  panic. 


" — and  you'd  better  start  amounting  to  some- 
thing pretty  soon,  Mel  Blanc,  or  I'll  put  a  stop  to 
your  seeing  Betty.  We  Colbys  have  a  social  stand- 
ing to  mziintain  in  this  town,  remember.  Why — " 
now  Mr.  Colby  drew  himself  up  proudly — "oiir 
family  have  been  the  pinnacle  of  respectability 
here  for  generations.  My  greatgrandfather,  Heze- 
kiah  Colby,  was  one  of  the  first  settlers,  and  his 
son — " 
"Wasn't  that  old  'Cokey  Colby,'  the  one  who—" 
"Never  mind!"  Mr.  Colby  glared  at  him  and 
slapped  his  hat  on  his  head  and  then  turned  to  his 
daughter.  "Betty — remember — ^you're  not  to  have 
any  date  with  Mel  tonight.  You're  going  with  me 
to  Banker  Grimes'  party.  They're  the  richest  peo- 


ple in  town  and  this  is  the  biggest  social  affair — 
and  it's  one  place  where  Mel  Blanc  will  never  be 
invited!"  He  strode  out  the  door,  tuniing,  as  he 
left,  to  snarl  over  his  shoulder — "The  town's 
tinker!"  at  MeL 

The  door  slammed  behind  him. 

"What  did  he  call  me?"  Mel  asked,  apprehen- 
sively. 

"The  town's  tinker."  Betty  perched  herself  up 
on  the  counter  beside  him. 

He  sighed.  ,  "That's  what  I  thought — it  sounds 
the  same  even  when  you  say  it." 

"Gee,  Mel.  What  are  we  going  to  do?  Daddy's 
getting  so  angry  with  you." 

"Don't  worry,  Betty,"  {Continued  on  page    90) 


at  8:30,  CBS.  Betty  ia  played  by  Mary  Jane  Croft.    Hans  Conreid,  aeen  above  as  the  stranger,  regolariy  i>Iays  Mr.  Cashing  on  the  air. 
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In  (hUalory,  written  for  Radio  Mirror,  you  m<*nl  M^  lUatH^  ]■■.■  —  i.    »    t         .  .  _ 

m     I  mn  luanc  Jual  u  h«'.  hoard  in  hU  Fi«-lt  Shop 


*^ouch  nothing  but  the  handle,"  the  stranger  warned,  in  • 

" — And — ^furthermore — ^Mel  Blanc — you're  a  good- 
for-nothing!  Look  at  you!  Tinkering  around  in 
this  silly  Fix-It  shop  while  other  young  men  your 
age  are  getting  ahead  in  the  world.  They'll  be 
Captains  of  Industry  while  you're  still  swabbing 
decks — and  you  have  the  nerve  to  want  to  marry 
my  daughter!    Let  me  tell  you—" 

Mr.  Colby  was  warming  up  well  to  his  favorite 
subject  and  he  shook  a  heavy  finger  at  the  young 
man  across  the  store  counter  from  him.  The  young 
man,  in  turn,  tried  to  keep  his  face  dutifully 
respectful  and  properly  chastened— but  it  was 
difficult  with  the  dazzUng  vision  of  Betty  Colby 
winking  at  him  behind  her  father's  back.  The  best 
>e  could  manage  was  a  sickly  grin. 


>  menacing  that  it  scared  Betty  and  Mel  into  panic. 


— and  you'd  better  start  amoimting  to  some- 
'bing  pretty  soon,  Mel  Blanc,  or  I'll  put  a  stop  to 
your  seeing  Betty.  We  Colbys  have  a  social  stand- 
"ig  to  maintain  in  this  town,  remember.  Why — " 
now  Mr.  Colby  drew  himself  up  proudly — "our 
family  have  been  the  pinnacle  of  respectability 
here  for  generations.  My  greatgrandfather,  Heze- 
■uah  Colby,  was  one  of  the  first  settlers,  and  his 
son — " 

"Wasn't  that  old  'Cokey  Colby,'  the  one  who—" 
"Never  mind!"  Mr.  Colby  glared  at  him  and 
slapped  his  hat  on  his  head  and  then  turned  to  his 
daughter.  "Betty— remember— you're  not  to  have 
^y  date  with  Mel  tonight  You're  going  with  me 
«>  Banker  Grimes'  party.  They're  the  richest  peo- 
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pie  in  town  and  this  is. the  biggest  social  affair — 
and  it's  one  place  where  Mel  Blanc  will  never  be 
invited!"  He  strode  out  the  door,  turning,  as  he 
left,  to  snarl  over  his  shoulder — "The  town's 
tinker!"  at  MeL 

The  door  slammed  behind  him. 

"What  did.  he  j»)l  me?"  Mel  asked,  apprehen- 
sively. 

"The  town's  tinker."  Betty  perched  herself  up 
on  the  counter  beside  him. 

He  sighed.  .  "That's  what  I  thought — it  sounds 
the  same  even  when  you  say  it" 

"Gee,  Mel.  What  are  we  going  to  do?  Daddy's 
getting  so  angry  with  you." 

"Don't  worry,  Betty,"  (Continued  an  page   90) 


•i*.  CBS.  BottT  I.  playnl  l,y  Mmt  J«»e  Croft.    Bmom  Catatia,  wftn  .btn^  .m  th«  mtwmtiftr,  rtalttj  rUrm  Mr.  CmmhlmfMi  Ihm  mir. 
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I  PHIL  BARE 


Il's  California-style  living  with  a  difference,  at  the  Bakers 


Pigeon-feeding   helps   counteract   the   waistline- 
broadening  effect  of  Irmgard's  Danish  cooking. 


WHEN  Phil's  programs  originate  in  New  York,  Mr. 
and   Mrs.    Phil   Baker   live   in   high   style    in   a 
handsome  and  formal  fovir  story  house  in  Ninety- 
first  Street,  where  they  manage  with  the  full  time 
services  of  a  cook,  a  butler,  a  waitress,   a  second 
maid,  a  laundress  and  a  gardener. 

When  the  programs  are  in  Hollywood — ^where  Phil 
brought  a  show  last  fall  for  an  anticipated  four  or 
five  weeks  and  it  remained  for  almost  a  year — they 
hide  away  in  a  woodsy  canyon  in  a  compact  little  five- 
room  btmgalow  where  Irmgard  does  all  of  the  cook- 
ing and  Phil  helps  out  with  the  dishes.  And  they 
have  the  time  of  their  lives. 

"Buying  the  httle  house  was  one  of  those  emergency 
things,"  Phil  explains.  "We  were  losing  our  lease 
on  the  place  we  were  renting  in  Beverly  Hills.  There 
was  no  place  to  go — no  hotel  vacancies,  no  apartments 
for  rent.  We  didn't  want  to  buy  a  big  house  on  the 
inflated  market. 

"Irmgard  set  out  alone  to  find  a  roof  to  cover  our 


By  PAULINE  SWANSON 


One  of  Phil's  programs  was 
to  have  originated  in  Cali- 
fornia for  only  a  few  weeks.  But 
Phil     kept     it     there     a     year! 
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PHIL  BAKER 


An   emergency-housing   arrangement  turned   into  the  b^ 


What's    different    about    the    Baker    house 
is    that    everybody    helps,    all    the    time. 


heads — a  small  roof,  we  had  decided,  since  we  were 
such  impermanent  westerners.  She  saw  this  Uttle 
shoe-box,  fell  in  love  with  the  garden  which  sprawls 
for  half  an  acre  up  the  side  of  a  mountain  in  back  and 
bought  it  without  so  much  as  inquiring  whether  or 
not  the  house  had  inside  plumbing." 

"But  it  has,"  Mrs.  Baker  is  quick  to  defend  herself. 

"Yes,"  says  Phil.  "It  has  one  bathroom,  for  which 
Irmgard  and  her  mother  and  father — who  have  been 
visiting  us — and  I  stand  in  line  every  morning.  We 
had  six  bathrooms  in  the  house  in  New  York.  There 
isn't  any  maid's  room,  so  we  haven't  any  maid  .  .  ." 

"We  have  a  lovely  maid,"  Irmgard  puts  in,  "who 
comes  in  twice  a  week  to  do  the  heavy  cleaning." 

"I  have  a  lovely  wife,"  is  the  way  Phil  sees  it,  "who 
works  her  fingers  to  the  bone.  Work,  work,  work. 
All  day  long.  Up  in  the  morning,  to  make  breakfast. 
Quick  one-two  with  the  vacuum  and  the  dust  mop. 
Whip  up  the  beds.  Time  to  go  shopping.  Hurry  ■  to 
so-and-so's  market  where  the  meat  is  best.  Double 
back  to  such-and-such  market  where  the  staples  are 
not  so  high.   Hurry  home.    Time  to  make  lunch'." 


"After  lunch,"  says  Mrs.  B.,  "Phil  helps  with  the 
dishes,  so  there  isn't  a  thing  to  do  until  it's  time  to 
get  dinner." 

"Not  a  thing  to  do  unless  you  count  cultivating  the 
citrus  trees,  and  pruning  the  fuchsias,  and  putting 
leaf  mold  on  the  rose  bushes  and  sprinkling  the 
lawn  .  .  . 

"And  chopping  wood.  My  seventy-five-year-old 
father-in-law  chopped  up  all  that  pile  of  wood  for  the 
fireplace." 

"Maybe  what  I  should  have  said,"  Irmgard  puts  in, 
smiling,  "is  that  Phil  doesn't  have  a  thing  to  do  until 
dinner." 

Whatever  the  rigors  of  the  simple  life  as  the  Bakers 
are  living  it,  they  are  thriving  on  it. 

Phil  is  so  smugly  happy  and  satisfied — and  so 
healthy  from  the  open  air  and  relaxation  and  Irm- 
gard's  Danish  cooking — that  he  is  beginning  to  won- 
der if  so  much  happiness  is  good  for  the  waistline. 

Irmgard — who  has  spent  all  of  her  life  in  big  cities, 
her  girlhood  in  Schenectady  where  her  father  was  in 
business,  her  school  years  abroad  where  she  studied 
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kind   of   living  that   Phil   and   hi«   red-haired   wife   have   ever   known. 


dancing  in  Copenhagen  and  decoration  in  Paris,  and 
her  "career  years"  in  New  York — is  frankly  thrilled 
to  be  living  in  such  a  country  place,  where  there  are 
birds  with  no  cages  and  flowers  growing  in  real 
ground. 

"The  pigeons  come  right  up  and  eat  out  of  our 
han,ds,"  she  boasts.  "We  pick  oranges  off  our  own 
trees  for  breakfast,  choose  flowers  from  our  own 
garden  for  the  dinner  table.  I  really  hate  to  think  of 
giving  it  up." 

"If  you  think  she's  kidding,"  says  Phil,  "you  don't 
know  my  wife." 

It  is  obvious  from  Phil's  soft-around-the-edges 
look  that  he  is  proud  of  his  red-haired  bride — the 
Bakers  still  seem  like  a  bride  and  groom  although 
they  celebrated  their  third  wedding  anniversary  May 
8 — proud  of  the  way  she  has  made  the  adjustment  to 
a  kind  of  life  many  women  used  to  luxury  would 
consider  deadly  dull. 

"I've  never  found  anybody  yet,"  is  the  way  Mrs. 
Baker  puts  it,  "who  found  happiness  by  trying  to 
keep  up  with  the  Joneses."  {Continued  on  page  88) 


City-bred    Irmgard,    ex-dancer,    ex-decorator,       i  ;| 
loves  the  conntry,  her  five  rooms — and  Phil.         f 


Pete  the  Parrot  also  fell  in  love  with  Irmgard 
at    first    sight.      But   he   can't   stand   accordions. 
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heads— a  small  roof,  we  had  decided,  since  we  were 
such  impermanent  westerners.  She  saw  this  little 
shoe-box,  fell  in  love  with  the  garden  which  sprawls 
for  half  an  acre  up  the  side  of  a  mountain  in  back  and 
bought  it  without  so  much  as  inquiring  whether  or 
not  the  house  had  inside  plumbing." 

"But  it  has,"  Mrs.  Baker  is  quick  to  defend  herself. 
"Yes,"  says  Phil,  "It  has  one  bathroom,  for  which 
Irmgard  and  her  mother  and  father— who  have  been 
visiting  us — and  I  stand  in  lino  every  morning.  We 
had  six  bathrooms  in  the  house  in  New  York.  There 
isn't  any  maid's  room,  so  we  haven't  any  maid  .  ,  ." 
"We  have  a  lovely  maid,"  Irmgard  puts  in,  "who 
comes  in  twice  a  week  to  do  the  heavy  cleaning." 

"I  have  a  lovely  u)«/e,"  is  the  way  Phil  sees  it,  "who 
works  her  fingers  to  the  bone.  Work,  work,  work. 
All  day  long.  Up  in  the  morning,  to  make  breakfast. 
Quick  one-two  with  the  vacuum  and  the  dust  mop. 
Whip  up  the  beds.  Time  to  go  shopping.  Hurry  to 
so-and-so's  market  where  the  meat  is  best.  Double 
back  to  such-and-such  market  where  the  staples  arc 
not  so  high.   Hurry  homo.   Time  to  make  lunch." 


An  emcrpencyhonsiii!;  arrangement  turned  into  ilie  best 


kind  of  living  that  Phil  and  his  red-haired  wife  have  ever  known. 


"After  lunch,"  says  Mrs.  B.,  "Phil  helps  with  the 
dishes,  so  there  isn't  a  thing  to  do  until  It's  time  to 
get  dinner." 

"Not  a  thing  to  do  unless  you  count  cultivating  the 
citrus  trees,  and  pruning  the  fuchsias,  and  putting 
leaf  mold  on  the  rose  bushes  and  sprinkling  the 
lawn  ... 

"And  chopping  wood.  My  seventy-five-year-old 
father-in-law  chopped  up  all  that  pile  of  wood  for  the 
fireplace." 

"Maybe  what  I  should  have  said,"  Irmgard  puts  m. 
smiling,  "is  that  Phil  doesn't  have  a  thing  to  do  until 
dinner." 

Whatever  the  rigors  of  the  simple  life  as  the  Bakers 
are  living  it,  they  are  thriving  on  it. 

Phil  is  so  smugly  happy  and  satisfied — ^and  so 
healthy  from  the  open  air  and  relaxation  and  Irw- 
gard's  Danish  cooking — that  he  is  begiruiing  to  won- 
der if  so  much  happiness  is  good  for  the  waistline. 

Irmgard— who  has  spent  all  of  her  life  in  big  citi^' 
her  girlhood  in  Schenectady  where  her  father  was  in 
business,  her  school  years  abroad  where  she  studieo 


dancing  in  Copenhagen  and  decoration  in  Paris,  and 
her  "career  years"  in  New  York— is  jfrankly  thrilled 
to  be  living  in  such  a  counfrv  place,  where  there  are 
birds  with  no  cages  and  flowers  growing  in  real 
ground. 

"The  pigeons  come  right  up  and  eat  out  of  our 
hands,"  she  boasts.  "We  pick  oranges  off  our  own 
trees  for  breakfast,  choose  flowers  from  our  own 
garden  for  the  dinner  table.  I  really  hate  to  think  of 
giving  it  up." 

"If  you  think  she's  kidding,"  says  Phil,  "you  don  t 
know  my  wife." 

It  is  obvious  from  Phil's  soft-around-the-edges 
look  that  he  is  proud  of  his  red-haired  bride — ^the 
Bakers  still  seem  like  a  bride  and  groom  although 
they  celebrated  their  third  wedding  anniversary  May 
f^— proud  of  the  way  she  has  made  the  adjustment  to 
a  kind  of  life  many  women  used  to  luxury  would 
consider  deadly  dull. 

"I've  never  found  anybody  yet,"  is  the  way  Mrs. 
Baker  puts  it,  "who  found  happiness  by  trying  to 
keep  up  with  the  Joneses."  (Continued  on  page  88) 


Cily-bred    Irmgard,   ex-dancer,   ex-decorator, 
loves  the  country,  her  five  rooms— and  Phil. 
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WALTER  MANNING,  a  writer  of  great  ability,  truly  loves  Portia  and 
Dickie,  yet  he  finds  a  great  deal  of  difficulty  in  settling  down  because 
of  his  love  for  the  pace  and  excitement  of  high  adventure.  An  ex-fcreign 
correspondent,  Walter  is  now  working  for  Advance  Pictures  as  a  movie 
scenario  writer.  He  is  having  trouble  leaving  Hollywood  because  of  his 
binding    contract    with    Advance    studios,    (played    by    Rartlett    Robinson) 
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Being  a  successful  wife 
and  mother,  says  Portia, 
is  most  important  of  all 


Portia  Faces  Life  is  heard  Monday  through  Friday  at  5:15  V.  M.  EDT.  on  NBC. 


PORTIA  BLAKE  MANNING, 
capable  as  she  is  beautiful,  is  at 
once  an  outstanding  lawyer  and 
a  warm  and  simple  and  home- 
loving  woman.  She  is  engaged  in 
a  constant  struggle  to  stay  out  of 
professional  life  in  order  to  make 
a  home  for  her  husband  and  her 
son,  DICKIE.  Recovering  from 
partial  paralysis,  Portia  is  at  long 
last  ready  to  return  home  to 
Parkerstown,  a  small  city  in  the 
midwest,  for  a  home  life  with  her 
family,    (played  by  Lucille  Wall) 
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This  is  the  sort  of  thinp  that  Portia  means  by  the  family  life  that  she  longs  for  after  her  professional  years — the  sort 
of  life  she  will,  through  every  means  in  her  power,  attempt  to  lead  from  now  on.  It  is  a  life  composed  of  small,  simple 
things.  An  evening,  the  three  of  them,  before  the  fire.  Breakfast  outdoors  on  a  sunny  morning.  Picnics.  Gardening. 
Friendly  neighbors.  Times  like  the  one  shown  here,  when  Walter,  home  for  a  brief  visit  to  Portia  during  the  conva- 
lescence, helps  Dickie  to  give  the  dog  he  found  years  ago,  and  who  has  been  his  faithful  follower  ever  since,  a  much- 
needed  bath.  Portia  has  faith  in  the  future — faith  in  her  belief  that  Walter  will  obtain  his  release  from  Advance  Pic- 
tures and,  instead  of  adventuring,  will  be  content  to  settle   down  for  good  in  quiet  Parkerstown  with  her  and  Dickie. 


LESLIE  PALMER,  as  glamorous  and  talented  as 
the  motion  picture  stars  with  whom  she  works  as  an 
executive  for  Advance  Pictures,  is  determined  that 
Walter  Manning  shall  remain  in  Hollywood.  And 
her  reasons  are  not  purely  business.  She  is  a  threat 
to  Walter's  settling  down  and  to  Portia's  happiness, 
(played    by   Louise   Barclay) 


ERIC  WATSON,  who  shared  hardships  overseas 
with  Walter,  has  been  employed  by  Leslie  for  re- 
search in  the  Near  East.  The  eternal  adventurer, 
Eric  is  trj'ing  to  get  Walter  to  accompany  him. 
(played  by  John  Larkin) 


MISS  DAISY,  Portia's  middle-aged  domestic,  helps 
guide  the  family  with  her  sound  judgment  and 
kindly  philosophy.  She  went  ahead  of  the  rest  to 
prepare  for  the  Manning  return  to  Parkerstown. 
(played   by   Doris   Rich) 
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Good    10    look  ;it    aiul   to   eat 

wh;il    morf-   fould  von  a^k  for  hot 


I'VE  been  looking  through  old  cookbooks  and 
menus  lately  and  honestly,  I  don't  see  how 
anyone  who  started  with  the  first  course  man- 
aged to  last  through  the  final  one.  Such  quantities 
and  varieties  of  foods  were  served  to  our  ancestors, 
quite  as  a  matter  of  course,  that  it  is  a  question  in 
my  mind  whether  they  became  husky  as  a  result  of 
the  food  they  consumed,  or  were  able  to  consume 
it  only  because  they  were  very,  very  husky  to  start 
with.  Of  one  thing  I  am  sure,  however,  and  that  is 
that  no  meal  worthy  of  the  name,  whether  it  was 
planned  only  for  a  family  dinner  or  to  entertain 
guests,  ever  skimped  on  the  soup.  Sometimes  two 
soups  were  included,  presumably  to  offer  a  choice 
though  it  wouldn't  surprise  me  if  some  of  the 
hardier  gourmets  sampled  both.  But  regardless  of 
the  occasion,  soup  was  an  indispensable  beginning 
to  every  well-planned  meal  and  that,  of  course,  is 
right  in  line  with  our  best  nutritional  thinking  to- 
day, when  soup  still  holds  its  deservedly  high 
regard  as  a  first  course. 

Especially  in  summer,  soups  are  important.  Hot 
ones  provide  the  one  hot  dish  which  many  people 
insist  must  be  included  even  in  the  warmest  of 
weather,  and  chilled  soups,  which  are  gaining  in 
popularity  with  those  who  relish  only  cold  foods 
during  the  torrid  days,  give  balance  and  substance 
to  what  might  otherwise  be  too  scant  a  menu. 
Whether  you  belong  in  the  hot  soup  group,  or  line 
up  with  those  who  prefer  the  chilled  ones,  here  is 
a  variety  to  choose  from  and  some,  you  will  find, 
are  equally  delicious  at  either  temperature. 

JELLIED  VEGETABLE  BROTH 


BORSCHT 

5  medium  beets,  peeled  and  coarsely  grated 
1  medium  onion,  minced  or  grated 

1  teaspKJon  salt 

2  beef  bouillon  cubes  (or  2  teaspoons  meat  extract) 
4  cups  water 

2  tablespoons  lemon  juice 
Va  teaspoon  pepper 

1  epg.  beaten 

V2  pint  sour  cream 
Cucumber 

Combine  beets,  onion,  salt,  bouillon  cubes  and 
water  and  cook  for  20  minutes.  Add  lemon  juice 
and  pepper.  Stir  a  little  of  the  hot  mixture  into  the 
beaten  egg,  then  slowly  add  egg  to  hot  soup, 
stirring  constantly.  Cook  for  2  minutes  longer. 
Serve  very  cold  or  very  hot.  Just  before  serving, 
either  stir  the  cream  into  the  soup,  or  garnish  each 
serving  with  sour  cream.  Dice  unpeeled  cucum- 
ber small,  and  add  as  garnish.  Six  servings. 

VICHYSSOISE 

2  tablespoons  butter  or  margarine 
4  leeks  (green  part  only),  sliced 

1  small  onion,  sliced 

4  medium  potatoes,  diced 

2  chicken  bouillon  cubes 
2  cups  water 

1  teaspoon  salt 
I'i  cups  milk 
h'2  cup  light  cream 
Chives 

Melt  butter  or  margarine  in  large  pan.  Add  leeks 
and  onion  and  cook  until  (Continued  on  page  87) 


1  cup  water 

1  No.  2  can  mixed  vegetable  juice 

2  beef  bouillon  cubes  (or  2  teaspoons  meat  extract) 
IV2  lablf'spoons  plain   gelatin 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 

Combine  all  ingredients  and  heat,  stirring  con- 
stantly, until  bouillon  cubes  and  gelatin  are  dis- 
solved (about  4  to  5  minutes).  Pour  into  bowl  or 
shallow  pan  and  chill  until  firm.  Serve  very  cold, 
garnished  with  lemon  wedges.    Six  servings. 


Bv    KATE    SMITH 


RADIO    MIRROR    FOOD    COUNSELOR 


Listen  to  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
at  12  Noon  each  weekday,  on 
stations  of  the  Mutual  network. 


RADIO   MIRROR  for  BETTER  LIVING 


55 


1 

1 

^- 

1 

'. 



T^"^                          1 

k^ 

it  -j.^ 

Collections,  usually  hidden 
away  to  gather  dust,  decorate 
Pat  Campbell  Reilly's  house. 
Here,  coins  make  a  table-top. 


IF  ANY  sponsor  ever  reaches  the  point  where  he  is  hesi- 
tating between  a  hobby  program  and  one  of  those 
sparkling  Mr.  and  Mrs.  hours,  he  can  combine  both 
features  by  signing  up  Patsy  Campbell,  of  CES  Rosemary, 
and  her  actor  husband  Al  Reilly.  The  diversified  Reilly 
hobbies  would  fill  a  book — as  they  fill  the  compact  Reilly 
apartment — and  Patsy's  and  Al's  enthusiastic  conversation 
about  them  provides  very  entertaining  listening  indeed  for 
it  covers  a  wide  range  of  interests  which  they  share  and 
combine  most  satisfactorily. 

There  is  Patsy's  sculpture,  for  instance,  for  which  she 
displays  a  decided  talent.  Since  her  interests  have  always 
been  with  the  theater — she  and  Al  attended  the  Goodman 
Theater  School  in  Chicago  together — it  is  natural  that  she 
has  embarked  on  her  own  version  of  the  masks  of  Comedy 
and  Tragedy.  She  has  completed  the  clay  mask  of  Tragedy, 
which  is  now  ready  to  be  cast,  but  she  admits  that  she 
doesn't  know  when  she  will  start,  let  alone  finish,  the 
Comedy  mask,  because  there  are  so  many  other  things  to 
claim  her  attention,  such  as  her  collections,  one  of  which 
is  made  up  of  friends'  wedding  announcements  the  other  of 
coins  and  bills,  both  American  and  foreign. 

The  coin  collection  began  when,  as  a  child.  Patsy  had 
the  opportunity  to  travel  and  from  each  trip  brought  home 
foreign  money,  to  which  other  traveling  members  of  her 
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family  added  from  time  to  time.  During  the  war,  with 
both  Al  and  Patsy's  brother  in  service,  it  grew  to  include 
bills  of  all  countries  and  denominations,  one  feature  being 
her  brother's  short  snorter  bills. 

Recently  Patsy  decided  that  both  the  coins  and  the  wed- 
ding annoiuicements  should  be  on  display,  rather  than 
tucked  away  into  boxes,  and  this  led  to  another  Reilly 
hobby,  furniture  refinishing.  For  the  announcements  Patsy 
bought,  at  a  thrift  shop,  an  old  glass  and  wood  serving  tray, 
which  she  and  Al  took  apart.  While  Patsy  removed  the 
varnish,  using  paint  remover  and  steel  wool,  from  tn» 
wooden  frame,  Al  glued  felt,  of  the  same  soft  shade  of  blue 
of  the  apartment's  walls  and  slip  covers,  over  the  center 
portion.  Against  this  blue  felt  background  Patsy  fastened 
the  wedding  annotincements,  using  transparent  adhesive 
tape,  then  Al  fitted  frame,  felted  portion  and  glass  back 
together  again  so  that  the  announcements  are  protected 
by  the  glass.  A  few  applications  of  wax  to  the  wooden 
frame,  well  rubbed  down  to  bring  out  the  grain,  and  a  good 
polishing  of  the  brass  handles,  resulted  in  a  most  attractive 
and  unusual  tray. 

The  coin  display  is  still  in  the  making.  Starting  with  an 
old  table,  they  removed  the  top  and  drawer,  leaving  a 
rectangular  frame,  from  which  the  varnish  has  been  re- 
moved.   In  place  of  the  drawer,    {Continued  on  page  83) 


Veola  Vonn's  garden  fur- 
nishes her  hat  wardrobe. 
Well  selected  blooms, 
a   light   hand   are   needed. 


V 

\i  T\  OR  the  girl  who  wants  high  style  plus  the  per- 
il sonalized  touch,  Veola  Vonn  suggests  hats  and 
jewelry  made  of  fresh  flowers.  Veola,  who  plays 
Dolores  Darling  in  the  Alan  Young  show  and  Virginia 
MarUn  of  the  Village  Store,  began  this  fascinating  style 
some  six  years  ago  by  pinning  a  flower  or  two  from  hus- 
band Hanley  Stafford's  newly  planted  garden  in  her  hair 
or  to  a  hat,  but  it  wasn't  long  before  she  decided  that  hats 
made  entirely  of  fresh  flowers  were  much  more  dramatic 
and  attractive,  thus  setting  a  new,  eye-catching  fashion 
which  anyone  with  a  backyard  or  window  box  garden,  or 
with  a  few  blooms  from  the  corner  florist,  can  follow  with 
ease. 

Flat  shapes  now  in  vogue  seem  to  lend  themselves  to 
flower  hat  making.  Haloes,  side  sweeps,  pillboxes  and 
toques   are   all   good   and   your   choice,   Veola    points   out, 


Handle     the     blossoms     as     little     as     possible.      First 
blooms  must  he  securely  fastened  for  good  foundation. 


should  be  governed,  as  in  purchasing  a  hat,  by  the  occa- 
sions on  which  you  will  wear  it  and  consideration  of  the 
dress  design  and  color  with  which  you  wear  it.  First  on 
her  list  of  requirements  is  to  select  flowers  which  will  last 
through  an  afternoon  or  evening — and  proof  that  some  of 
them  will  is  found  in  the  fact  that  she  frequently  wears 
the  same  flower  hat  from  morning  rehearsal  straight 
through  broadcast  time.  Geraniums  are  among  the  sturdi- 
est and  best  wearing,  and  also  offer  a  wide  color  ran^e. 
Hibiscus,  stock,  larkspur,  gladiolus  and  carnations  are  ex- 
cellent "materials"  and  all,  of  course,  should  be  very  fresh. 
In  addition  to  the  flowers,  the  only  equipment  necessary 
are  a  spool  of  florist's  wire,  scissors  and  bobby  pins.  And 
even  though  you  may  find  the  going  slow  at  first,  Veola 
promises  that  with  a  little  practice  you  will  soon  be  able 
to  create  your  own  hat  in  about  15  minutes. 

Handle  the  blossoms  as  little  as  possible  in  order  to  avoid 
crushing  them;  for  this  reason  it  is  a  good  idea  to  have 
the  type  of  hat  you  want  well  in  mind  before  you  start. 
Make  sure  that  the  first  blooms  are  securely  fastened, 
otherwise  the  completed  hat  will  not  hold  together.  Here 
are  step-by-step  directions  for  a  geranium  halo  and  a 
gladiola  hat  can  be  adapted  for  other  flowers  according  to 
your  own  taste. 

Geranium   Halo.    Loop   wire    (Continued   on   page   84) 
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IKSIDE  RIDIO 


All  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  DAYLIGHT  TIMES 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  DAYLIGHT  TIME.  Subtract  One  Hour 


SUNDAY 

A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBSeaok 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Rabbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Bible  Highlights 
Circle  Arrow  Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernaires 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Design  For  Listening 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Pauline  Alpert 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartette 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

World  Front  News 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

F.  H.  LaGuardia 

String  Orchestra 
Raymond  Swing 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

America  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Music  For  One  Hour 

Warriors  of  Peace 
Sammy  Kayo 

People's  Platform 

Time  For  Reason 
Howard  K.  Smith 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 
Frank  Black 
James  Melton 

Married  For  Life 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veterans'  Information 

Deadline  Mystery 
Sunday  Vespers 

Weekly  News 

Review 
"Here's  To  You" 

3:00 
3:15 

3:30 
3:45 

Carmen  Cavallaro 
One  Man's  Family 

Open  House 
Juvenile  Jury 

Lassie  Drama 
Johnny  Thompson 

Show 
This  Week  Around 

The  World 

CBS  Symphony 
Orchestra 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 

The  Author  Meets 
The  Critics 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
Lee  Sweetland 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

NBC  Symphony 

The  Shadow 
Quick  As  A  Flash 

Darts  for  Dough 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Hoagy  Carmichael 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 

6:45 

The  Catholic  Hour 

Adventures  of  Ellery 
Queen 

Those  Websters 
Nick  Carter 

Drew  Pearson 
Don  Gardiner 
Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Silver  Theatre 
Kate  Smith  Sings 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

The  Jack  Paar  Show 
Rogue's  Gallery 

Mysterious  Traveler 

Willie  Piper  Comedy 
The  Clock 

Gene  Autry 
Blondie 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Alec  Templeton 

A.  L.  Alexander 
Voices  of  Strings 

Detroit  Symphony 
Orchestra 

Sam  Spade 
Crime  Doctor 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Manhattan  Merry- 
Go- Round 
American  Album 

Exploring  the 

Unknown 
Double  or  Nothing 

Walter  Winchell 
Louella  Parsons 
Jimmie  Fidler 
Policewoman 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Tony  Martin  Show 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Fiest  Piano  Quartet 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Show 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

Theatre  Guild 

Take  It  Or  Leave  It 
We  The  People 

MONDAY 

AM. 

NBCSeOfc 

MBSnOk 

ABC  770k                  CBSBSOk 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  New 

York 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Club  Time 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Coast  Guard  on 

Parade 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv.  Griffin 

Baukhage,  News 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Women  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Afternoon  Edition 
Bill  Harrington 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Bad  Hall 

Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Winner  Take  All 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Voice  of  Firestone 

Scotland  Yard 

Casebook  of  Gregory 
Hood 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Sherlock  Holmes 

Inner  Sai^ctum 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Victor  Borge 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Guy  Lombardo 

Treasury  Agent 
Sammy  Kaye 

Local  Programs 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Contented  Program 
Or.  I.  Q. 

Fishing  and  Hunting 

Club 
Family  Doctor 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Buddy  Weed  Trio 

Bob  Hawk  Show 
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WEDNESDAY 


Pretenders,     where 

beard,     most     often 

CodmothtT,  a  ro\f^  s-lie  al>(>  piavfil 

in  real  life  during  >v:ir  >e;ir*  when 
she  wj>  a  Nur^e'-  Aid  and  visitor  to  injured  seamen 
in  New  \  ork'.-*  bo-pitals.  Pat  ha>  res;ular  featur«?d 
role's  on  Theatre  of  Today,  Grand  Central  Station. 
Auri!   J'-nnv    und   Hii:   >!>!er.  all   (!o!nii>tiia   program-. 


TUESDAY 


A.M. 

NBC  860k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00    Fred  Waring 
11:15   ■ 

11:30    Jack  Berch 
11:45    Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Sreneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  asot 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  Your  Remember 
News 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y.   Editor's  Diary 

Shady  Valley  Folks 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Once  Uoon  Our  Time  Faith  in  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life                Say  It  With  Music 

Joyce  Jordan 

My  True  Story 

Bettv  Crocker.  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Ceril  Brown 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malonfl 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Naval  Academy  Band 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 

1:30 
1:45 

Art  Van  Damme 
Quartet 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris 

Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 

Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Women  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Afternoon  Edition 
Bill  Harrington 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
4:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Pago  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  Kint) 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

1 

EVENING   PR 

OGRAMS 

6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  Mac  Vane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Erie  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber 
iBob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis.  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 

Elmer  Davis 

Green  Hornet  Drama 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
American  Melody 
Hour 

8:00 

8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Milton  Berle 

A  Date  With  Judy 

Warren's  Crime 

Cases 
Sperial  Investigator 
Adventures  of  the 

Falcon 

Lum  and  Abner 

Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Boston  "Pops" 
Concert 

Big  Town 

Mel  Blanc  Show 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Fred  Waring  &  Co. 

Gab'iel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
American  Forum 

Rex  Maupin's  Orch. 

Arthur  Godfrey's 
Talent  Scouts 
Studio  One 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Adventures  of  Philip 

Marlowe 
An  Evening  With 

Romberg 

Vic  Damone 
International  Quiz 

Hank  D'Amico  Orch. 
Hoosier  Hop 

Open  Hearing 

12:00 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Wurds  and  Music 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Army  Air 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Force  Band 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45  'Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00    Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Kiernan's  Corner 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15    lAoman  in  White 

Ethel  and  Albert 

Perry  Mason 

2:30    Masquerade 

Harlem  Hospitality 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 
3:00 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Afternoon  Edition 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Bouquet  For  You 

3:15   iMa  Perkins 

Bill  Harrington 

3:30   ! Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whitman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 
4:00 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Backstaoe  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15    Stella  Dallas 

The  Johnson  Family 

4:30    Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Give  and  Take 

4:45    Young  Widder  Brown 

Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00  IWhen  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15    Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Sky  King 

5:30   iJust  Plain  Bill 

Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45  IFront  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


coo   iJohn  Mac  Vane 
6:15    Serenade  to  America 
6:30   ■ 
6:45    Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Talks 

Red  Barber 
Bob  Trout 

7:00    Chesterfield  Club 
7:15    News  of  the  World 
7:30    Manor  House  Party 
7:45    H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Leiand  Stowe 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Romance 

8:00   iDennis  Day 

8:15   1 

8:30   , Great  Gildersleeve 

8:45 

Crime  Club 
Johnny  Madero 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Court  of  Missing 
Heirs 

Jack  Carson 
Dr.  Christian 

9:00 

9:15 

9:30    Mr.  District  Attorney 

9:45 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
What's  the  Name 
of  That  Song 

Paul  Whiteman 
Beulah  Program 

Frank  Sinatra 
Dinah  Shore 

10:00   The  Big  Story 

10:15 

10:30   iKay  Kyser 

Did  Justice  Triumph 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Lights  Out 

The  Whistler 
Information  Please 

ginning  iti  1943 

riHemao  in  the  ETO  and  saw  <oinlj,i.  ,  ,.>..  . 

Division  from  the  Siegfried  Line  to  the  Kibe  Kii 
where  his  outfit  met  the  Rnssians.  Back  at  Al 
Cliff    and    his    Pirates    meet    at    5:00    P.M.    EUJ. 


59 


T   H    U    R    S    D  A    Y 

A.M. 

NBC  660K 

MBS  71Uk 

ABC  770k 

CBS  asok 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

■ft 


—born  in  show  business  hut  new  to 
radio,  spent  hiscliildhood  in  Phila- 
delphia, where  his  father  operated 
several  theaters.  His  voice  is  famil- 
iar to  many  who  listened  to  the 
Philippine  and  Japanese  x>i«'l4-tips> 
on  the  Artny  Hour  durinfc  the  'nar.  when  he  inter- 
viewed thousands  of  GVfi.  Bill  spent  last  \ear  touring 
forty-eight  states  for  Opportunity.  U.S.A.  and  now  pre- 
sides over  Show  case,  MBS,  Sundays,  at  1 :00  KM..  EDT. 


AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Cherkerbnard 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Kiernan's  Corner 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Ethel  and  Albert 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Harlem  Hospitality 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Afternoon  Edition 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Bouquet  For  You 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

Bill  Harrington 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

^iilliiiffiWii 


EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Serenade  to  America 
Clem  McCarthy 
Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Grand  Marquee 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Vincent  Lopez 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Studs  Terkel  Show 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Mr.  Keen 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Frances  Langford 

Lawyer  Q 

Count  of  Monte 
Cristo 

Lum  and  Abner 
Erwin  D.  Canham 
America's  Town 
Meeting 

Suspense 

F.  B.  1.  P«ace  and 
War 

9:00 

9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Eddie  Duchin,  Eddie 
Foy,  Jr. 

Eve  Arden 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Real  Stories 
Hour  of  Song 

Those  Sensational 
Years 

Lawyer  Tucker 
Crime  Photographer 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Abbott  and  Costello 

Blue  Ribbon  Music 
Time 

Family  Theatre 
1  Was  A  Convict 

Ralph  Norman 

Reader's  Digest 
Radio  Edition 
Man  Called  X 

A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  BBOk 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Cecil  Brown 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Hollywood  Story 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Campus  Salute 

Kenny  Baker  Show 

Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Harlem  Hospitality 

Kiernan's  Corner 
Ethel  and  Albert 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Afternoon  Edition 
Bill  Harrington 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Bouquet  For  You 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:15 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 
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—  red  hair,  big  brown  eye:;  and  a 
inw  freckles,  may  not  look  like 
Corliss  Archer's  mother,  but  she  is. 
Sundays  al  9 :00  P.M.,  EDT.  on  CBS. 
Irene  began  her  stage  career  at 
Eiich's  Gardens,  in  her  home  town 
of  Denver;  studied  awhile  at  Carnegie  Tech  where  she 
played  so  rnaiiy  heavy  Shakespearean  roles  that  the  re- 
action made  her  a  fine  comedienne;  live!?  in  Hollywood 
with  husband  William  Kent  and  a  small  daughter. 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 
6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From  The 
ijnited  Nations 
Red  Barber  Sports 
Bob  Trout 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Sound  Off 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Highways  in  Melody 

Burl  Ives 

Holly  House 

Leave  It  To  The  Girls 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Local  Programs 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Bulldog  Drummond 

Break  the  Bank 
The  Sheriff 

Ginny  Simms 
Dan  Carson's  Story 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theatre 
Sports 

Meet  The  Press 
Date  Night 

Boxing  Bouts 

It  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
My  Friend  Irma 

S  A   T    U    B    D   AY 

A.M. 

NBC  660k 

MBS  710k 

ABC  770k 

CBS  880k 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Percolator  Party 

Coffee  With  Congress 
Bill  Herson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Bobby  Norris 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

CBS  Morning  News 
The  Garden  Gate 
Renfro  Valley  Folks 

10:00 

10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Frank  Merrlwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Bill  Harrington 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Johnny  Thomson 

Show 
Buddy  Weed 
Junior  Junction 

Barnyard  Follies 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Teentimers  Club 

Home  Is  What  You 
Make  It 

Smilln'  Ed  McConnell 
Say  It  With  Music 

Tune  Time 
String  Ensemble 
Piano  Playhouse 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurers  Club 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Arthur  Barriault 

Kate  Smith  Serenade 

Texas  Jim  Robertson 

Theatre  of  Today 

12:15 

Consumer  Time 

This  Week  in  Wash- 
ington 

Tell  Me  Doctor 

12:30 

Smilin'  Eci  McConnell 

Flight  Into  the  Past 

American  Farmer 

Stars  Over  Hollywood 

12:45 

1:00 

Your  Host  is  Buffalo 

Bands  For  Bonds 

Grand  Central  Sta. 

1:15 

1:30 

Veterans'  Aid 

Dance  Music 

Fascinating  Rhythm 

County  Fair 

1:45 

Elmer  Peterson 

2:00 

Nat'l  Farm  Home 

Our  Town  Speaks 

Give  and  Take 

2:15 

2:30 

The  Baxters 

This  Is  Jazz 

Hill  Topoers 

Country  Journal 

2:45 

Camp  Meetin'  Choir 

This  Is  For  You 

3:00 

Dance  Orchestra 

Phil  Brestoff 

Treasury  Bandstand 

3:15 

3:30 

Local  Programs 

Sports  Parade 

Sunset  Roundup 

The  Seth  Grainer 

3:45 

Show 

4:00 

Horse  Races 

Horse  Racing 

The  Chicagoans 

4:15 

Dance  Orchestra 

Stars  in  the 
Afternoon 

Horse  Racing 

4:30 

Doctors  Then  and 

Dance  Orchestra 

Treasury  Show 

Adventures  in 

Now 

. 

Science 

4:45 

Of  Men  and  Books 

5:00 

Edward  Tomlinson 

For  Your  Approval 

Saturday  Concert 

Cross  Section  U.  S.  A. 

5:15 

Art  Mooney 

5:30 

Three  Suns  Shine 

Dance  Orchestra 

Dance  Orchestra 

5:45 

King  Cole  Trio 

Jan  August  and  His 
Piano  Magic 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 

6:45 

Rhapsody  of  the 
Rockies 

Boston  Tune  Party 

The  Art  of  Living 

Dance  Orch. 
Cecil  Brown 

Jimmie  Blair 
Chittison  Trio 

Harry  Wismer 

Labor  U.  S.  A. 

Bill  Shadell 
Word  From  the 

Country 
Saturday  Sports 

Review 
Larry  Lesueur 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Curtain  Time 

Hawaii  Calls 

News  and  Sports 
F.  H.  LaGuardia 

Voice  of  Business 
Song  Spinners 
The  Music  Library 

Hawk  Larabee 

The  Little  Show 
Jean  Sablon 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Life  of  Riley 

Truth  or  Conse- 
quences 

Twenty  Questions 
The  Better  Half 

1  Deal  in  Crime 
Famous  Jury  Trials 

Vaughn  Monroe 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Your  Hit  Parade 
Can  You  Top  This 

Mighty  Casey 
High  Adventure 

Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone 

The  Bill  Goodwin 
Show 

Saturday  Night 
Serenade 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Judy  Canova 
Grand  Ole  Opry 

Theater  of  the  Air 

Professor  Quiz 
Hayloft  Hoedown 

This  Is  Hollywood 
Sweeney  and  March 

—"Lena",  that  is.  when  he  is  heard 
ai  the  slap-diish  maid  on  the  Fibber 
McGee  and  Molly  program,  NBC, 
Tuesday  nights  at  9:30.  EDT.  Gene 
began  bis  professional  career  with 
the  part  of  an  old  maid  school 
tearhci  in  a  vaadeville  act,  back  in  1914,  and  has  been 
doing  female  roles  ever  since.  He  is  the  creator  of 
such  hilarious  radio  characters  as  Jake  and  Lena  and 
Gone  and  Glenn;  has  conducted  a  radio  schooL 


If  you  are  a  daily  follower  of  the  daytime  serials, 
if  they  are  the  magic  which  whisks  you  through  your 
housework  in  no  time — then  what  do  you  listen  to 
on  Saturday?  What  makes  the  hours  rush  by  on  that, 
radio's  orphan  day? 

Saturday,  for  the  woman  of  the  house,  is  a  work 
day  like  any  other — at  least  a  good  portion  of  it,  and 
especially  if  she  has  children.  A  busy  one,  all  in  all. 
What  has  radio  to  offer  to  help  this  one  day  pass  as 
swiftly  as  the  others?  Even  if  you  can  manage  Satur- . 
day  as  your  day  off,  too,  what  do  you  listen  to  as  you 
loll  at  your  leisure  on  the  front  porch? 

Well,  you  won't  find  your  favorite  daytime  serial, 
but  you'll  find  plenty  of  worthwhile  listening  none- 
theless. 

ABC — If  you're  up  as  early  as  8:30  in  the  morning 
(that's  EDT,  as  all  the  times  here  are),  you  can  start 
your  day  to  the  tune  of  Arlo  at  the  Organ.  At  10 
you'll  find  Home  Beautiful,  with  a  lot  of  the  things 
you've  always  wanted  to  know  about  decorating  that 
you  can  do  yourself.  At  10:30,  both  you  and  your 
'teen-age  children  will  find  interest  in  Junior  Junc- 
tion, which  is  put  on  by  the  kids  for  the  kids  and  tells 
of  their  activities,  tries  to  settle  their  problems.  Tell 
Me  Doctor,  at  12:15  is  the  kind  of  informative  pro- 
gram that  women  should  listen  to — and  do,  once  they 
have  had  a  try  at  it.  In  the  afternoon,  ABC  offers, 
almost  uninterrupted,  music  that  will  suit  any  taste 
and  mood.  If  it's  entertainment  that's  not  too  atten- 
tion-taking you   want,   there   you   are. 

CBS — At  9:30,  you  gardeners  will  want  to  hear 
Garden  Gate,  for  how-to-do-it  tips.  Renfro  Valley 
and  Barnyard  Follies,  from  9:30  till  10:30  bring  you 
our  own  American  folk  music  and  fun.  Mary  Lee 
Taylor,  at  10:30,  an  expert  home  economist,  has  some- 
thing in  the  way  of  information,  no  matter  how  ex- 
pert one  may  be  oneself.  At  11:05  comes  that  ail-time, 
old-time  favorite  for  children  (which  just  as  many 
grown-ups  will  listen  to,  nostalgically).  It's  Let's 
Pretend,  the  best  of  the  children's  make-believe  pro- 
grams. If  you  long  for  far  places,  and  wanted,  when 
you  were  a  child,  to  be  an  explorer  when  you  grew 
up.  Adventurers'  Club,  11:30,  is  for  you.  Following 
it,  in  succession,  half  an  hour  each,  are  three  self- 
contained  dramatic  programs  wliich  should  keep  the 
most  avid  play-listener  happy:  Theatre  of  Today, 
Stars  Over  Hollywood,  and  Grand  Central  Station. 
Drama  changes  to  comedy  at  1:30  with  County  Fair, 
and  to  quiz  at  2,  with  Give  and  Take.  Then  there's 
the  interesting  and  informative  Columbia's  Country 
Journal,  followed  by  music  until  4:30,  when  there's 
Adventures  in  Science,  Of  Men  and  Books,  and  Cross 
Section,  USA,  to  keep  you  from  feeling  that  this  has 
been  a  fruitless,  if  pleasant,  afternoon. 

Mutual — Mostlj'  music,  with  a  sprinkling  of  news, 
comment  and  fun,  all  Saturday  long  on  Mutual.  The 
Jackie  Hill  Show,  at  10:30,  followed  by  Ed  McConnell 
at  11,  should  be  specially  borne  in  mind,  and  so  should 
the  Pro  Arte  Quartet,  if  you  like  your  music  on  the 
classical  side,  at  noon.  With  a  couple  of  sports  broad- 
casts intervening,  depending  on  the  particular  Satur- 
day, there's  music  all  of  the  afternoon. 

NBC — Organ  music  starts  NBC's  day  off,  too,  fol- 
lowed by  Story  Shop  at  9 — the  Shop  where  you  can 
offer  a  list  of  unrelated  objects  and  have  a  story  made 
to  order  for  you.  Coffee  With  Congress,  at  9:30,  offers 
you  the  opportunity  to  become  better  acquainted 
with  your  representatives  at  the  Nation's  Capital.  At 
10,  the  favorite  of  Dad's  youth,  Frank  Merriwell, 
comes  back  to  life  to  fight  for  dear  old  Yale,  with  all 
the  old-time  charm.  Archie  Andrews,  a  boy  who  gets 
into  more  trouble  in  one  week  than  your  own  (thank 
goodness)  does  in  a  year,  is  on  at  10:30,  and  at  12:30, 
the  children's  long-time  friend,  Smilin'  Ed  McConnell, 
is  waiting  to  take  over  the  youngsters  for  half  an 
hour.  The  Veterans'  Adviser,  with  answers  to  the 
ex-GFs  questions,  is  heard  at  1:30,  and  is  followed  by 
NBC's  long-time  favorite  National  Farm  and  Home 
Hour  at  2.  The  Baxters,  with  their  family  problems 
just  like  yours,  are  on  at  2:30,  with  music  following 
until   it's    time    for   you    to    go    in    and    get    dinner. 
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1.  Just  out  of  the  Army,  ex-Colonel  Bruce 
Morgan  headed  for  Fairfield,  the  mid-west  town 
in  which  he  grew  up,  for  a  reunion  with  the 
two  people  he  loved  best — Julie  Ehrlich  and 
Doc  Harrison,  his  foster  father.  Julie,  a  librar- 
ian, jubilantly  showed  them  the  plans  for  remod- 
eling the  long-vacant  Wilshire  Building  into  a 
library     which     the     town     has     long     needed. 


Bruce  IVIorcan  played  by  Donald  Buka;  Julie  Ehrlich 
by  Blan<*he  (Gladstone;  floctor  llarrisoti  l>y  Allen 
Drake;  <',»iiiM-ilman  Thornhill  by  Henry  l\orell  All 
pictures  made  with  the  cooperation  of  the  Lawrence- 
CedarhursI  Fire  Department  Long  Island,  [New 
York.  Exploring  the  Unknown  is  broadcast  over 
Mutual  Broadcasting  System.   Sunday.  9  P.M.  EDT 


2.  That  night  while  Bruce  and  Doc  were  chatting  in  Bruce's 
hotel  room  the  building  caught  fire  and  in  a  few  moments 
the  blaze  was  out  of  control.  When  they  were  brought  to 
the  street  Doc  was  in  a  coma  and  despite  the  efforts  of  a 
pulmotor   squad   he    died   without   regaining    consciousness. 


■ 
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3.  Heartsick  over  Doc's  death,  Bruce  became  a  one-man 
lire-prevention  crusade  and  tried,  by  demonstrating 
flame-proof  chemicals  and  fire-proof  building  plans, 
to  convince  Councilman  Thornhill  that  local  fire  laws 
should  be  revised  to  enforce  use  of  such  safeguards. 


4.  When  Thornhill  turned  down  his  suggestions,  Bruce 
begged  Julie  to  give  up  her  job,  pointing  out  that  the  remod- 
eling scheduled  to  change  the  old  Wilshire  Building  into  the 
new  Wilshire  Library  was  inadequate  for  safety.  But  Julie, 
attributing   his   anxiety   to   his   sorrow   about   Doc,   refused. 


■XPLORING  THE  UNKNOWN  TACKLES  THE  NATION'S  NUMBER  ONE  HAZARD 


5.  As  if  to  prove  Bruce  ri^lil.  lln-  lilirary  caught  fire  the 
day  before  it  was  to  open.  Flames  which  tons  of  water 
could  not  quench  roared  up  open  stairways  and  ate  into 
wooden  walls.  Bruce  tried  to  battle  his  way  to  Julie's 
rescue,  stopped  only  when  firemen  told  him  she  was  safe. 


FIRE,  man's  friend,  is  also  his  worst  enemy. 
In  Fairfield,  a  cigarette  butt  caused  the 
hotel  fire:  a  lighted  match,  tossed  into  a  waste 
basket  started  the  library  blaze  in  which  the 
janitor  paid  for  his  careless  act  with  his  life. 
These  losses  were  not  unusual;  in  fact,  as  Bruce 
Morgan  told  Mr.  Thornhill,  "A  thousand  lives 
are  lost  each  month  in  this  country  through  fires. 
Cigarettes  caused  a  hundred  thousand  fires  last 
year  and  cost  forty-three  million  dollars." 

'"Take  it  easy,  Bruce,"  Thornhill  said.  "We 
are  doing  the  best  we  can.  We  have  'No  Smok- 
ing' regulations,  a  good  fire  department  and 
laws  to  make  sure  that  public  buildings  are 
fireproof." 

"Fireproof,"  Bruce  snorted.  "The  Wilshire 
Library  is  fireproof,  I  suppose!  Well,"  at  the 
Councilman's  nod,  "it  isn't!  It's  got  wooden 
walls  and  shingles,  exposed  wiring,  open  stair- 
ways and  the  same  chimney  it's  had  for  a  hun- 
dred years.  If  it  ever  catches  fire  there  will  be 
no  stopping  it,  and  it  will  be  a  miracle  if  any 
of  them  get  out  alive. 

"Compartmenting  is  one  answer,"  he  con- 
tinued more  quietly.  "That  means  stairway 
doors  and  closed  elevator  shafts,  so  stairways 
and  shafts  won't  act  as  chimneys  and  draw  fire 
upwards.  Then  draperies  should  be  treated  with 
sulfamic  acid  salt  solution  so  they  will  not  blaze, 
but  merely  char.  In  other  words,  stop  your  fires 
before  they  get  a  good  start." 

Or — and  far  better — by  taking  intelligent 
precautions,  prevent  fires,  as  far  as  is  humanly 
possible,  from  getting  any  start  at  all. 

RIDIO  MIRROU  for  BETTER  UMK 


u.  M.iiuliiij;  lie-iile  llie  ruiii>.  Tlionihill  remembered  bitterly 
the  skepticism  with  which  he  had  dismissed  Bruce's  early 
prophecies  about  the  building,  and  he  vowed  that  now  he 
would  follow  Bruce's  advice  until  every  building,  every 
home    and    every    person    in    Fairfield    was    safe   from    fire. 


R 
M 

63 


Step  up  and  ask  your  questions — we'll  try  to  find  the  answers 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— If  there's  something  you  want 
to  know   about   radio,   write   to   Information   Booth,   Radio 
Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  St.,  N.  Y.   We'll  answer  if  we  can,  either 
in  Information  Booth  or  by  mail — but  be  sure  to  sign  full  name 
and  address,  and  attach  this  box  to  your  letter. 


Ernestine    Wade 


MRS.  KINGFISH 

Dear  Editor: 

I  read  your  Radio  Mirror  every  month. 
Will  you  please  tell  me  who  plays  the  part 
of  the  Kingfish's  wife  on  the  Amos  'n' 
Andy  show?     Thank  you. 

Miss  A.  M.  C. 
Versailles,  Ky. 

Sapphire  Stevens,  the  Kingfish's  wife,  is 
played  by  Ernestine  Wade.  And  here  she 
is. 


RISING  STAR 

Dear  Editor: 

I  don't  want  to  come  right  out  and  ask  for  information,  for  I  hon- 
estly do  know  quite  a  bit  about  the  personality  I  am  going  to  talk 
about.  So!   To  get  to  the  point  but  fast,  there  is  a  new  singer  filling 
the  Mutual  network  with  his  super  voice,  every  Tuesday  night  at 
10:15.  This  singer  is  Vic  Damone.  Have  you  heard  of  him?   I  think 
you  would  be  overlooking  a  good  chance  if  you  didn't  do  a  write-up 
on  Mr.  Damone,  and  I  think  you  would  scoop  a  few  other  magazines 
too.  I'm  not  asking  you  to  do  something  super-colossal  in  the  form 
of  a  story,  although  that  would  be  nice;   I'm  suggesting  a  little 
column    of    introduction.      That    isn't    too 
much  to  ask,  is  it,  sir?     I  think  your  inter- 
viewer would   find  Vic   a  very  personable 
young   man.     I   have   followed    his   caree? 
since   he   was   an   Arthur   Godfrey   Talent 
Scout  winner  'way  back  last  July.  I  have 
also  watched  him  understudy  Andy  Russell 
for  the  Hit  Parade.  I  think  I  was  a  very 
lucky  person  to  be  able  to  meet  this  up- 
and-coming    singer.    He's    good,    and    you 
won't   be   sorry   if   you   do    an    article   on 
him.    Just  listen  to  him  on  the  air  some 
Tuesday  night! 

Miss  J.  G. 
Vic   Damone  Bayside,   L.   I.,   N.   Y. 

tf'e  did  have  a  little  column  of  introduc- 
tion about  Vic  Damone  a  while  ago.  And 
as  soon  as  we  can  we'll  give  you  a  story 
about  him.    Meanwhile,  here's  a  picture. 


A  WANDERING  MINSTREL  HE 

Dear  Editor: 

What  has  become  of  our  long-time  favorite  Lanny  Ross?  He  has 
a  superb  voice  and  a  grand  style  of  singing, 
and  we  miss  him  very  much.    Will  he  return 
to  the  air? 

Mr.  I.  A.  G. 
Charleston,  S.   C. 

At  this  writing,  Lanny  Ross  is  making 
plans  for  a  return  to  radio.  He  has  just  com- 
pleted a  successful  concert  tour,  highlighted 
by  his  appearance  with  the  Detroit  Sym- 
phony. Here  he  sang  the  role  of  Nanki-Poo 
in  what  critics  have  called  the  best  perfor- 
mance of  The  Mikado  ever  given  in  the 
United  States.  I.anny  Boss 


Arline  Blackburn 


BOUQUET  DEPARTMENT 

Dear  Editor: 

I  enjoy  Radio  Mirror  extra  well,  since  this  column  is  in  it.  I'd 
like  to  compliment  a  few  special  radio  serials 
and  stars.  The  serials  I  think  are  the  best 
on  the  air  are  Linda's  First  Love,  Young 
Widder  Brown  and -When  A  Girl  Marries. 
Somehow  they're  different.  The  stars  that 
deserve  a  lot  of  applause  are  Karl  Swenson, 
Arline  Blackburn  and  Mary  Jane  Higby. 
Especially  Karl  Swensen  and  Arline  Black- 
burn (who  has  the  prettiest  voice  in  radio!). 
So  thanks  for  letting  me  speak.  Good  luck 
to    the    ones    I    mentioned — they're    great! 

Miss  M.  H. 
Fort  Wayne,  Ind. 

Compliments  are  always  appreciated.  Your 
favorites  will  be  glad  to  know  they're  your 
favorites.  And  here  is  a  face  that  matches 
a  lovely  voice — Arline  Blackburn. 

COMELY  COWBOY 

Dear  Editor: 

Pardon  the  liberty  I  take  in  addressing  you  these  lines,  but  I 
find  the  only  way  to  ascertain  facts  is  to 
ask.  Why  is  it  we  never  read  anything  in 
your  magazine  of  Curley  Bradley  or  Tom 
Mix?  Our  opinion  of  Curley  Bradley  is  a 
very  fine  one.  We  have  been  rather  unfor- 
tunate in  never  seeing  him,  but  since  he 
came  on  radio  have  followed  his  efforts, 
which  are  fine,  entertaining,  wholesome 
and  oh!  so  free  from  ego.  Certainly  his 
voice  is  most  pleasing  and  personality 
charming.  May  we  look  forward  to  reading 
something  nice  of  him  in  your  Mirror  and 
sometime  see  colored  pictures  on  the  Tom 
Mix  show?  Thanking  you  for  a  real  inter- 
esting magazine  and  wishing  every  future 
success. 

Mrs.  G.  M.  L. 
Pikesville,  Md. 

So  far,  the  reader  surveys  we  have  made  have  not  justified  a  fea- 
ture story  about  Tom  Mix.  However,  if  it  should  develop  that  there 
is  sufficient  demand  to  warrant  an  article,  we  shall  be  happy  to 
have  one.  But  we  can  give  you  a  picture  of  Curley  Bradley,  right 
now,  here  it  is. 

OPEN  THE  DOOR,  RAYMOND 

Dear  Editor: 

The  best  program  on  the  radio  is  Inner 
Sanctum.  I  listen  all  the  time ;  even  if  there's 
a  good  show  on  I'd  rather  listen  to  good  old 
Inner  Sanctum.  Would  you  please,  please 
show  me  a  picture  of  the  guy  that  opens  that 
squeaking  door  and  talks  about  the  story. 
Nearly  all  my  neighbors  listen  to  Inner  Sanc- 
tum too.    I  love  it  and  so  do  my  little  boys. 

Mrs.  D.  B. 
Milltown,  Ind. 

And  here  is  Paul  McGrath,  who  opens  the 
creaking  door.  Inner  Sanctum's  Raymond 
doesn't  look  spooky,  does  he?  But  just  listen 
to  him! 


Curley  Bradley- 


Paul  AIcGrath 


THE  PEOPLE'S  VOICE? 

Dear  Editor: 

Some  blunders  of  the  radio  world:  Studio  Claques,  Singing 
Commercials,  Use  of  Gags  that  Gagged  Grandpa,  Comedians' 
Publicity  Quarrels,  Frenzied  Finales  When  Time  is  Up. 

Mr.  J.  A.  S. 
Durand,  Wis. 

All  agreed?  This  puts  the  finger  very  neatly  on  some  of  the 
things  that  interfere  with  many  a  listener's  pleasure. 


'Be  lo/eueeToJ/KSHrJ 


A  product  of  Lever  Brothers  Company 


9  out  of  10 
Screen  Stars  use 
Lux  Toilet  Soap 


YOU  want  the  loveliness  that 
makes  men  whisper  "I  adore 
you."  Let  this  beauty  care 
help  you  to  have  iti 


My  Beauty  Facials  bring  quick 

new    Loveliness  says  famous  star 


Here's  the  Active-lather  facial  Esther  Williams  uses: 
Smooth  Lux  Toilet  Soap's  rich  fragrant  lather  well 
into  your  skin.  Rinse  with  warm  water,  splash  with 
cold.  Then,  with  a  soft  towel,  pat  to  dry. 

A  simple,  easy  care,  but  beautiful  screen  stars  tell 
you  it  works — leaves  skin  softer,  smoother,  more  ap- 
pealing. So  don't  let  neglect  rob  you  of  Romance.  Be 
loveUer  tonight! 

In  recent  tests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap  facials  by  skin  specialists, 
actually  3  out  of  4  complexions  improved  in  a  short  time. 


/ax(^/>7^  ^m  ^^e//er/ 
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Robert  E.  Smith  presides  over  Your 
Box  at  the  Opera,  Sundays  on  WTIC. 


Bob   makes   an   index   and   cross   file,  two   cards 
for  each  record,  with  some  help  from  Hyphen. 


With  11,000  records  to  choose  it 
from.  Bob  can  plan  his  program  to 
fit  any  style  or  mood  he  pleases. 


WTIC  Music  Commentator  Robert  E.  Smith  is  up  to  his 
ears  in  records!  He  owns  more  than  11,000  operatic 
recordings,  one  of  the  largest,  best-known,  and  most 
valuable  collection  in  the  country. 

Besides  finding  room  in  his  New  York  apartment  for  his 
mammoth  music  library,  Bob  has  to  keep  track  of  his  dies, 
and  he  does  this  by  keeping  a  card  file  arranged  alphabet- 
ically and  a  cross  index  listing  the  artists.  That's  two  cards 
for  every  record!  But  instead  of  being  dismayed  by  the 
size  of  his  music  library.  Bob  enthusiastically  welcomes 
any  new  additions.  These  come  from  most  unexpected 
sources. 

In  his  large  collection  there  are  many  recordings  of  which 
there  are  no  duplicates  in  the  United  States,  and  to  get 
these  rare  foreign  masterpieces,  he  often  enlists  the  aid  of 
his  friends.  Bob  says  that  anyone  he  knows  who  is  going 
overseas  can't  leave  without  being  presented  with  a  list  of 
"records  wanted." 

From  his  music  library,  he  choses  some  outstanding  selec- 
tions each  week  and  commutes  to  Hartford  on  Sundays  to 
broadcast  Your  Box  at  the  Opera,  over  WTIC  at  1:30  P.M. 
He  owns  so  many  records  that  it  would  take  him  almost 
fifty  years  of  half -hour  Sunday  broadcasts  to  play  just 
once  every  selection  in  his  music  library. 

Besides  being  an  ardent  record  collector,  he  is  also  an 
authority  on  opera  and  opera  history  and  writes  program 
notes  and  comments  for  his  program.  This  means  that  he 
also  has  to  find  room  in  his  apartment  for  his  many  books 
on  the  subject.  But  Bob  confesses  that  every  time  he  buys 
a  new  book-case  he  is  more  apt  to  fill  it  with  recordings 
than  books. 

Bob  can't  remember  a  time  when  he  wasn't  a  fan  of 
operatic  music.  Even  before  he  was  in  high  school  he  got 
a  job  selling  newspapers  to  earn  enough  money  to  buy 
opera  recordings.  Attesting  to  the  fact  that  he  takes  good 
care  of  his  collection,  he  still  has  in  his  files  the  first  record- 
ings he  bought  when  he  was  a  boy  in  Germantown,  Pa. 

Judging  from  the  large  amount  of  mail  he  receives  every 
week  from  listeners  of  all  ages  and  from  every  walk  of 
life.  Bob  says  that  opera  is  a  very  popular  form  of  music 
and  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  "typical  opera  fan."  A 
few  quotes  from  a  letter  he  received  recently  from  a 
Waterbury  lawyer  are  representative  of  the  loyalty  of  his 
listeners.  "All  activities  in  the  house  are  suspended  on 
Sundays  at  1:30  P.M.  when  Your  Box  at  the  Opera  goes  on 
the  air.  Each  dish  is  laid  on  the  dinner  table  with  care 
not  to  mar  a  single  note;  the  newspaper  is  dropped;  the 
cook  herself  keeps  her  ladle  poised  in  the  kitchen  and 
listens.  Your  program  is  mentioned  on  the  bus,  on  the 
streets,  in  the  ante-room  of  courts,  and  wherever  men  and 
women  congregate." 

In  spite  of  his  fondness  for  operatic  music,  Bob  is  not 
a  "long-hair."  In  fact,  he  looks  more  like  an  athlete  than 
an  opera  connoisseur.  He's  a  ruddy-cheeked,  blue-eyed 
blond  in  his  late  thirties — 38  to  be  exact.  And  he's  still  a 
bachelor! 


(id 


Ae^  inid 


Your  piercing  joy  as  he 

whispers,  "Always  and  only  yours." 

His  heart  in  turmoil  from  the 

softness  of  your  hands.  Oh,  there's 

magic  in  a  woman's  soft  hands. 


Your  hands  can  keep  this  magic  softness  — 
even  more  surely  now  — with  Jergens  Lotion 
care.  Amazingly  — Jergens  today  is  finer 
than  ever.  Makes  your  hands  feel  smoother, 
softer— protects  longer  — due  to  recent 
research.  Jergens  benefits  your  hands  with 
two  ingredients  many  doctors  rely  on. 

Other  women— the  most  charming— 
prefer  Jergens  Lotion  way  above  any  other 
hand  care.  Look: 

Hollywood  Stars  use  Jergens  Lotion,  7  to  1. 

Young  Marrieds  give  more  than  4  to  1 

preference  to  Jergens. 

New  York  Models  go  nearly  5  to  1  for 

Jergens  Lotion. 

Won't  you  trust  your  hand  care 

to  this  famous  Jergens  Lotion?  Never  oily  — 

no  stickiness.  10^  to  $L00  (plus  tax). 


'  .:&',  s. 


Your  daintiness  — surer  with  new  Dryad- 
new  kind  of  deodorant  cream. 

Skin  specialists  approve  Dryad. 
It  slops  odor  instantly,  safely. 
Helps  check  perspiration  daintily. 
Smooth  as  face  cream. 

Stays  cream-smooth,  thanks  to 
secret  ingredient. 
Safe  for  skin  and  fabrics. 
Daintily  perfumed. 


SPECIAL  OFFER  TO  YOU... 


2  ways  fo  insure  the  sweetness  of  love. 
Both  for  the  price  of  one — 


Famous  JERGENS  LOTION 50  b..... 

New  DRYAD  deodorant 25V 

Value  75* 


9ioil 


M      M(^_^(plu.tax) 


WONDERFUL    BUY  —ask  for  Jergens  Special  at  your  cosmetics  counter  today. 
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ffAPpy 
p/iys. 


OAYS^ 

with 

M60S ! 


No  "lost  days"  fh/s  summer! 

Pack  a  box  of  Meds  tampons  ia 
your  bag — and  enjoy  any  day! 

Meds  are  different:  the  "Safety- 
Well"  for  extra  protection;  soft, 
luxurious  cotton;  neat  applica- 
tors—so handy  to  carry,  so  easy  to 
use,  so  simple  to  dispose  of. 

Now's  the  time  to  discover 
bow  marvelous  Meds  are.  Get  a 
box  today— or  send  coupon  be- 
low for  trial  package  of  the 
new  easy-to-insert  size  with  the 
REGULAR  absorbency  most 
mature  women  need. 


Slender  MEDS 
with   REGULAR 
absorbency  in  the 

light  blue  box 


De  Luxe  MEDS 

with  SUPER 

absorbency  in  the 

dark  blue  box 


29^  for  10  in  applicators 


^  Guaraiiteed  by  ^N 
L  Good  Housekeeping  i 

Martha  Steele 

Personal  Products  Corporation  RM-8 

Milltown,  New  Jersey 

Dear  Martha  Steele:  I  want  to  try  REGULAR 
Meds.  Please  send,  in  plain  wrapper,  with 
full  directions,  trial  package  for  which  I  en- 
close 10^  (stamps  or  coin)  to  cover  mailing. 

Name 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

{Continued  from  page  43) 


Acceptable  for  advertising  in  the 
Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association. 


announcer  for  your  program  come  out 
with  that  "Life  Can  Be  Beautiful"  stuff 
everyday  and  I  used  to  think  to  my- 
self, "brother,  if  you  were  in  the  con- 
dition I'm  in  you  wouldn't  be  saying 
that  so  smugly,"  but  now,  after  learn- 
ing to  be  useful  again,  I  have  come  to 
look  at  things  quite   a  bit  differently. 

Mr.  C.  J. 

THE  SUN  STILL  SHINES 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  want  to  tell  you  a  little  story  of  a 
boy  in  far-away  Java,  Dutch  East  In- 
dies. We  were  there  as  missionaries, 
and  Sowedjodjo  was  only  one  among 
many  lepers,  but  it  seemed  our  interest 
was  centered  upon  him,  he  was  so  pa- 
tient, we  never  heard  him  grumble  or 
complain,  and  he  had  so  little  pleasure 
in  life. 

When  an  infant  some  infection  had 
robbed  him  of  his  eyesight.  He  would 
sit  for  hours,  just  where  you  placed 
him,  with  a  smile  upon  his  face,  a  face 
that  already  was  showing  the  signs  of 
that  dread  disease,  leprosy. 

In  our  meetings,  which  we  held  every 
night,  we  taught  these  people  hymns 
and  choruses  translated  into  their  own 
language,  and  if  they  could  only  learn 
one  word  of  English,  how  proud  they 
would  be.  Some  of  the  little  boys 
would  teach  Sowedjodjo;  he  loved  to 
sing. 

One  day  there  came  for  him  a  ray  of 
hope.  A  new  doctor  had  arrived  from 
Denmark,  an  eye  specialist,  who  had 
given  up  a  large  and  important  prac- 
tice to  come  out  as  a  missionary  and 
work  among  the  lepers.  He  had  no- 
ticed the  boy  several  times,  and  one 
day  came  to  the  office,  asking  permis- 
sion to  make  an  examination  of  the 
boy's  eyes;  of  course  consent  was  glad- 
ly given  and  after  several  examina- 
tions he  gave  every  hope  of  restoring 
the  sight  of  one  eye  to  Sowedjodjo. 

As  the  days  went  by  operations  were 
performed,  prayers  were  offered  es- 
pecially for  him,  and  we  all  longed  for 
the  day  when  he  would  see. 

Then  that  day  came;  bandages  were 
removed;  excitement  prevailed  among 
the  men  and  boys — they  were  all  so 
fond  of  him,  and  when  the  doctor 
brought  him  out  they  gathered  around, 
and  one  of  them  said,  "Now,  Sowed- 
jodjo, what  do  you  want  to  see  most?" 
He  said,  "Most  of  all,  I  want  to  see  the 
sun."  "The  men  looked  at  each  other 
and  made  signs,  saying,  as  would  say 
in  America,  "Let  us  fool  him."  Night 
was  coming  on  for  as  you  may  know 
there  is  no  twilight  in  the  tropics.  The 
sun  had  set,  then  darkness,  so  they 
brought  him  to  the  hall  where  the 
meeting  was  being  held,  told  him  to 
look  at  the  lights  and  see  the  sun.  He 
looked  disappointed,  then  shook  his 
head  saying,  "No,  that  is  not  the  sun." 
They  laughed  and  taking  him  outside 
told  him  to  look  up.  The  skies  were 
full  of  brilliant  stars,  such  brilliance 
as  can  only  be  seen  in  a  tropical  sky, 
the  moon  also  was  so  bright  that  at 
times  with  a  little  straining  of  the  eyes 
you  could  see  to  read.  They  said,  "Now 
look  up  and  see  the  sun."  Again  with 
a  puzzled  look  he  shook  his  head  say- 
ing, "No,  that's  not  the  sun." 

The  sun  meant  so  much  to  him,  it 
had  been  his  God — he  worshipped  it, 
but  had  no  idea  what  or  who  it  was. 
He  had  felt  its  warmth,  had  been  led 
out  every  morning  year  after  year  to 
sit  in  the  sun,  then  they  came  to  move 


him;  the  sun  was  too  hot,  they  must 
find  a  cooler  place.  It  was  to  him  a 
power,  a  something  indescribable. 

Morning  came.  Sowedjodjo  arose 
from  his  rude  cot,  made  of  bamboo, 
and  standing  in  the  doorway  looked 
out  upon  a  Sun  in  alh  its  glory,  which 
fitted  in  with  his  imagination  and  an- 
swered all  the  questions  that  had  been 
too  difficult  for  his  poor  warped  mind 
to  grapple  with.  We  saw  him  standing 
in  the  sun,  clapping  his  withered  hands 
and  shouting,  "Now  I  can  see  the  Sun. 
Yes!  This  is  the  Sun,  now  I  can  live. 
I  can  live!  I  am  happy!  I  have  seen 
the  Sun!" 

He  had  found  the  key,  happiness  had 
come,  and  in  spite  of  his  warped, 
diseased  body,  life  to  him  was  beauti- 
ful. And  working  among  these  people, 
bringing  them  out  of  darkness  into  light, 
helping  them  to  know  our  God  made 
life  beautiful  for  us. 

Mrs.  M.  J.  C. 

UGLY  DOOR  OF  IGNORANCE 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Having  found  the  man  of  my  life,  I 
was  determined  to  marry  in  the  short- 
est possible  time.  To  my  surprise  I 
discovered  that  for  him,  marriage  to 
any  woman  was  strictly  taboo.  He 
"hated  children!"  At  the  moment  this 
seemed  a  comparatively  minor  matter 
to  me  and  we  were  married. 

The  first  two  years  of  our  marriage 
were  the  happiest  either  of  us  had  ever 
known.  It  was  then  my  doctor  con- 
firmed my  growing  suspicions.  I  was 
going  to  have  a  baby  and  I  was  terri- 
fied. Red  had  made  himself  all  too 
clear  on  the  subject. 

The  day  arrived  when  I  knew  I  must 
tell  Red  the  fateful  news.  That  day  I 
spent  packing  my  belongings  prepara- 
tory to  leaving  him.  I  was  determined 
my  baby  would  never  be  made  to  feel 
unwanted.  After  our  evening  dinner 
I  began  the  confession. 

In  tears,  I  awaited  the  outburst  that 
was  sure  to  come.  Hearing  nothing, 
I  ■  stole  a  glance  and  found  that  big, 
lanky  red-head  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 
It  wasn't  the  reaction  I  had  expected 
but  it  frightened  me  even  more.  I  was 
frightened,  that  is,  until  the  words  • 
started  to  come.  It  was  a  confession 
— a  story  of  misery  and  heartbreak 
which  had  tormented  him  for  years.  In 
his  late  teens  he  had  obtained  false 
information  from  an  unauthorized 
source  that  he  was  incapable  of  father- 
hood. He  was  "invited  to  take  a  series 
of  treatments"  at  an  exorbitant  price 
which  he  rejected.  Instead  he  had 
built  up  a  protective  complex  regard- 
ing youngsters.  A  complex  which  very 
nearly  ruined  our  marriage  and  Red's 
life. 

Our  little  carrot-top  is  now  two  years 
old  and  we  hope  the  coming  baby  sister 
will  keep  him  from  becoming  com- 
pletely spoiled,  in  spite  of  us. 

Mrs.  D.  M. 

A  NIGHT  TO   REMEMBER 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  was  only  seventeen  in  1929,  when 
Dad  lost  his  business  and  his  health  at 
the  same  time.  There  was  nothing  left 
for  us  to  do  but  to  move  out  to  the 
farm  that  had  been  Dad's  father's  in 
west  Texas.     I  got  work  teaching. 

But  how  I  hated  it!  Walking  one  and 
a  half  miles  in  the  cold,  building  my 
own  fires,  and  (Continued  on  page  70) 
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Everywhere  it  goes  the 
assurance  of  Beech-Nut 
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(Continued   from   page    68)    worrying 
with  twenty-five  pupils  of  all  grades! 

Then  one  day  when  I  had  just  fin- 
ished reading  a  Christmas  story  to  my 
pupils,  one  of  the  little  girls  spoke  up. 

"Please,  Miss  Grace,  I  ain't  never 
seen  a  Christmas  tree!" 

"I  haven't  ever  seen — "  I  corrected 
her  mechanically,  then  suddenly  I 
realized  what  she  had  said.  "You  mean 
you  have  never  had  a  Christmas  tree?" 

"We  ain't  never  had  one  here,"  all 
the    children    chorused. 

Right  then  and  there  I  made  up  my 
mind.  Bird  Hollow  would  have  a 
Christmas  tree!  But  it  wasn't  so  easy. 
"The  parents  objected.  It  was  foolish- 
ness, they  said;  it  had  been  a  hard 
year,  and  there  was  no  money  to  spend. 
And  then,  they  pointed  out,  there  were 
no  trees  on  the  plains. 

But  I  was  determined.  In  front  of 
our  house  was  a  lone  hackberry  tree. 
When  I  told  Dad  and  Mother  what  I 
wanted  to  do.  Dad  chopped  it  down 
without  a  murmur. 

Out  of  my  own  money,  I  bought 
green  and  red  paper,  marbles,  beads. 
Mother  made  balls  out  of  bright 
worsted.  An  old  linen  luncheon  cloth 
made  gay  handkerchiefs  for  the  little 
girls.  Each  little  boy  had  a  bag  of 
marbles  and  a  ball,  and  each  girl  a 
string  of  beads  and  handkerchief. 
Then  for  each  child,  there  was  an 
orange  and  an  apple  and  some  candy. 

And  when  I  saw  the  awe-filled  eyes 
of  those  children  who  had  never  seen 
a  Christmas  tree  before,  and  realized 
their  ecstatic  happiness  over  the  sim- 
ple gifts  I  had  prepared,  I  understood 
for  the  first  time  what  the  poet  meant 
when  he  said,  "It's  not  what  we  give, 
but  what  we  share — " 

Mrs.  G.  L.  M. 

"WE   CALLED   A    CONFERENCE" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

About  twelve  years  ago  Lady  Luck 
deserted  us — my  husband,  two  chil- 
dren and  myself.  My  husband  lost  his 
job  because  of  illness — the  children 
needed  things  we  couldn't  buy.  We 
began  to  be  afraid  that  we  would  loose 
the  very  roof  over  our  heads. 

One  night  I  had  an  idea.  We  gathered 
in  the  living  room  and  had  a  consulta- 
tion. My  idea  was — my  husband  might 
never  be  entirely  well  again.  I  had 
no  training  for  anything.  All  I  would 
ever  be  able  to  do  would  be  house- 
cleaning  or  menial  labor.  I  was  young 
— I  wanted  more  out  of  life  for  my  own 
than  that.  I  had  one  talent — the 
ability  to  fix  hair.  We  decided  that 
extra      scrimping      and      co-operation 


would  enable  me  to  enroll  in  school. 

I  began  one  morning  in  September. 
The  other  students  were  younger  by 
far  than  I.  I  felt  entirely  out  of  my 
element  and  they  looked  upon  me,  as 
I  found  out  later,  as  a  "sour-puss."  I 
was  so  scared  I  couldn't  smile.  School 
was  hard!  I  couldn't  concentrate;  I 
had  been  out  of  school  too  long,  and  I 
had  home  problems  to  occupy  a  great 
share  of  my  mind.  But  I  studied  at 
night,  till  I  would  dream  of  "alopecia 
areata,"  diseases  of  the  nails,  Latin 
words  for  various  bones. 

Then  all  of  a  sudden  it  was  easy.  I 
learned  and  kept  what  I  learned  with 
no  effort.  School  days  were  from  Mon- 
day through  Saturday,  but  I  arranged 
to  have  Saturday  off.  That  day  I 
washed,  ironed,  baked  and  cleaned  for 
my  family.  During  this  time  they  were 
wonderful.  My  poor  darling  hated  the 
idea  of  his  wife  going  through  so  much. 
He  did  what  he  could — cared  for  the 
children,  and  they  all  shared  in  house- 
hold tasks.  At  last  the  great  day  came. 
I  had  my  license.  I  remember  how  we 
celebrated.  We  even  splurged  with  a 
bottle  of  olives — for  months  I  had 
.  looked  longingly  but  decided  that 
bread  was  more  important. 

Chances  to  work  for  several  local 
shops  came  my  way,  but  I  knew  that 
working  for  others  wouldn't  really 
pay.  We  consulted  again.  Result 
"mortgage!" 

We  bought  equipment — hung  out  my 
sign  for  a  shop  right  in  our  own  home. 
The  first  week  I  cleared  five  dollars — 
not  much  but  I  was  in.  Inside  of  five 
years  we  were  sitting  pretty — my  hus- 
band was  rapidly  gaining.  Now  he 
has  a  radio  repair  shop.  He  wants  me 
to  quit  and  let  him  take  over  com- 
pletely but  I  love  my  work.  Our  work- 
ing hours  coincide.  We  have  our  eve- 
nings together.  He  provides  the  bread 
and  butter — I  just  smear  a  little  jam 
on  it. 

Mrs.  L.  L.       I 

STORY-TELLING  TIME  | 

Dear  Papa  David:  | 

At  sixty-eight,  I  was  leading  a  full,  i 
useful  and  happy  life.  I  did  all  of  my  j 
own  housework,  sewed  for  my  three  i 
grown  daughters  and  two  small  grand-  | 
children,  had  a  Victory  Garden,  which  j 
supplied  us  with  fresh  vegetables  for 
the  table,  with  enough  left  over  to  pre- 
serve  for  the  winter.  There  did  not  I 
seem  to  be  a  cloud  in  the  sky.  | 

Then  suddenly,  one  day,  without  the 
slightest  warning,  I  suffered  a  nervous 
shock,  which  paralyzed  my  entire  right 
side,  rendering  (Continued  on  page  72) 


#  So  writes  one  listener  of  the  thousands 
who  appreciate  the  true-to-life  quality  of 
"MY  TRUE  STORY"  Radio  Program. 
Many  women  say  that  these  real  stories 
help  them  with  their  own  life  problems^ 
give  both  spiritual  help  and  practical  help. 
A  complete  story  every  morning,  Monday 
thru  Friday,  in  cooperation  with  the  edi- 
tors of  TRUE  STORY  magazine.  Check 
your  local  radio  listings  for  the  time  of 
"MY  TRUE  STORY"  over  the  American 
Broadcasting  Company  station  in  your 
community. 
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creamier  deodorant  ...  to  give  you  carefree 
underarm  protection  even  on  hottest  days. 

Only  Fresh  can  give  you  this  patented 
combination  of  amazing  ingredients  in  a  new 
deodorant  that  has  never  been  made  before. 

New  Fresh  is  the  most  effective  cream  deodorant 
you  have  ever  tried  .  .  .  we  think,  you'll  agree! 
Yet  dresses  are  perfectly  safe  from  rotting  .  .  . 
normal  skin  is  perfectly  sale  from  irritation. 

New  Fresh  is  delicately  perfumed,  delightful  to 
smooth  on.  No  gritty  crystals  or  annoying  hard 
particles  and  it  doesn't  dry  out  in  the  jar. 

But  don't  take  our  word  for  it— test  it.  Test 

New  Perfect  Fresh  today  against  your  present 
deodorant  —  see  if  it  isn't  the  most  effective — the 
most  pleasant  cream  deodorant  you  have  ever 
been  able  to  buy.  Get  your  jar  of  New  Perfect 
Fresh  now — for  carefree  underarm  protection 
even  on  hottest  days.  Available  at  all  drug  and 
toilet  goods  counters. 


New  Perfect  Fresh  comes  to  you  at  the  same  low  pre- 
war prices ...  loc,  25c,  A3«,  and  new  5<)t  economy  size. 
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{Continued   from   page   70)    me    abso- 
lutely helpless. 

My  daughter  had  to  resign  from  a 
fine  secretarial  position  to  care  for  me 
and  the  house,  thus  cutting  our  income 
to  a  minimum.  However,  with  the 
best  of  care  and  attention,  after  three 
months,  my  right  side  began  to  re- 
spond to  treatment  and  after  a  while 
I  was  able  to  leave  my  bed  and  sit 
around  in  a  rocking-chair  in  the  living 
room. 

My  little  four-year-old  granddaugh- 
ter, who  lived  next  door,  came  over 
faithfully  each  day  to  keep  me  com- 
pany, with  a  large  volume  of  Mother 
Goose. 

As  we  exhausted  the  supply  of  chil- 
dren's books  here  at  home  and  in  the 
local  library,  she  demanded  more  stor- 
ies. So  I  began  to  concoct  my  own 
brand,  taken  mostly  from  imagination 
and  some  from  my  own  experiences  as 
a  child.  They  became  so  interesting 
to  her  that  she  started  bringing  her 
smaller  sister  over  with  her  each  day. 
In  the  late  afternoon,  after  they  had 
left,  I  typed  out  new  stories  with  one 
finger  on  a  small  portable  my  son-in- 
law  had  given  me. 

My  daughter  became  so  interested 
in  helping  me  compose  and  write  the 
stories  that  she  has  started  on  a  career 
of  her  own  in  the  fiction  field  of  short- 
story  writing,  so  that  we  are  both  hard 
at  work  on  an  interesting  and  we  hope, 
lucrative   business. 

Mrs.  C.  B.  D. 

A  FEELING  OF  SECURITY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

After  five  blissful  years  of  married 
life,  an  automobile  accident  took  my 
husband,  leaving  me  bewildered  and 
alone  to  face  an  uncertain  future  with 
our  three  young  sons. 

After  a  few  years,  I  met  and  married 
a  man  I  greatly  admired.  The  boys 
were  so  very  happy  about  it! 

At  first,  my  husband  seemed  merely 
shy  and  I  readily  understood  this,  as 
he  had  never  been  around  children 
much,  but  it  wasn't  long  before  he  be- 
came sullen  and  irritable.  And  in  a 
few  months,  a  drastic  change  had 
taken  place.  The  house  was  silent,  with 
the  boys  creeping  around  like  little 
mice  in  order  not  to  "disturb  Daddy." 
They  became  wan  and  nervous. 

Many  bitter  tears  I  shed  into  my 
pillow  trying  to  find  a  solution  to  my 
problem.  Then  one  night  we  were  in 
the  living  room.  Suddenly  my  hus- 
band fiung  his  magazine  down,  and 
got  down  to  the  floor  on  his  hands  and 
knees.      He    looked    invitingly    at    my 


sons  and  said,  "Who's  first  to  ride? 
This  old  hocse  looks  gentle,  but  you'll 
be  surprised,  once  you  get  in  the 
saddle!" 

The  children,  filled  with  surprise, 
hesitated,  but  for  only  a  moment.  Such 
a  hilarious  half  hour  I'd  never  before 
witnessed!  After  laughing  with  them 
for  a  while,  I  picked  up  the  magazine 
which  my  husband  had  thrown  down. 
There,  meeting  my  eyes,  was  a  column 
written  by  a  child  psychiatrist,  and 
what  a  column!  All  about  the  rearing 
of  children,  how  the  environment,  the 
parents'  attitude,  etc.  cause  the  chil- 
dren to  be  what  they  are  in  later  years. 

As  I  read  this  I  glanced  at  my  hus- 
band and  found  him  looking  at  me. 
In  his  eyes  I  read  much,  and  a  feeling 
of  security  swept  over  me  as  I  breathed 
a  prayer  of  thankfulness  to  a  doctor 
who  had  unwittingly  brought  a  family 
together! 

Mrs.   G.   H.  H. 

BACK  TOGETHER  AGAIN 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  was  about  five  years  old,  my 
parents  decided  to  get  a  divorce.  I 
was  sent  to  my  aunt's  house  in  the 
south.  I  remained  with  her  for  eight 
years  until  she  passed  away. 

My  father  was  almost  frantic  try- 
ing to  find  a  place  for  me  to  live.  He 
had  finally  decided  to  send  me  to  a 
boarding  school  not  far  from  the  town 
in  which  we  lived.  While  we  were 
making  these  arrangements  we  re- 
ceived a  most  welcome  letter  from  my 
mother.  She  wanted  me!  I  was  so 
happy  to  know  this. 

My  father  and  I  could  hardly  wait 
to  see  her  again.  And  it  was  even 
better  than  I'd  hoped. 

As  the  months  passed  I  was  happy 
but  not  entirely  content.  You  see, 
Papa  David,  I  was  a  junior  in  high 
school  and  every  one  of  my  compan- 
ions had  wonderful  and  happy  par- 
ents. That's  something  I  too  wanted 
more  than  anything. 

My  father  came  to  see  us  very  fre- 
quently, but  it  wasn't  enough  to  be 
completely   happy. 

Then  one  day  not  long  ago  my  par- 
ents and  I  went  out  to  dinner.  They 
told  me  they  had  a  surprise  for  me.  It 
was  one  week  until  my  birthday,  and 
as  a  gift  for  me  they  were  going  to  re- 
marry and  give  meJhe  home  and  hap- 
piness anyone  could  ask.  That  week 
is  one  I  shall  never  forget. 

I  am  going  to  graduate  in  June  and, 
I  shall  be  much  happier  than  ever  be 
fore  in  my  life. 

Miss  J.  B. 


IS  THERE  SOMETHING    WU      W  M^    WANTED 

ALL  YOUR  LIFE? 

Dreams  come  true  on  radio's  new  and  delightfully  dif- 
ferent daytime  program,  "HEART'S  DESIRE." 

All  the  drama,  humor  and  love  that  go  into  real 
people's  hopes  make  a  heart-warming  listening  experi- 
.   ence,  every  day,  Monday  through  Friday* 

osTEiv  iro  **HE ART'S  DESIRE'' 

OJV  ALL  mJTVAL  STATiOKS 

Consult  your  newspaper  for  exact  time  and  station. 
Don't  mUa  the  ep'-cial  "Heart's  Desire"  feature  in  the  August  TRUE  STORY  magazine 
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Nurses  test  new  napkin  — 

101  out  of  120  report  no  chafing 

with  new  Free-Stride  Modess! 

Nurses,  busy  nurses  .  .  .  bending,  lifting, 
pulling,  pushing,  stretching  .  .  .  WHO  could  bet- 
ter judge  the  chafe-free  comfort  of  a  napkin? 

Just  read  what  they  discovered: 

In  hospital  after  hospital,  nurses  who  had 
suffered  chafe  with  their  regular  napkin  were 
asked  to  try  a  new,  improved  napkin — Free- 
Stride  Modess. 

The  brand  was  kept  a  secret.  Nurses  were  sim- 
ply asked  to  see  if  the  new  napkin  gave  freedom 
from  chafe. 

Their  verdict:  101  out  of  120  nurses  reported 
nu  chujing  with  Free-Stride  Modess! 

The  secret  of  the  chafe-free  comfort  so  many 

nurses  discovered  in  Free-Stride  Modess  lies  in 
the  clever  fashioning  of  the  napkin  edges! 

Free-Stride  Modess  has  extra  cotton  on  its 
edges — extra  softness — right  where  the  cause  of 
chafe  begins. 

The  extra  cotton  also  acts  to  direct  and  retain 
moisture  inside  the  napkin,  keeping  the  edges 
dry  and  smooth  longer.  And  dry,  smooth  edges 
don't  chafe! 

So  safe,  too!  Free-Stride  Modess  has  a  triple 
safetv  shield  to  keep  you  confident — free  of  acci- 
dent fears.  And  a  fine,  sealed-in  deodorant  to 
help  keep  you  fresh  as  spring.  No  telltale  outline 
— Free-Stride  Modess  is  silhouette-proof! 

Try  this  luxury-comfortable,  luxury-safe  nap- 
kin now.  Improved  Free-Stride  Modess  is  on  sale 
e\ervwhere  now.  Product  of  Personal  Products 
Corporation. 
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Start  out  smiling,  Daisy  Bernier  says;  somehow  that  makes  it  a  little  easier 
to  keep  temper  under  control.    And  makes  you  a  lot  easier  to  look  at! 


The  prettiest  face  in  the  world 
won't  retain  its  charm  if  bad  tem- 
per imprints  itself  thereon  too 
often.    Muscles  sag,  wrinkles  form. 


By    MARY    JANE    FUITON 


THE  "honey"  of  Fred  Waring's  singing  group,  "Honey  and  the 
Bees,"  taffy-haired  Daisy  Bernier  has  a  natural  sparkle  in  her 
eyes,  and  a  pertness  to  her  smile  that's  catching.  She  has  the 
American  girl  look — clean  cut,  freshly  scrubbed. 

On  a  hot  summer  morning,  Daisy  looked  so  cool  and  girlish  in 
her  charming  peasant  costume  that  we  wouldn't  let  her  change 
into  something  more  dressy,  even  to  have  her  picture  "took" 
for  you.  That's  a  note  you  might  record,  to  begin  with:  clothes 
as  fresh  and  trim  as  you  can  get  them,  and  the  simpler,  the  less 
fussy,  the  better. 

While  the  photographer  was  fussing  with  lights  and  shadows, 
she  told  us  how  she  managed  to  keep  a  cool  temper  in  such  warm 
weather.  Little  things,  you  know,  are  apt  to  prove- so  irritating! 
And  if  our  facial  muscles  are  permitted  to  fall  into  discontented, 
angry  lines  too  often,  they  may  mold  the  expression  into  a  per- 
manent reflection  of  an  unhappy  disposition. 

When  Daisy  tried  to  look  angry,  she  had  trouble  holding  the 
thundercloud  expressions  that  illustrate  why  you  should  keep 
your  temper  under  control.  There's  nothing  attractive  in  a  furi- 
ous expression,  even  on  a  pretty  face. 

Daisy  is  a  professional  singer.  But  even  you  can  hum  a  gay 
little  tune.  You  can  do  as  she  does  when  she  feels  herself  becom- 
ing angry.  She  dashes  cold  water  on  her  face,  feigns  a  smile  she 
doesn't  feel — and  pretty  soon  she  can't  remember  what  started 
the  trouble.    It's  magic. 

If  you  let  yourself  remain  unhappy  for  long,  she  warns,  you 
may  get  indigestion,  no  one  will  want  you  around,  you'll  slump 
in  posture,  and  you  won't  do  your  work  so  well.  She  suggests 
that  when  you  feel  cross  and  irritable  you  either  have  a  light 
snack,  take  a  nap,  or  relax  in  a  warm,  scented  tub.  One  of  those 
methods  is  your  key  to  relaxation.  Find  it. 

Daisy  is  also  a  firm  believer  in  eight  hours'  nightly  sleep,  and 
three  complete  meals  daily  for  health,  beauty,  and  a  good  dis- 
position. She  wouldn't  be  the  successful  singer  she  is,  if  she 
couldn't  feel  a  song  in  her  heart.  You'll  be  happier,  and  look 
lovelier,  too — if  you  follow  Daisy's  few  simple  rules  and  don't 
make  warm  weather  an  excuse  for  losing  your  temper. 


Which  Twin  has  the  ycniF 

(and  which  had  her  permanent  at  the  beauty  shop?) 


For  your  date  tonight  .  .  . 
give  yourself  a  lovely  TONI  Home  Permanent 


Easy?  You  would  never  dream  it  could 
be  so  easy  to  give  yourself  a  perma- 
nent at  home.  Just  three  simple  steps : 

J.  Roll  your  hair  up  on  curlers  (newToni 
plastic  curlers  make  it  easier  than  ever). 
Dab  on  Toni  Crerne  Lotion  as  you  go. 

2.  Tie  a  turban  round  your  head  and  do 
whatever  you  like  for  2  to  3  hours. 

3.  Saturate  each  curl  with  Toni  Neutral- 
izer  and  rinse. 

Wonderfully  simple... and  oh,  what  a 

De  Luxe  Kit  with  Regular  Kit  with 

re-usable  plastic  curlers  fiber  curlers 

$200  $125 

All  prices  plus  tax     •     Prices  slightly  higher  in  Canada 


beautiful  wave!  So  soft,  so  smooth,  so 
natural-looking.  Exactly  the  amount  of 
curl  to  suit  yourself.  Not  too  loose  . . . 
not  too  tight... but  just  right.  Easy  to 
manage  from  the  start  because  there's 
no  stubborn  frizzy  stage  with  Toni. 

Even  if  your  hair  is  gray,  dyed, 
bleached  or  baby -fine  it  will  take  a 
beautiful  wave.  For  Toni  waves  any 
kind  of  hair  that  will  take  a  permanent. 
See  why  every  hour  of  the  day  another 
1000  women  use  Toni.  Try  it  today. 

Refill  Kit  complete 

except  for  curlers 

$|00 

HOME  PERMANENT 

THE  CREME  COLD  WAVE 


All  leading  drug,  notions  and  cosmetic 
counters  feature  and  recommend  the 
Toni  Home  Permanent  Kit. 

Ella,  the  twin  at  the  right  above,  has 
the  Toni.  Could  you  tell? 

£a.sv  as  rolling  your  hair  up  on  curlers 
—  but    the    wave    stays    in  for    months. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Music 


around  the  floors  wearing  littic;  more 
than  that  diaper.  "But,  Bea,"  they'll 
gasp,  "what  about  drafts  and  things? 
The  child  is  almost  naked!" 

Yes,  the  child  is  almost  naked.  Bea's 
policy  on  baby  clothes  is  a  progressive 
one — keep  'em  at  a  minimum!  This 
policy,  expertly  carried  out  by  Sophie, 
herself  a  registered  nurse,  has  condi- 
tioned Wayne  to  maximum  resistance 
to  the  sniffles  and  other  child  ailments. 
In  short,  young  Baruch  is  in  the  pink! 

After  some  more  shenanigans  with 
mommy  and  daddy,  Wayne  is  brought 
back  to  the  nursery  and  about  twelve 
hours  of  sweet  slumber.  That  nursery, 
incidentally,  had  to  undergo  a  complete 
transformation  to  make  way  for 
Wayne's  arrival  on  the  scene — some- 
thing like  the  metamorphosis  from  co- 
coon to  butterfly.  Previously  that 
chamber  had  served  as  a  darkroom  for 
Bea  and  Andre. 

The  demise  of  that  darkroom,  how- 
ever, has  not  halted  the  clicking  of 
camera  shutters  and,  needless  to  say, 
little  Wayne  is  target  number  one  for 
their  lens.  At  the  drop  of  a  hat  Andre 
will  lug  out  an  armful  of  pictures  that 
trace  Wayne's  growth  from  infancy  to 
the  present  day.  And,  to  Bea's  chagrin, 
Andre  has  a  penchant  for  photograph- 
ing Wayne  posed  with  a  briar  pipe 
stuck    in  his   mouth! 

The  listening  public  has  long,  identi- 
fied Bea  Wain  and  Andre  Baruch  with 
talent-plus.  Bea's  record  sales  always 
run  into  astronomical  figures.  She  has 
regularly  been  featured  with  The  Hit 
Parade,  the  Guy  Lombardo  Program, 
the  Kate  Smith  Show,  Bandwagon  and 
other   topflight   broadcasts. 

As  for  Andre,  his  mastery  of  the 
smooth,  suave  narration  has  won  him 
fame  as  announcer  for  many  of  the 
above  programs  (and  that  is  how  they 
met!)  plus  shows  like  Myrt  and  Marge, 
Report  To  The  Nation,  The  Shadow,  the 
Jack  Benny  Show  and  many  others. 

However,  it's  when  you're  a  guest 
at  the  Baruchs'  that  you  become  aware 
of  talents  that  haven't  been  publicized. 


f. 


lOR  instance,  your  attention  is  drawn 
to  those  striking  photographs  hung 
here  and  there  throughout  the  apart- 
ment. 

Other  objects  begin  to  arrest  vour 
attention  in  the  Baruch  household. 
Loving  cups — bronze,  silver,  gold.  These 
trophies  speak  for  themselves,  for  they 
are  inscribed  with  Bea's  name  or 
Andre's.  They  speak  of  Bea's  prowess 
on  the  golf  course — of  Andre's  virtu- 
osity in  that  game  as  well  as  swim- 
ming, track  and  tennis.  Andre  has  gar- 
nered more  than  sixty  cups  for  athletics 
and,  some  years  ago,  he  won  the  ping 
pong  championship  for  radio.  He  has 
been  captain  of  the  CBS  golf  team 
which  distinguishes  itself  every  year 
at  the  annual  River  Vale  Country  Club 
tournament. 

Andre's  talents  run  to  forms  of  ex- 
pression other  than  rugged  sports.  You 
become  aware  of  this  when  he  casually 
sits  down  at  the  grand  piano  off  in  one 
corner  of  their  living  room.  You  needn't 
be  a  musician  to  sense  the  authority  and 
skill  in  his  hands  as  they  ripple  along 
the  keyboard.  You  learn,  presently, 
that  he  once  took  an  intensive  course 
in  piano  technique  under  Hans  Bach- 

"       mann. 

M  Bea     Wain's    husband    could     easily 

play  host  to  any  typical  United  Nations 
delegation.    At  any  rate,  the  language 


(Continued  from  page  39) 

barrier  wouldn't  stymie  him.  Andre 
knows  French  fluently — after  all.  he 
emigrated  from  Paris  to  New  York.  He 
is  equally  adept  with  English  (as  if  you 
didn't  know  that)  Spanish,  Italian  and 
he  can  carry  a  fair  conversation  in 
Dutch,  Flemish  and  Portuguese. 

There  is,  of  course,  another  language 
— Waynese.  In  this  idiom  both  Andre 
and  Bea  are  quite  proficient.  Are  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Baruch  self-conscious  about 
talking  baby  talk?  They  are  not  and 
have  demonstrated  that  fact  by  inter- 
viewing Wayne  on  their  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Music  program.  'Twas  the  night  before 
Christmas  and  all  through  the  house 
moped  Bea  and  Andre  in  a  mood  most 
blue.  Christmas — a  day  when  all  other 
parents  would  be  with  their  children 
while  they.  The  Busy  B's,  would  be 
down  at  the  studio  slaving  over  a  hot 
microphone!  Reason  enough  for  the 
mopes  but,  just  as  Bea  was  about  to 
curse  the  ghost  of  Scrooge,  Andre  sud- 
denly shouted,  "Eureka!  I've  got  it!" 
Or  words  to  that  effect,  anyway. 

FORTHWITH  he  began  hustling  and 
bustling  about  the  apartment,  rigging 
wires  and  attaching  gadgets  to  their 
super-ultra  radio-phonograph-record- 
ing combination.  Presently  all  was 
ready  and  nurse  Sophie  was  asked  to 
fetch  Wayne.  Young  Mr.  Baruch, 
somewhat  on  the  bewildered  side,  had 
a  funny  doorknob-looking  thing  held 
in  front  of  his  face  while  mommy  and 
daddy  began  asking  him  questions. 

Next  day,  Christmas,  Bea  and  Andre 
were  smiling,  not  slaving,  over  that 
microphone,  for  they  had  Wayne  with 
them,  by  transcription  anyway.  There 
is  no  record  in  the  annals  of  broad- 
casting of  any  younger  performer  than 
Wayne  Baruch. 

Andre  can  recall  only  one  broadcast 
— also  a  record  show,  by  the  way — -that 
compared  with  Wayne's  for  solid  sat- 
isfaction. Back  in  1942  Andre  was  a 
lieutenant  (later  he  became  Major 
Andre  Baruch)  on  duty  with  the 
Armed  Forces  Radio  Service  in  North 
Africa.  In  this  position  he  was  in 
command  of  all  special  radio  activities 
in  that  area.  A  vital  part  of  the  net- 
work's operation  was  concerned  with 
broadcasting  morale  and  entertain- 
ment programs  to  our  troops.  "Plat- 
ter shows" — V-discs  and  popular  re- 
cordings— achieved  that  purpose.  Our 
homesick  GIs  lapped  them  up. 

In  his  strategic  position  Andre  knew 
their  preferences.  Far  up  on  their  list 
of  demands  was  the  constant  reauest 
for  records  with  vocals  by  Bea  Wain. 
However,  Lieutenant  Baruch  had  on 
hand  only  a  few  not  too  new  releases 
by  that  popular  songstress.  Lieuten- 
ant Baruch,  therefore,  had  a  mission. 
He  sent  out  a  frantic  call  by  radio,  by 
mail,  by  courier-  and  even  by  carrier- 
pigeon.  No  response.  (Remember, 
that  was  North  Africa  during  those 
days.) 

However,  it  was  rumored  that  a 
certain  captain  stationed  down  Casa- 
blanca way  did  have  a  collection  of 
Bea  Wain  records.  Andre  was  skep- 
tical but,  when  Army  business  re- 
quired him  to  fly  down  there  shortly 
afterward,  he  decided  to  investigate 
the  rumor.  After  considerable  sleuth- 
ing in  crowded,  chaotic  Casablanca 
Andre  located  the  captain  and  discov- 
ered that  not  only  was  he  an  avid 
collector  of  Bea's  records  (he  had  a 
million    of    'em,    says    Andre)     but    he 


was  hopelessly  ga-ga  about  the  girl. 
No,  the  captain  had  never  actually  met 
Bea  but  his  room  was  literally  plas- 
tered with  pin-ups  of  her. 

Would  the  good  captain,  in  the  in- 
terests of  Army  morale,  part  with 
some  of  his  Bea  Wain  records?  Never! 
Not  even  a  dozen  or  so?    No! 

But  the  good  captain  was  free  with 
his  praise  for  the  singer.  While  he 
waxed  eloquent  in  that  praise  Andre 
stood  there  smiling  and  nodding  agree- 
ment. What  a  voice,  raved  the  cap- 
tain. What  personality,  he  ranted. 
What  looks,  he  ogled,  nudging  the  em- 
barrassed  lieutenant. 

It  was,  for  Andre,  a  decidedly  deli- 
cate situation. 

"I  couldn't  help  agreeing  with  every 
word  the  captain  said,"  relates  Andre. 
"But  a  little  birdie  told  me  that  if  I 
ever  dared  mention  that  Bea  Wain  was 
my  wife,  it  would  be  fatal  to  my  mis- 
sion. So  I  just  kept  on  nodding  and 
'yes'-ing  him  and  finally  walked  out 
with  about  a  dozen  discs." 

Morale  was  high  with  many  a  GI 
when  Andre  got  back  and  started 
broadcasting  all  those  Bea  Wain  re- 
cordings. 

Not  long  ago,  Bea  and  Andre  were 
spending  a  quiet  evening  at  home — 
just  lounging  around  and  luxuriating 
lazily.  Like  the  proverbial  postman 
who  takes  a  walk  on  his  day  off,  "Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Music"  were  amusing  them- 
selves by  spinning  all  their  favorite 
records  on  that  super-special  phono- 
graph. When  they'd  had  their  fill,  they 
switched  on  the  radio  and  listened  to 
more  records  via  Radcliffe  Hall's  all- 
night  platter  show  being  broadcast 
over  WNBC  (the  National  Broadcast- 
ing Company) . 

Inevitably  the  voice  of  Bea  Wain 
began  coming  through  their  loud 
speaker.  It  was  her  recorded  rendition 
of  a  favorite  and  highly  successful 
number.  When  it  ended  disc-jockey 
Hall  was  heard  to  say,  "I  hope  Bea  was 
listening  to  that  one  and,  if  so,  I  do 
hope  she'll  phone  in  and  tell  us  how 
she  liked  it." 

Bea,  understandably  pleased ,  was 
about  to  comply  with  that  request  but 
she  hesitated  and  said,  "Andre,  it 
would  be  nice  to  telephone  him  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  don't  you  think  phon- 
ing is  rather  impersonal?" 

INDRE  gave  her  that  shrewd,  knowing 
A  look,  then  answered,  "I  think  I  see 
what  you  mean.  Okay,  my  love,  let's 
get  going." 

The  Baruchs  quickly  got  dressed — it 
was  past  midnight — went  out,  hailed  a 
taxi  and  drove  straight  to  the  National 
Broadcasting  Company's  studio.  Hall's 
face,  when  they  walked  in  on  him,  was 
a  study  in   astonishment — and  delight. 

For  the  better  part  of  an  hour  that 
nocturnal  platter  show  was  livened  by 
the  live  voice  of  Bea  Wain,  augmented 
by  Andre's.  Listeners  were  phoning 
in  one  request  after  another.  It  was 
all  wonderful,  spontaneous,  ad  libbed 
fun. 

Only  a  vignette,  perhaps — but  a  re- 
vealing one  in  the  life  of  these  talented 
people.  The  Busy  B's  know  how  to 
work  successfully,  individually  and  to- 
gether. They  know  how  to  play,  too, 
arid  extract  a  few  laughs  out  of  life. 
Perhaps  the  pessimists  who  warn  that 
marriages  and  careers  won't  mix  will 
be  forced  to  admit  that  "Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Music"  are  evidence  on  the  other  side. 


Red  Letter  Day  for 
Skippy 

(Continued  jrom   page   23) 

progression  of  the  choir  down  the  aisle; 
he  like  the  impassioned  parts  of  the 
sermon,  when  the  minister's  upstanding 
lock   of   hair   collapsed   over   one    eye. 

I  didn't  insist.  I  didn't  want  Skippy 
to  think  of  church  as  something  to  be 
endured. 

I  grinned  at  Skippy,  conspiratorily. 
My  heart  rose  on  a  wave  of  the  happy, 
secure  feeling  that  always  came  when 
Skippy  and  I  were  together.  He  was 
my  one  constant,  my  one  unfailing 
source  of  joy  and  hope.  Everything 
else — well,  Connie  Wakefield,  who 
shared  our  home,  said  that  I  had  a  gift 
for  attracting  disaster. 

"Let's  do   something,"   he  suggested. 

I  got  the  idea.  Something  special.  It 
was  that  kind  of  day. 

"Dr.  Campbell  said  he  might  take  us 
riding  this  afternoon." 

"Well.  .  .  ." 

"Or  a  picnic."  I  said.  "It's  a  good  day 
for  a  picnic." 

He  brightened.  Then  he  said,  "I  went 
on  a  picnic  not  so  long  ago." 

"What  do  you  want  me  to  do?"  I 
laughed.  "Pull  something  very  special 
out  of  my  hat?" 

"Yes!"  He  jumped  a  crack  for  em- 
phasis.   "Something  very  special!" 

We'd  turned  into  our  street.  Down 
the  block — yes,  outside  our  house — a 
figure  paused  on  the  walk,  watching  us. 
He  started  towards  us.    It  was  Dick. 

"A    pretty    picture,"    he    greeted    us. 

"fllHANK  you."  Skippy  was  as  neat  as 
I  you  could  expect  a  small  boy  to  be, 
and  I  felt  pretty,  knew  that  my  soft 
print  dress  was  becoming,  that  my  hair, 
loosened  a  little  by  the  breeze,  glinted 
with  coppery  lights  in  the  sun.  "You're 
early,"  I  added. 

He  laughed.  "I  haven't  come  yet.  I 
had  an  errand  out  this  way,  and  I 
stopped  on  the  chance  that  you'd  be 
home,  to  ask  when  you  want  me  to  turn 
up  this  afternoon." 

I  laughed  at  his  hesitation.  "If  you're 
thinking  about  dinner,  we'd  love  com- 
pany. And  the  food's  all  ready.  I  pre- 
pared it  yesterday.  Consomme,  jellied 
meat  loaf,  salad — " 

He  threw  up  his  hands.  "All  right," 
he  said.     "I  want  to  stay,  of  course." 

I  started  toward  the  house. 

"Wait  a  minute — "  Dick  returned  to 
the  car,  came  back  carrying  a  long, 
narrow,  white  box.  "I  told  j'ou  I  had 
an  errand.  This  was  it." 

He  was  holding  the  box  out  to  me.  I 
looked  at  him  wonderingly. 

"Open  it,  Mommie!"  Skippy  was 
dancing  up  and  down  in  impatience. 

"In  the  house,"  I  said  firmly.  "Come 
on.  both  of  you." 

The  house  was  dark  and  cool  after 
the  brilliant  sunlight  of  the  outside; 
the  box  itself  was  like  a  flower  unfold- 
ing in  the  dimness — great  clouds  of 
puffy  waxed  paper,  in  the  center,  the 
fragile,  exquisite  gold  of  Java  lilies. 

"Oh,  Dick,  how  beautiful!"  I  touched 
the  delicate  blossoms.  "I  love  them — 
the  way  they  move  as  if  alive." 

Dick  had  brought  Skippy  presents, 
too — a  pair  of  toy  automobiles  to  add  to 
his  already  considerable  collection.  He 
played  with  Skippy  in  the  living  room 
while  I  went  out  to  the  kitchen  to  get 
dinner.  I  carried  the  trays  into  the 
other  room,  feeling — oh,  smooth.  For 
this  little  while,  life  was  as  it  ought 
to  be — tranquil,   pleasant. 
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"I'm  nobody's  pin-up  boy — but  any  time  I  can  do  the  Feis-Naptha 
folks  a  favor — count  me  in.  The  missus  says  I'm  a  fast  man  with 
a  shirt  and  if  it  wasn't  for  Fels-Naptha  Soap,  her  permanent 
address  would  be  R.  D.  1,  Laundry  Tub  Row. 

"Well . . .  she  keeps  me  stocked  with  clean  shirts  (white,  that  is) 
and  she's  ready  to  step  whenever  I  am.  So  if  I'm  the  type 
you're  looking  for. . .  shoot!   It's  on  the  house." 
■f        *        -f 

Welcome,  Brother!  You  are  now  entitled  to  membership 
in  the  Fels-Naptha  Boosters  Club.  "Experience' 
meetings  held  every  week  on  wash  day. 
Be  sure  to  bring  the  'missus'.  We  want 
to  hear  her  own  report  on  Why 

Fels-Naptha  is  the  Best  Laundry  Soap 

on  the  Market. 

Fels-Naptha  Soap 

BAN/SHESyATTLE-TALE  GRAY' 
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But  I didnt  say  tissues . .  .1  said  KLEENEX ! 
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It's  not  the  same  thing  at  all— bridled 
Mother.  Look.  This  is  the  only  face  I 
have— and  I  intend  to  take  care  of  it. 
With  a  s-o-f-t  tissue.  A  Kleenex  Tissue. 
Good  heavens  — how  many  times  do  I 
have  to  tell  you  that  Kleenex  isn't  an- 
other  name    for  tissues? 


Your  Mother's  right— for  once!  Pop 

chimed  in.  Kleenex  is  different.  Take 
this  box.  Does  it  say  Kleenex?  No! 
Does  it  serve  up  tissues  one  at  a  time  — 
so  you  don't  have  to  fumble  for  'em? 
No !  So  ?  Before  you  mistake  other 
tissues  for  Kleenex  -  think  twice,  son! 


I've  got  my  NOSE  to  think  of!  blurted 
Sis.  Talk  about  a  raw  deal!  Jeepers  — 
all  day  I've  been  quietly  dying  for  some 
dreamy,  soft  Kleenex  for  these  sniffles. 
And  what  happens  ?  Smarty -pants,  here, 
hands  me  ordinary  tissues  —  when  my 
nose  knows  there's  no  other  tissue  just 
like  heavenly  Kleenex! 


I'll  learn  you!  winked  Uncle  Joe. 
Hold  this  gen-u-wyne  Kleenex  Tissue 
to  a  light.  See  any  lumps,  or  weak 
spots?  Never.  You  see  Kleenex  quality 
come  smilin'  through —  always  the  same 
—  so  you  can  bet  Kleenex  is  plenty 
soft.  And  husky!  Your  eyes  tell  you 
there  is  only  one  Kleenex. 


Now  I  know. . .  nere  is  only  one  KLEENEX^ 


AMERICil!5    FAVORITE    TISSUE 
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Dinner  was  as  good  as  it  looked. 
We  ate  to  music;  Dick  had  turned  on 
the  radio,  and  after  dinner,  while 
Skippy  returned  to  his  cars,  we  sat  back 
contentedly  and  listened  to  Debussy. 
It  was  music  like  the  flowers  on  the 
table — golden  music,  full  of  delicate 
nuances  and  subtle  harmonies,  music 
that  captivated  the  imagination.  I 
wasn't  aware  that  it  had  stopped  until 
a  man's  voice  came  on,  dryly  discussing 
the  need  for  improved  paving. 

"Oh  Dickl  Turn  it  off!  What  a  pro- 
gram for  Sunday!" 

"Not  interested  in  civic  improve- 
ments, Carolyn?" 

"Of  course  I  am,  but  not  today.  I'm 
happy  today — "  He  looked  up  quickly, 
and  I  hastened  to  add,  "I  mean,  I  feel 
right  —  contented  —  almost  too  con- 
tented." 

"Too  contented?" 

I  smiled  at  him.  "The  let-down,"  I 
explained,  "always  comes.  Or  some- 
thing might  happen  to  spoil — " 

"Women!"  he  shook  his  head.  "Talk 
about  looking  for  trouble!" 

"I  don't  look  for  trouble,"  I  pointed 
out.     "It  has  a  way  of  finding  me." 

"It  does,  at  that.  But  still — you  leave 
yourself  open.  You  go  out  of  your  way 
to  try  to  help  people — The  cautious, 
selfish  souls  don't  seem  to  suffer  much." 

MOMMIE!"  That  was  Skippy's  voice, 
imperative.  He'd  left  his  cars,  had 
come  to  stand  beside  my  chair.  "When 
are  we  going  to  go?" 

"Go  where?"  I  asked.  "We  still 
haven't  decided  what  we're  going  to 
do."  I  turned  to  Dick.  "Can  you  think 
of  something,  something  different  and 
sort  of  special?" 

Skippy  was  looking  hopefully  at 
Dick.   "What  are  we  going  to  do?" 

Dick's  eyes  winked.  "Well  ...  I  don't 
know  what  your  mother  will  say — but 
how  about  a  carnival?" 

"A  what?" 

"A  carnival,"  Dick  repeated.  "You 
know— merry-go-rounds,  ferris  wheels, 
like  at  the  circus." 

Skippy  shouted,  and  I  was  dismayed. 
Surely  Dick  didn't  mean  the  amuse- 
ment park!  Skippy  would  be  entranced, 
of  course,  but  it  had  been  really  built 
for  grown-up  children.  With  one  or  two 
exceptions  the  fast  rides  were  too  fast, 
the  steep  ones  too  steep  for  him. 

"I  think  you'll  like  it,"  Dick  said 
reassuringly.  "There's  a  country  fair 
on  a  few  miles  out.   I  saw  the  posters." 

A  country  fair — Skippy  would  love  it, 
and  I  couldn't  think  of  anything  I  would 
have  liked  better. 

We  drove  out  of  town,  through  coun- 
tryside rich  with  all  the  fullness  of 
summer.  Skippy  leaned  forward  in  the 
seat,  craning  his  neck  at  every  turn. 
When  the  colored  pennants,  the  little 
swinging  cars  on  the  spindly  circle  of 
the  ferris  wheel  appeared  in  the  dis- 
tance, he  bounced  excitedly. 

Dick  looked  at  me  and  laughed.  My 
own  eyes  had  brightened;  I'd  caught 
some  of  Skippy's  excitement. 

"I'll  bet  your  mother  wants  to  ride, 
too,"  he  teased. 

"I  do,"  I  confessed.  "That's  one  of  the 
nicest  things  about  having  a  child — 
you've  a  good  excuse  for  doing  the 
foolish,  wonderful  things  you  secretly 
want    to    do    after   you're    grown    up." 

The  fair  was  on  the  outskirts  of  a  vil- 
lage, but  it  seemed  that  everyone  in  the 
city  must  have  had  the  same  idea  we 
had.  Dick  inched  the  car  into  a  lot  al- 
ready solidly  packed  with  cars;  we 
joined  the  stream  of  fair-goers  in  the 
dusty  lane.  Once  inside  the  grounds, 
there  was  more  room,  less  of  humanity 
and  more-opportunity  to  see  the  booths 


and  their  bright  displays.  The  crops 
came  first — the  fruits,  the  vegetables, 
the  fat  squashes,  prosaic  enough  items 
when  viewed  on  a  grocer's  shelves, 
glamorized  now  with  satin,  gold-let- 
tered prize  ribbons. 

My  hand  tightened  on  Skippy's;  he 
responded  by  pulling  me  to  the  side 
of  the  road,   onto  the   grass. 

"Mommie — what  kind  of  horse  is 
that?"  I  looked  up  into  the  dappled  face, 
the  benevolent  eyes  of  a  Percheron. 

"A  Percheron,  Skippy.  They're  horses 
that  do  heavy  work." 

"You  saw  big  horses  at  the  circus," 
Dick  put  in. 

"Not  this  close,"  I  said.  Skippy  was 
fascinated.  There  was  a  sizeable  collec- 
tion of  Percherons  and  Clydesdales, 
and  Skippy  paused  long  before  them. 

We  got  him  away,  finally,  only  by  re- 
minding him  that  he'd  wanted  to  ride 
the  ferris  wheel.  We  rode  the  ferris 
wheel,  and  a  caterpillar  that  humped 
slowly  around  a  circular  track,  with  a 
musty  canvas  cover  that  descended  to 
enclose  us  in  green,  breathless  gloom. 

Apparently  the  merry-go-round  was 
everyone's  favorite.  The  crush  around 
the  ticket  window  and  the  gate  that  led 
to  the  platform  was  like  nothing  except 
Christmas  season  in  a  toy  department. 

"Better  stay  out  of  it,"  said  Dick. 
"I'll  take  Skippy." 

I  NODDED  gratefully,  stayed  with 
Skippy  while  Dick  fought  his  way  to 
and  back  from  the  ticket  booth.  Then 
he  and  Skippy  disappeared  into  the 
crowd.  They  had  to  wait  for  rides;  after 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  or  so,  I  saw  them 
mounted,  Dick  grinning,  Skippy  look- 
ing almost  ecstatically  proud.  They 
waved,  and  I  set  myself  to  wait. 

There  were  two  more  rides.  Then  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  Dick's  head  above 
the  crowd  inching  its  way  toward  the 
wooden  gate.  I  moved  as  close  as  I 
could;  the  alleyway  finally  surrendered 
a  rather  harried  Dick. 

"Where's  Skippy?"  I  asked. 

Then,  before  the  realization  came, 
its  emotional  impact  hit.  I'd  asked  for 
Skippy  fully  expecting  that  he  would 
be  at  the  end  of  Dick's  long  arm.  I 
looked  down;  Dick  looked  down — and 
he  was  holding  the  hand  of  a  black- 
eyed   little  girl! 

It  might  have  had  a  funny  side  if  my 
knees  hadn't  been  turning  to  water 
under  me.  A  dark  woman  snatched  the 
little  girl,  glared  at  Dick. 

"Stay  right  there,"  said  Dick.  "I'll 
go  back — "  And  he  turned  back  into 
the  crowd.  I  stayed,  sick  with  fear,  try- 
ing to  see  e3ch  small  face. 

I  don't  know  what  magic  Dick  worked 
on  the  man  at  the  gate,  but  for  once 
the  merry-go-round  didn't  start  imme- 
diately it  was  reloaded.  It  stood  still 
while  the  music  piped  desultorily  on; 
I  had  glimpses  of  Dick  and  an  attendant 
searching  the  platform. 

It  seemed  years  before  Dick  joined 
me,  his  face  tight  and  strained.  "He's 
not  inside,"  he  said.  "That's  definite. 
And  unless  he's  around  outside.  ...  I 
think  the  best  thing  is  to  go  straight  to 
the  office  and—" 

And  report  a  little  boy  lost.  He  didn't 
say  it,  but  that  was  what  he  meant. 
"I'll  wait  here,"  I  said,  trying  to  sound 
calm  and  reasonable.  "He  may  be 
around;  he  may  be  trying  to  find  us — " 

"I— we'll  meet  you  here,  then.  Try 
not  to  worry,  Carolyn.  Youngsters  get 
lost  every  day  at  these  things,  and 
they're  always  found." 

Worry? — I  was  numb  with  terror.  I 
moved  a  few  steps  to  where  I'd  stood 
while  Dick  and  Skippy  had  waved  from 
the  circling  horses,  and  waited  there  on 
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At  last—  a  bobby  pin  that  realTy  holds  fully  144%  better  by  unbiased 
certified  test"  ...  a  totally  new  kind  of  bobby  pin!  You'll  see  the  difference 

at  once— these  bobby  pins  look  like  Lightning.  You'll  feel  the  difference  at  once, 
too.  They're  strong,  yet  flexible— gentle  as  a  lover's  embrace.  Note,  too,  the 

invisible  heads,  rounded-f/r -safety  ends,  super-smooth  finish.  They  stay  more 
securely,  feel  better,  keep  your  hair  looking  neater,  smarter  all  day  through. 
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How  Arthur  Murray  Girls 
guard  daintiness 

while 
dancing! 


Lovely  experts 
rely  on  this 
"safe-and-sure" 
deodorant! 


SCHOOLED  IN  GRACE   and 

graciousness  .  .  .  Arthur 
Murray's  charming  young 
instructresses  take  care 
to  keep  themselves 
completely  dainty 
through  strenuous 
hours  of  dancing. 

FOR  SAFE-AND-SURE  PROTECTION 

they  rely  on  Etiquet  above  all 
other  deodorants.  Etiquet  works 
effectively,  efficiently  to  keep  them 
free  from  underarm  odor,  check 
perspiration.  And  they  know  from 
experience— Etiquet  can  be  depended 
upon  through  hours  of  active  exercise. 

SO   FLUFFY!   SO   LIGHT!   Etiquet   gOeS   OH 

easily— is  soothing  to  the  skin.  And  Etiquet 
stays  moist  in  jar— is  harmless  to  delicate 
fabrics.  Now  you  can  guard  your  daintiness 
as  carefully  as  an  Arthur  Murray  girl- 
protect  your  personal  charm  with  Etiquet. 
Get  Etiquet  at  any  cosmetic  counter— in 
10^,  25«J,  39«i  and  59«5  sizes. 


The  safe-and-sure 
deodorant 


PRODUCT  OF    LEHN   &  F 


PRODUCTS    CORPORATION 


legs  that  would  hardly  support  me,  and 
tried  to  look  in  all  directions  at  once. 
I  flinched  as  the  merry-go-round 
started  again.  The  imagination  goes 
wild  at  such  times.  Suppose  Skippy 
had  somehow  got  under  the  platform, 
caught     in    the    devilish    machinery? 

The  crush  was  so  heavy,  he  might 
have  been  pushed  ...  A  few  moments 
before,  the  crowd  had  been  made  utd  of 
pushing,  good-natured  people.  Now — 
it  was  menacing. 

More  years  of  waiting.  The  merry- 
go-round  stopped  and  started  endlessly; 
the  crowd  got  on  and  got  off;  the  crowd 
thinned.  The  tootling  music  became  a 
mocking  horror;  I  would  never  want  to 
hear  it  again  as  long  as  I  live.  My  eye- 
balls ached  for  looking;  I  resisted  a 
frantic  impulse  to  stop  everyone  who 
passed,  to  say,  "My  son  is  lost.  Have 
you  seen  a  fair  little  boy — " 

The  sun  was  low;  a  cool  breeze  had 
sprung  up.  Then  suddenly  a  loud- 
speaker blared  over  my  head.  "Is  there 
a  doctor  on  the  grounds?  Will  he  please 
report  to  the  office — " 

I  started  to  run.  No  use  waiting  at 
the  merry-go-round  now.  Skippy 
wouldn't  be  trying  to  find  it,  to  find  us. 
He  was  somewhere  else — at  the  fair- 
grounds office — hurt — 

I  BUMPED  into  people;  I  wasn't  con- 
scious of  seeing  anyone  as  I  ran.  Dick 
— and  Skippy — came  toward  me  out 
of  a  dark  blur. 

"Carolyn — "  There  was  concern,  and 
warning,  in  Dick's  voice. 

I  made  myself  stop,  forced  myself 
not  to  gather  Skippy  into  my  arms.  I 
didn't  want  to  see  my  own  terror  re- 
flected in  his  face. 

"Skippy,  where  were  you?  I  was 
worried — " 

He  lifted  guileless  eyes.  "With  the 
horses.   I  saw  them  eating,  Mommie — " 

"The  draft  horses,"  Dick  explained. 
He  put  a  steadying  hand  on  my  arm. 

I  swallowed.  "Dick — they  were  call- 
ing for  a  doctor." 

"I  know.  They  got  one.  Fellow  got 
hurt  in  the  stock  barns.  Thank  God, 
I'd  just  found  Skippy.  I  knew  how 
you'd  feel."  We  spoke  low,  so  that 
Skippy  wouldn't  hear.  Calmer  now,  I 
could  bend  over,  touch  him. 

Skippy,  wrapped  in  Dick's  coat,  with 
the  automobile  robe  over  his  feet,  made 
what  conversation  there  was  on  the 
way  home.  Dick  and  I  tried  to  share  his 
interest  in  the  horses,  but  I  was  limp 
after  the  strain,  and  there  was  still  the 
shadow  of  tension  around  Dick's  mouth. 
I  knew  he  was  blaming  himself! 

At  home  we  put  Skippy  io  bed.  He 
gave  us  a  cherubic  smile  and  went  off 
to  sleep  before  he'd  finished  his  supper. 

"He'll  be  all  right,"  I  said,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  hours  I  could  really  smile. 

Dick  nodded.  "I  was  worried  about 
you  for  a  while." 

"I  went  to  pieces,"  I  admitted.  "I 
know  that  it  happens  all  the  time  in 
crowds — but  it  had  never  happened  to 
me.  It  was  the  shock,  suddenly  realiz- 
ing that  he  was  gone,  not  knowing 
where   he   was — " 

We  sat  silent  for  a  moment,  watching 
the  peacefully  sleeping  figure.  Then 
Dick  said,  "I  owe  you  an  apology,  for 
talking  about  women  anticipating 
trouble.  If  I'd  stopped  to  think,  I 
wouldn't  have  meant  it  when  I  said  it." 

"It's  all  right.  I — "  I  didn't  finish  the 
thought.  Skippy  stirred,  blinked.  Then 
he  reached  up  and  patted  my  cheek 
before  he  sighed  and  sank  more  deeply 
into  sleep.  It  was  a  gesture  out  of  baby 
days.  My  heart  filled  with  a  great  rush 
of  love  and  thankfulness.  Everything 
was  all  right. 


Luck  Is  Hard  Work 

(Continued  from  page  21) 

because  I  remember  wondering  how 
my  mother  and  dad  were  going  to  re- 
act the  first  time  they  saw  me  kiss  a 
boy  on  stage! 

Between  that  first  kiss  and  that  good 
part  I  mentioned  in  Seymour  Neben- 
zal's  "Heaven  Only  Knows"  there  have 
been  a  lot  of  years,  a  lot  of  disappoint- 
ments, a  lot  of  hard,  hard  work. 

Before  Barbara  goes  into  anything 
like  that,  I  want  her  to  have  all  the 
sound  preparation  she  can  get;  I  want 
her  to  have  the  same  safe,  lovely  life 
I  had  as  a  child.  Not  that  my  family 
was  rich,  or  that  I  was  sheltered  from 
the  world.  But  there  had  always  been 
affection,  family  ties,  experiences 
shared. 

It  was  in  a  small  mining  town  called 
Johannesburg,  on  the  edge  of  the  Cali- 
fornia Mojave  desert  that  I  spent  my 
childhood. 

DAD  was  station  master  and  every  day 
I  met  the  trains  with  him.  The 
mines  at  Johannesburg  and  Atolia  and 
the  Yellow  Aster  at  Ransburg,  nearby, 
were  going  full  blast  and  it  attracted 
people  from  all  over  the  counti-y. 
I  was  excited  by  all  these  colorful 
people  and,  unconsciously,  I  studied 
them  and  watched  them.  Afterwards 
I  would  imitate  them.  Dad  always 
encouraged  me,  because  his  own  hobby 
was  putting  on   amateur  theatricals. 

It  wasn't  difficult  to  break  into  stock 
companies.  For  many  years  I  was 
leading  lady  for  major  stock  compan- 
ies, among  them  the  Henry  Duffy 
Players. 

Then  came  the  depression — and 
stork  was  out.  Came  my  marriage  to 
Mel  Ruick  and  Barbara. 

Even  if  stock  companies  hadn't  gone 
out  of  business,  though,  I  had  resolved 
to  be  a  mother,  entirely,  for  the  first 
three  years  of  Barbara's  life.  That  kind 
of  security  I  felt  she  needed  because  I 
knew  how  formative  are  these  early 
years  of  a  child.  After  that,  I  felt, 
she  wouldn't  need  me  with  her;  she 
would  be  sure  of  my  love  for  her.  But 
until  she  was  three  years  old  I  had 
determined  to  forget  the  stage. 

The  time  passed.  Three  years  were 
soon  over.  Barbara  had  had  every- 
thing, so  far,  that  I  could  give  her, 
and  I  was  ready  to  go  back  to  work. 
I  was  and  am  an  actress;  an  actress 
has  to  act  to  be  happy.  But  at  that 
point,  I  suddenly  discovered  that  I  was 
a  frustrated  housewife  with  no  future 
in  sight.  A  person  doesn't  just  walk 
out  and  get  a  good  part  on  the  stage 
or  in  the  movies.  I  hadn't  thought  at 
all  of  radio.  I  got  very,  very  discour- 
aged indeed. 

And  all  of  a  sudden  a  friend,  Cy 
Kendall,  called  me  to  say  that  tryouts 
for  the  Hollywood  Hotel  program  were 
being  held  at  CBS  and  why  didn't  I 
rush  right  over?  But  I've  never  been 
in  jront  of  a  microphone  in  my  life,  I 
worried — even  as  I  was  putting  on  my 
hat  and  running  out  the  front  door.  I 
was  scared,  all  right,  but  it  was  a 
c'nance  to  act,  and  I  was  passing  up 
no  chance  at  that  stage  of  my  career! 

At  ten  o'clock  I  entered  the  studio. 
It  was  five  o'clock  before  my  turn 
came.     But   I   got  the   part! 

Though  I  signed  a  contract  with  the 
Hollywood  Hotel  program  for  three 
years,  new  parts  came  slowly.  Then 
I  heard  Charles  Vanda  of  CBS  was 
producing  White  Fires.  I  begged  for 
a  chance.     White  Fires  was  the  weekly 


BORDERLINE  ANEMIA' 

is  no  help  to  a  happy  marriage! 


Thousands  who  are  tired  and  pale  may  find  renewed  energy- 
restore  healthy  good  looks — with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 


DO  everyday  tasks  exhaust  your 
energy  and  leave  you  fatigued  and 
irritable?  Do  you  look  older  than  your 
years?  Is  your  color  poor?  These  signs 
often  come  from  a  blood  condition. 
You  may  have  a  Borderline  Anemia, 
resulting  from  a  ferro-nutritional  defi- 
ciency of  the  blood. 

The  red  cells  in  your  blood  may  be 
below-par  in  color  and  size— they  may 
be  too  weak  to  transmit  full  energy  to 
your  body.  Results  of  medical  surveys 
show  that  up  to  68%  of  the  women 
examined— many  men  and  children- 
have  this  Borderline  Anemia. 

How  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 
Build  Up  Your  Blood  and  Vigor 

And  if  this  common  blood  condition  is 
robbing  you  of  your  usual  color  and 
energy,  take  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets. 
They  are  formulated  to  help  build  up 
faded  red  blood  cells.  Of  course,  con- 
tinuing tiredness  and  pallor  may  be 
due    to    other    conditions  — so    consult 


your  doctor  regularly.  But  in  this  Bor- 
derline Anemia,  take  Ironized  Yeast 
Tablets  to  help  build  up  your  blood. 
Take  them  to  start  your  energy  shift- 
ing back  into  "high"— to  help  restore 
your  natural  color!  Take  them  so  you 
can  enjoy  life  again! 

*ResuItin^  Irom  terro-nutritional  blood  deficiency 


BORDERLINE   ANEMIA 

why  it  can  make  you 
TIRED  •  PALE  •  LISTLESS 


Enerey-BuildingBlood.  This 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 
blood  rich  in  energy  ele- 
ments. Here  are  big, 
plentiful  red  cells  that 
release  energy  to  every 
muscle, 'limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Many 

have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells  are 
puny,  faded.  Blood  like 
this  can't  release  the 
energy  you  need  to  feel 
and  look  your  best. 


Ironized  Yeast 


TABLETS 
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WliatyO(/i  must  tell  your  daughter 


Be  Sure  She  Knows  The  Real  Truth  About 
These  INTIMATE  PHYSICAL  FACTS! 


Your  daughter — and  every  girl  enter- 
ing marriage  should  be  carefully 
instructed  on  how  important  douch- 
•  ing  often  is  to  intimate  feminine 
cleanliness,  health,  charm  and  mar- 
riage happiness — how  important  it  is 
to  combat  one  of  woman's  most 
serious  deodorant  problems. 

Often  your  daughter  may  know 
only  'half-the-truth'  or  old-fashioned 
advice  whispered  by  her  girl  friends. 

So  what  a  comfort  for  you,  mother, 
to  be  able  to  tell  your  daughter  about 
this  newer,  really  scientific  method  of 
douching  with  zonite — to  assure  her 

NO  OTHER  TYPE  LIQUID  ANTISEPTIC- 
GERMICIDE  FOR  THE  DOUCHE  OF  ALL 
THOSE  TESTED  IS  SO  POWERFUL  YET 
SO  SAFE  TO  TISSUES. 

Truly  A  Modern  Miracle — 

Wise  women  no  longer  use  weak, 
homemade  or  dangerous  products  for 
the  douche.  They  know  these  DO  NOT 


Zonite 

FOR    NEWER 

feminine  nuaiene 


and  CAN  NOT  give  the  great  germicidal 
and  deodorizing  action  of  zonite. 

The  ZONITE  principle  is  truly  a 
miracle!  The  first  antiseptic-germicide 
principle  in  the  world  that  was  so 
powerful  yet  positively  non-poisonous, 
non-irritating,  non-burning.  Women 
can  use  zonite  as  directed  as  often  as 
necessary  without  risk  of  injury. 

Zonite  Principle  Developed  By 
Famous  Surgeon  and  Chemist 

zonite  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing  waste  substances.  Helps 
guard  against  infection.  It's  so  power- 
fully effective  it  immediately  kills  every 
germ  it  touches.  You  know  it's  not 
always  possible  to  contact  all  the 
germs  in  the  tract,  but  you  can  be 
SURE  that  zonite  kills  every  reachable 
germ  and  keeps  them  from  multi- 
plying. 

Buy  zonite  today.  Complete  direc- 
tions come  with  every  bottle. 

FREE!    NEWl 

'  For     amazing     enlightening     new 

Booklet  containing  frank  discussion 

of   intimate   physical   facts,   recently 

published    —    mail    this    coupon    to 

Zonite     Products,     Dept.  RM-87,  370 

Lexington  Ave.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 


■  State- 


dramatic  presentation  of  lives  of 
famous  people — just  the  kind  of  roles 
I  wanted. 

The  next  week  I  was  on  the  show, 
and  I  stayed  with  White  Fires  for  two 
years.     I  grew  with  that  show. 

I  learned  something  very  strange 
about  myself,  then.  In  a  theater  or  in 
a  movie  you  have  costumes,  and  make- 
up men  to  change  your  appearance. 
But  there  is  nothing  of  that  in  radio. 
You  wear  the  same  dress  you  wore 
when  you  were  out  shopping  an  hour 
before  and  your  make-up  is  just  what 
you  would  ordinarily  have  on  the 
street. 

But  I  swear  that  with  me  there  is  an 
actual  physical  as  well  as  emotional 
change  that  goes  on  when  I  pick  up 
the  script  and  start  reading  my  lines. 

The  time  I  spent  on  White  Fires 
really  paid  off  and  nowadays  I  have  so 
much  work  it's  like  hopping  on  and 
off  a  merry-go-round  every  week, 
grabbing  for  the  brass  ring  at  every 
show. 

Want  to  take  a  ride  with  me  for  one 
week?    Here's  how  it  goes — 

MONDAY:  .  Breakfast  with  Barbara. 
To  the  movie  set  of  "Heaven  Only 
Knows"  (I  play  Mrs.  O'Donnell,  the 
scrublady) .  Rehearsal  of  the  Dark 
Venture  radio  show  at  five;  broadcast 
at  9:00   (murderess). 

Tuesday:  Movie  set  in  the  morning. 
Rehearsal  for  Academy  Award  show 
(fourteen-year-old  girl) .  Home  to 
spend  an  hour  with  Barbara. 

Wednesday:  Ten  o'clock  broadcast 
of  serial  Masquerade.  On  to  movie 
set.  Back  to  studio  for  Academy  Award 
broadcast.  Home,  to  check  household 
accounts  and  plan  week's  menus  with 
Miss  Johnson. 

Thursday:  This  was  the  day  I  almost 
fell  off  that  merry-go-round.  Morning, 
on  "Heaven  Only  Knows"  set  in  cos- 
tume and  make-up.  Since  we  were  go- 
ing to  be  shooting  off  and  on  all  day,  I 
had  the  bright  idea  of  keeping  my 
scrublady  costume  on  even  when  I 
went  to  broadcasts. 

But  it  didn't  work  out  that  way.  At 
2:45  when  I  put  in  an  appearance  for 
the  Dick  Haymes  rehearsal,  the  direc- 
tor took  one  horrified  look  at  me  and 
loudly  said  No!  Nothing  to  do  but  send 
a  studio  page  for  my  own  clothes  on 
the  set;  showed  up  just  in  time  for  me 
to  change  and  dash  over  to  the  first 
show  of  Burns  and  Allen  at  NBC;  back 
to  movie  set  at  6:30  (and  into  scrublady 
costume);  back  to  Burns  and  Allen 
again  for  second  show;  to  Dick  Haymes 
broadcast  on  CBS;  back  to  movie  set 
again  and  into  scrublady  costume  for 
night  shooting  that  lasted  until  12:30 
in  the  morning! 

Friday:  Up  in  the  morning  for  Mas- 
querade. Rehearsal  then  of  Star  Tune 
show    (tough  chorus  girl). 

For  the  future  I  want  what  every 
radio  actress  wants — a  show  of  my 
own.  Top  billing,  instead  of  building 
characters  to  prop  up  someone  else. 
And  a  chance  to  use  originality. 

But  until  that  time,  I'll  go  on  being 
"the  Rock."  It's  not  so  bad  really.  And 
it  has  its  rewards.  There's  a  true  story 
about  an  evening  at  the  Robert 
Youngs'  house  where  a  friend  was  tell- 
ing Mrs.  Young  that  her  husband  was 
getting  to  be  very  popular  in  radio,  in 
addition  to   his  movie   career. 

"Why,"  the  friend  said,  "every  time 
I  turn  on  the  radio  lately,  I  hear  Bob  on 
some  program." 

"Yes,"  Mrs.  Young  replied,  "Bob  is 
getting  to  be  the  male  Lurene  Tuttle 
of  radio." 


Hobby  House 

(Continued  from  page  56) 

Al  has  made  a  shallow  tray,  covered 
with  blue  felt,  to  match  the  wedding 
announcement  tray,  which  makes  a 
perfect  background  for  the  silver  and 
copper  coins.  They  are  arranged  ac- 
cording to  countries  and  denominations, 
but  may  be  changed  from  time  to  time, 
as  the  collection  grows  and  as  Patsy 
replaces  some  of  the  present  duplicates 
with  new  acquisitions.  That,  by  the 
way,  she  points  out,  is  the  beauty  of  the 
collection,  for  each  addition  is  an  in- 
spiration to  learn  more  about  the 
country  and  the  period  from  which  it 
comes.  The  finished  table  will  have 
plate  glass  fitted  into,  and  flush  with 
the  frame,  which  is  to  be  waxed,  and 
eventually  the  table's  present  tall  legs 
will  be  cut  down  to  coffee  table  height. 

"We  plan,"  Patsy  says,  "that  eventu- 
ally everything  in  our  home,  except  of 
course  the  large  utility  furnishings,  will 
be  something  that  we  have  made  or 
collected  or  devised  ourselves."  They 
are  well  on  their  way  to  that  goal  al- 
ready, what  with  Al's  built-ins  for 
telephone  and  radio,  his  tool  cabinet 
with  sliding  cover  which  fits  into  a 
wall  panel,  and  the  photographs  of 
foreign  scenes  which  he  took  while  in 
the  Army  and  which,  enlarged  and 
framed,  adorn  the  walls. 

At  the  moment,  Patsy  is  looking  for- 
ward to  acquiring  a  sewing  machine 
and  when  that  time  comes,  the  next 
hobby-phase  will  be  new  slip  covers 
and  draperies  for  the  apartment — or,  it 
may  be,  for  a  new  apartment,  if  they 
succeed  in  getting  one.  When  they  do, 
moving  won't  be  nearly  the  chore  for 
Patsy  and  Al  that  it  is  for  most  of  us, 
thanks  to  another  hobby,  and  a  very 
practical  one.  That  is  the  miniature 
collection  which  they  are  making  of 
their  own  furniture.  The  scale  is  one 
inch  to  the  foot,  each  item  of  furniture 
is  made  of  plywood  and  stained  to 
match  its  original  and  by  arranging  and 
rearranging  these  miniatures  they  will 
be  able  to  know  before  moving  into  a 
new  apartment,  or  redoing  their  present 
one,  just  how  it  will  look. 
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FOUR-PAGE   PICTURE   ALBUM   ON 

PEPPER  Your  S  FAMILY 

In  the 

SEPTEMBER  RADIO  MIRROR'S 

Living  Portraits 

You'll   want  to  see  them   all, 
and  frame  the  brilliant  color  portraits 

The  SEPTEMBER  RADIO  MIRROR 
is  on  sale  August  8th 
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"witlx  this  talcum  po^^^der, 
so  fragrant  and  cooling 


KEEP  FRESHER!  First,  bathe. 
Then  shake  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc 
all  over  your  body.  How  fresh  it 
leaves  you.  And  cool.  Divinely  cool. 

FEEL  SMOOTHER!  Pamper  the 
sensitive  spots  with  extra  Cashmere 


Pamper  your  person 

with  Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder. 

Smartly  packaged 

with  a  big 

'elour  puff. 


Bouquet  Talc.  Its  silken  sheath  of  pro- 
tection insures  you  against  chafing. 

STAY  DAIXTIER!  It's  an  inex- 
pensive luxury  to  use  Cashmere 
BouquetTalcIavishlyando/ten.  Gives 
your  person  the  fragrance  men  love. 


Cashmere 

Bouquet 

Talc 

m^ith  the  fragrance  men  love 
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baby  Greaseless 

Suntan  Lotion  helps  the  sun 
make  you  loveHer. 

Gaby  gives  you  a  rich,  even  tan- 
without  painful  sunburn ! 

This  dainty,  greaseless  lotion  actually  ; 
filters  out  the  sun's  harmful  rays 

while  it  promotes  a  glamorous  Gabytan ! 
No  messy  oil  .  .  .  no  stickiness  ...  no 

skin-drying  alcohol.  Trust  your  tan  to  Gaby ! 

25i:  50c  $1.00  plus  tax 


Grow  Your  Own 

(Continued  from  page  57) 

securely  around  the  first  two  blossoms. 
Add  two  more  blossoms,  looping  the 
wire  around  twice.  Continue  to  add 
two  flowers  at  a  tiine,  winding  the 
wire  around  twice  after  each  addition. 
As  the  blossoms  are  added,  the  stems 
should  be  curved  slightly  to  form  the 
required  semi-circular  design.  When 
the  desired  length  is  reached,  snip 
the  wire  and  fasten  it  firmly  with 
several  loops.  The  hat '  is  then  ready 
to  wear,  needing  only  to  be  held  in 
place  with   bobby  pins. 

Gladiola  Hat.  Two  or  three  stalks  of 
gladiolas  are  needed  and  the  full  blos- 
soms are  less  expensive  and  prettier  for 
hats.  First  strip  away  the  greenery  to 
eliminate  excess  weight.  Cut  ofE  a  piece 
of  wire  about  twice  the  length  that 
the  completed  hat  will  be.  Run  the 
wire  through  the  base  of  the  first  blos- 
som, then  loop  it  around  several  times 
for  firmness.  Run  wire  through  base  of 
second  bloom  and  loop  it  to  hold  first 
and  second  blooms  together.  Repeat 
until  you  have  added  sufficient  blossoms 
for  a  side-swept  half  hat.  If  the  wire 
you  cut  off  is  not  long  enough,  add  an 
extra  length  by  splicing  the  two  ends 
together.  Before  pinning  into  position, 
check  both  back  and  front  views  to 
see  that  wired  portions  do  not  show;  if 
they  do,  wire  an  additional  covering 
blossom  into  position. 

For  an  upswept  coiffure,  Veola  some- 
times wears  a  toque  of  wide  blooms, 
such  as  hibiscus.  She  does  not  wire 
these  together,  but  merely  arranges  the 
individual  blossoms  in  the  desired  hat 
shape  and  secures  them  to  her  hair  with 
bobby  pins. 

Bracelets  and  necklaces  of  Shasta 
daisies  or  bachelor  buttons  are  made 
in  the  same  way  as  the  hats,  a  series  of 
blossoms  wired  together  to.  form  the 
desired  length.  For  the  necklace,  Veola 
combines  ribbon  with  flowers,  tying  a, 
length  of  ribbon  to  each  end  of  the  wire 
portion,  and  making  a  ribbon  bow  at 
the  nape  of  the  neck. 


y'L  e  te  aikii^ia  uau,  .  .  . 

to  tell  us  who  your  favorites  are. 
In  the  SEPTEMBER  issue  of 

RADIO  MIRROR 

You'll  find  the  details  of  the  first 

Radio  Mirror  Reader  Ballot... 

where  you'll  be  able  to  cast 

your  vote  for  a  long  list  of  your 
CHOICES-FOR-LISTENING, 
both  performers  and  programs. 

^¥ATCH  FOR  THE 
SEPTE.MllEn  ISSUE 
On  Sale  August  8th 


Quick  As  a  Flash 

(Continued  -from  page  25) 


clues — the  problem  was  whether  the 
murdered  man  was  killed  by  an  auto- 
mobile, or  had  he  been  dead  before  the 
car  wreck?  I  guessed  that  he  had  been 
killed  previously  because  of  the  marks 
on  the  body — and  was  right  again! 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  I  won 
$213.00  that  night.  After  the  show,  Mr. 
Lewis — who  not  only  produces  the 
show,  but  invented  it  himself  three 
years  ago — told  me  that  I  was  one  of 
the  highest  winners  ever  on  the  show. 
Anyhow,  I  put  the  money  in  the  bank 
.  .  .  and  later  on,  it  became  a  down 
payment  on  a  wedding  ring  for  the  girl 
who'd  urged  me  to  write  for  tickets  to 
the  show! 

But  maybe  I'd  better  tell  about  her 
right  now.  As  I  said  earlier,  she  and 
I  met  because  we  were  both  Chief 
Pharmacist's  Mates  working  for  Ad- 
miral E.  U.  Reed  and  Commander  Will 
Grimes  at  the  Third  Naval  District 
Headquarters  in  New  York  City. 
Dodee's  real  name  explains  why  I  call 
her  Dodee — her  real  name  is  Darinka 
Stankovich,  which  is  originally  Ser- 
bian. She's  exactly  my  age,  which  is 
29,  and  as  I  say  we  sat  for  many  months 
at  adjoining  desks  working  on  Navy 
Personnel  Accounting,  each  with  his 
own  assistant.  I  kept  looking  at  her, 
but  I  didn't  get  around  to  asking  her 
out  for  several  months.  She's  worth 
looking  at — she's  a  short  brunette,  with 
dark  brown  eyes  and  black  hair. 

1  LEARNED  that  she  was  one  of  four 
children,  that  her  father  was  a  Yugo- 
slavian who  had  come  to  this  country 
to  work  in  the  mines.  That's  why 
Dodee  was  born  in  Alaska — her  father 
was  gold-mining  there.  But  for  several 
years  the  Stankovich  family  has  lived 
in  Miami,  Arizona,  which  is  near 
Phoenix. 

She  learned  lots  about  me,  too,  of 
course — about  my  mother  and  my 
father,  and  how  all  the  time  she  was 
living  in  mining  towns,  I  was  living 
in  the  Bronx.  I  have  a  younger 
brother,  Raymond;  and  I  went  to  the 
Catholic  school  St.  Nicholas  of  To- 
lentine  first,  then  P.S.  86,  then  De  Witt 
Clinton  High  School  (all  of  them  in 
the  Bronx) — and  then  finally  to  Mich- 
igan State  College,  where  I  spent  three 
years  studying  Physical  Education. 

But  then  I  decided  to  be  a  doctor, 
come  what  may.  And  now,  after  six 
years  in  the  Navy  altogether,  I  still 
want  to  be  a  doctor — although  it  means 
another  year  of  college  and  then  four 
of  medical  school. 

Back  to  my  romance,  though.  All  of 
this  I  told  Dodee,  my  plans  being  to  go 
back  to  college  the  minute  I  was  dis- 
charged from  the  Navy.  "That'll  mean 
five  more  years  of  study — a  long  pull," 
said  L  She  just  smiled.  I  might  add 
that  I  was  talking  and  she  smiling  for 
almost   two   years,    before   I   proposed. 

We  were  on  one  of  those  noisy  trains 
coming  back  from  a  Sunday  on  Long 
Island,  where  we'd  been  visiting  some 
friends  of  hers.  We  were  both  sun- 
burned and  tired.  But  as  the  train 
lurched  along  I  said,  "Will  you  marry 
me?"  She  said — shall  I  say  quick  as  a 
flash?— "Yes."  Then  we  both  began 
hunting  like  mad  for  an  apartment. 

We  were  still  engaged,  and  the  mar- 
riage was  two  months  away,  when  I 
got  a  letter  from  Dick  Lewis,  producer 
of  Quick  As  a  Flash.  He  wrote  that  for 
the  first  time,  the  program  was  going 
to  use  contestants  twice — they   wanted 
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Want  to  give  yourself  thrilling  new 
hair  beauty  . .  .  while  you  do  your 
housework?  An  Eileen  Home  Cold 
Wave  will  give  you  a  permanent  more 
beautifully,  more  economically,  more 
quickly!  A-B-C  instructions  make  it 
as  easy  as  putting  your  hair  in  curl- 
ers. Eileen '  s  $  1 5  cold  wave  formula, 
judged  highest  standard  in  lab  tests, 
conditions  all  types  of  hair  ...  is 
especially  good  for  children.  Don't 
wait!  Send  your  order  today! 

developed  by  professional 
hairdresser  with  15  years'  /.^^t 

know-how    in    perwanenf- 
ing    every    kind    of    hairl 


^2 


Inc.  Fed.  Tax 

and  mailing 

charge 


'^ 


Coronet  Beauty  Products,  Inc.,  Htfd.  1,  Conn. 


Please  send  me Eileen  Home  Wave 

Kits    at    $2    per    kit    (includes    tax    and 
mailing   costs). 

I   am  enclosing  $ 

Nome 

Address _. —    5 

City... State 


the  six  highest  winners  of  the  past  two 
years  to  compete  against  each  other. 
I  was  one  of  those  winners. 

We  were  an  oddly-assorted  group  of 
contestants,  looking. back  on  it.  There 
was  an  old  lady  from  Long  Island,  a 
male  nurse  from  upper  New  York 
state,  a  middle-aged  man  from  Pennsyl- 
vania,  and   two   housewives.    And  me. 

The  first  quiz  I  missed — the  man 
from  Pennsylvania  won  it.  "Identify 
this  dramatic  skit,"  said  Ken  Roberts, 
the  master  of  ceremonies.  Then  we 
heard  sounds  like  the  atom  bomb,  and 
like  jet  planes — five  of  them.  Then  Ken 
spoke  of  "D  Day"  and  said,  "De  foe 
will  be  waiting  for  us"  .  .  .  well, 
naturally  I  thought  it  was  war  planes 
at  D  Day.  Not  so!  It  was  the  five 
storks  bringing  the  Dionne  quintuplets 
into  the  world!  And  I  hope  you  noticed 
that  "De  foe"  pun! 

I  was  sorry  I  missed  it,  but  got  ready 
for  the  next.  This  question  was,  "Who 
composed  these  pieces  of  music?" 
And  the  band  played  a  series  of  pieces. 
We  all  missed  that  together — the  answer 
was  Victor  Herbert.  Meanwhile,  that 
meant  that  the  victory  money  was 
added  to  the  next  quiz. 

And  that  one  I  got!  It  was  the  mys- 
tery quiz,  conducted  by  "guest-detec- 
tives Mr.  and  Mrs.  North.  They  told  a 
story  about  a  murder — and  I  guessed 
correctly  that  the  guilty  party  couldn't 
have  seen  a  person  he  claimed  he  saw, 
because  the  window  through  which 
he'd  have  to  look  was  frosted!  Oh,  yes 
— I  also  "hit"  another  quiz,  a  musical 
one.  The  question  was,  "Where  would 
these  songs  suggest  you'd  be?"  Then 
the  band  played  "Apple  for  the 
Teacher,"  and  the  "Alphabet  Song" 
...  so  I  spoke  up  and  said,  "In  school." 

It  turned  out  that  I  was  top  winner 
of  the  winners.  I  walked  off  the  stage 
with  $193.00  that  night.  I  wanted  to 
celebrate  both  that  triumph  and  the 
visit  with  my  brother  Ray,  so  I  took 
$50.00  of  the  money  and  treated  Ray 
and  Dodee  to  an  evening  at  the  Hotel 
Taft.  But  with  my  instinct  toward 
saving  for  the  future,  I  put  all  the  rest 
in  the  bank — except  for  buying  Dodee 
a  wedding  present  of  a  pearl  necklace. 

It  was  exactly  two  months  later  that 
we  were  married,  E)odee  and  I.  It  was 
on  November  3,  1946,  and  I  want  to  tell 
you  about  the  wedding  both  because 
I'd  bought  the  ring  partly  with  my 
Quick  as  a  Flash  winnings,  and  be- 
cause it  was  an  Orthodox  Serbian  wed- 
ding, and  I  think  the  warmest-hearted 
wedding  I've  ever  heard  of.  People 
laugh  at  my  description  of  Dodee's 
wedding   dress,   but  I   can   only  tell  it 


my  way,  and  I  thought  it  lovely.  It 
was  blue  like  the  sky,  with  a  blue  veil, 
and  the  dress  sparkled  like  spun  glass. 

We  were  married  in  the  Saint  Sava 
Church  in  New  York,  which  is  Serbian 
Orthodox  and  is  on  25th  Street.  In  a 
Serbian  ceremony  the  bride  comes  in 
on  the  arm  of  a  male  member  of  the 
family  she  has  chosen  to  represent  her 
— so  I  saw  Dodee  come  in,  all  in  blue, 
on  the  arm  of  a  friend  of  both  of  ours. 
Behind  him  came  the  "kuma"  or  brides- 
maid. Dodee  and  I  met  at  the  altar, 
and  were  each  given  candles  to  carry. 
While  the  priest  performed  the  ritual 
ceremony,  crowns  were  put  on  both 
our  heads;  then  our  hands  were  tied 
together,  and  we  walked  together  three 
times  in  a  circle  around  a  small  altar. 
Finally  our  hands  were  untied,  our 
crowns  removed,  and  the  priest  told  us 
of  the  seriousness  and  beauty  of  mar- 
riage, and  pronounced  us  man  and  wife. 

It  was  a  beautiful  ceremony,  and 
indescribably  impressive.  As  a  result, 
I  have  gone  with  Dodee  to  attend 
Serbian  services  every  Sunday  since 
we've  been  married — I  like  every  Serb 
I've  met,  because  they  really  live  their 
lives  by  the  Ten  Commandments.  In 
New  York  they're  truly  banded  to- 
gether; and  the  congregation  is  tre- 
mendous. But — back  to  the  wedding — 
we  had  a  reception  after  the  ceremony, 
and  then  Dodee  and  I  left  for  a  honey- 
moon in  the  Laurentian  Mountains. 

We  had  a  second  honeymoon  in 
Arizona,  so  I  could  meet  her  family, 
who  hadn't  been  able  to  get  East  for 
the  wedding.  I  liked  them  all  im- 
mensely. Also,  I  liked  the  other  people 
I  met  out  there.  So  my  mind  is  almost 
made  up,  now;  after  I  become  a  full- 
fledged  doctor,  I  think  we'll  go  out 
there  to  live. 

I  didn't  get  out  of  the  Navy  officially 
until  last  January.  In  early  February 
I  started  back  to  college  at  Long  Island 
University.  Meanwhile,  Dodee  and  I 
began  housekeeping  in  the  two-and-a- 
half  room  Brooklyn  apartment  she 
found,  where  we  may  very  well  be  until 
I'm  out  of  medical  school.  Our  life  is 
pretty  wonderful  there,  even  though  the 
only  thing  we  own  around  the  place 
is  the  china.  But  we  both  love  our 
"work"  evenings  together  as  much  as 
our  "play"  evenings  out.  I  study  hard 
at  a  desk,  and  near  me  Dodee  presses 
her  Wave  uniform,  knits  on  my  "two 
year"  sweater.  (That's  how  long  it'll 
take  her  to  finish  it!) 

She's  going  to  work,  either  in  the 
Waves  or  in  a  civilian  capacity,  until 
I  graduate  with  that  all-important  M.D. 
Then — we'll  be  on  our  way! 


EVERY  SUNDAY  AFTERNOON 

"TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES" 

Tune  in  the   most  exciting   listening  time   in   radio   as  the 
authentic  crime  detection  cases  of  True  Detective  Magazine  . 
come  to  life.  All  the  action,  all  the  inside  facts,  all  the  thrills 
of  watching  law  enforcement  at  work. 

For  dramatic,  action-filled  entertainment — listen  this  Sun- 
day and  every  Sunday.  Get  the  details  about  a  special 
$500  Reward! 

TRUE   DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES 

ON  ALL  MUTUAL  NETWORK  STATIONS 


Soups  for  Summer 

(Continued  from  page  55) 

golden.  Add  potatoes,  bouillon  cubes, 
water  and  salt.  Cover  and  cook  for 
20  minutes.  Rub  mixture  through  a 
sieve,  stir  in  milk  and  cream,  then 
chill.  Serve  very  cold,  garnished  with 
minced   chives.     Six   servings. 

Cream  of  Spinach  Soup 

2  tablespoons  butter  or  margarine 

2  tablespoons  flour 

3  cups  milk 

2  teaspoons  salt 
Dash  of  pepper 

1  cup  cooked  spinach,    chopped    (1  pound 
fresh  spinach) 

\^  cup  sour  cream 

Melt  butter  or  margarine,  blend  in 
flour  until  smooth.  Stir  in  milk  gradu- 
ally and  cook,  stirring  all  the  while, 
until  the  mixture  boils  and  thickens. 
Remove  from  heat.  Stir  in  remaining 
ingredients.  Serve  either  very  cold  or 
very  hot.     Six  servings. 

Spiced  Peach  Soup 

Vt  cup  sugar 

4  teapoons  cornstarch 

2  cups  water 

2  cups  sliced  fresh  peaches 
Vi  teaspoon  salt 

4  whole  cloves 

Dash  cinnamon 
1/^  teaspoon  almond  extract 

2  teaspoons  vinegar 

Combine  sugar  and  cornstarch,  and 
stir  in  water.  Cook,  stirring  constantly, 
until  mixture  boils  and  thickens.  Add 
peaches,  salt,  cloves  and  cinnamon. 
Simmer  gently  for  5  minutes.  Remove 
from  heat.  Stir  in  vinegar  and  almond 
extract.    Serve  very  cold.    Six  servings. 

Red   Bean    Soup 

1  1-pound  can  red  kidney  beans 
1%  cups  water 

1  medium  onion,  minced 

1  bayleaf 
Vi  teaspoon  celery  seeds 

1  can  beef   bouillon   or   2  teaspoons   meat 

extract 
%  teaspoon  salt 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 

1  hard-cooked  egg 
V4  teaspoon  powdered  cloves 

1  teapoon  prepared   mustard 

Combine  beans,  water,  onion,  bay- 
leaf,  celery  seeds  and  salt  and  cook, 
covered,  for  20  minutes.  Force  mix- 
ture through  a  sieve,  using  a  wooden 
spoon.  To  bean  puree  add  mustard  and 
beef  bouillon.  Heat  to  boiling.  Just 
before  serving,  stir  in  lemon  juice. 
Garnish  with  slices  of  hard-cooked 
egg.    Six  servings. 

Quick  Split  Pea  Soup 

1  ham  bone  with  some  meat 

3  tablespoons  ham  drippings 

4  cups  water 
1  bayleaf 

1  package  split  pea  soup  ingredients 
Salt  and  pepper 

Simmer  together  ham  bone,  drip- 
pings, water  and  bayleaf  for  30  min- 
utes. Remove  bone  and  allow  to  cool. 
Remove  meat  from  bone  and  cut  in 
small  pieces.  Heat  stock  to  boiling. 
Add  pea  soup  ingredients  slowly,  stir- 
ring constantly.  Bring  to  boil  and 
cook  rapidly  for  5  minutes,  stirring 
frequently.  Add  salt  and  pepper  to 
taste.  Add  ham  pieces.  Serve  with  a 
garnish  of  popcorn,  if  desired.  Four  to 
SIX  servings. 


First  impressions  last  the  day!  Serve 
breakfast  on  a  cheery  note  in  a  crisp 
border  pattern  apron  by  Starcross,  Inc. 
Pre-war  80  square  percales  in  a  bib  ap- 
ron with  fitted  tucks,  self  material  ties, 
generous  size  pocket.  Available  in  bright 
fruit  and  floral  prints  at  your  favorite 
apron  store — lot  #8140,  approximately 
89c     Send  joT  your  free  catalog. 


The  modern  way  to 
ask  for  silverplate 

The  two  blocks  of 
sterling  inlaid  at  back 
of  bowls  and  handles 
of  most  used  spoons 
and  forks.  They  make 
this  silverplate  stay 
lovelier  longer.  Fifty- 
two  piece  set  $68.50 
with  chest.  (No  Fed- 
eral Tax.) 


HOLMES&EDWARDS 

STERLING  INLAID 

SILVERPLATE 


Canrlckt  1947,  Tli  latirgatliDil  Sllnr  Ci.,  HclBies  (  Edwtrdt  thrtiloii, 
MnMii.  Cm.  Stid  la  Caiili  bi :  Hi  T.  EiUl  Ci.,  lU..o|it  II.  S.  fiLDn. 
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GIRLS!  Want 
quick  curls  ? 


"VVTHAT  girl  doesn't  want  quick  curls 
\^  these  days!  Especially  when  that 
favorite  fella  gives  you  a  call  at  the  last 
minute.  With  New  Wildroot  Hair  Set  you 
can  set  that  favorite  hair- 
do in  less  time.  It's  abso- 
lutely tops  for  quick  good 
grooming  that's  so  im- 
portant these  days.  New 
Wildroot  Hair  Set  con- 
tains processed  Lanolin. 
Leaves  any  texture  of  hair 
soft.natural-looking,  and 
at  its  lovely  best.  Re- 
places old-fashioned 
thick  gummy  wave  sets. 
Light  bodied.  Faster  dry- 
ing. Lets  you  style  your 
favorite  hair-do  at  home 
quickly,  without  fuss  or 
disappointment. 


Come  and  Visit  Phil  Baker 

{Continued  from  page  49) 
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NEW  WILDROOT  HAIR  SET 
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A  singer,  and  good,  is  Madame  Van  Wee, 
She  trills  ond  she  hits  a  very  high  "C," 
But  she  said  on  the  air  without  any  glee, 
"I  can't  hito  note  when  a  headache  hits  me." 

•  •  * 
Poor  lady,  somebody  should  tell  her 
about  "BC."  Soothing  "BC"  that 
comforts  headaches,  neuralgic  pains 
and  minor  muscular  aches.  On  sale 
everywhere.  lOf^  and  25^  a  package. 
Caution:  use  only  as  directed.  Ask 
for  a  package  today! 


'^S^^ACHtS 


"Irmgard,"  Phil  adds,  with  a  smile, 
"doesn't  even  know  who  the  Joneses 
are." 

The  story  of  their  romance  is  proof 
enough  of  his  contention.  They  met 
at  a  Russian  Christmas  party  at  Olga 
Baclanova's  in  New  York.  Irmgard 
came  alone.  Her  ballroom  dancing 
partner,  with  whom  she  had  just 
finished  a  five  months  engagement  at 
the  Rainbow  Room,  had  left  the  day 
before  for  the  Army.  She  was,  as  she 
recalls  it,  "between  jobs  and  between 
beaux." 

Phil,  too,  was  alone,  and  with  Irm- 
gard's  fiaming  red  hair  as  a  magnet 
soon  found  his  way  to  a  place  on  a  sofa 
beside  her.  Irmgard  had,  she  con- 
fesses, never  heard  of  Phil  Baker,  but 
she  presumed  he  was  Somebody.  "All 
of  Olga's  friends  are." 

When  she  could  break  away  she 
hurried  out  to  the  kitchen  where  her 
hostess  was  supervising  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  traditional  pirojik  and 
kasha  to  ask  Baclanova  about  the 
friendly  fellow  with  the  wonderful 
blue  eyes. 

"Is  he,"  she  wondered,  right  on  half 
of  his  name  at  least,  "the  fellow  who 
married  Alice  Faye?" 

No,  Baclanova  assured  her.  That 
was  Phil  Harris.  Phil  Baker  had 
toured  with  Olga  in  "Idiot's  Delight," 
didn't  Irmgard  remember? 

IRMGARD  didn't.  She  had  never  seen 
Phil  on  the  stage.  She  adds,  blushing, 
that  the  only  radio  she  had  ever  tuned 
in  up  to  that  point  was  Station  WQXR 
for  the  symphonies  and  a  couple  of 
news  commentators. 

She  found  herself  glad  that  this  nice 
actor  wasn't  Alice  Faye's  Phil. 

She  asked  one  more  question. 

"Is  he  married  to  anyhodyl" 

Baclanova  thought  he  had  been,  but 
that  it  hadn't  worked  out. 

Feeliifig  strangely  relieved,  Irmgard 
went  back  to  the  living  room  to  look 
for  Phil. 

He  took  her  home  from  Baclanova's 
party  that  night,  convinced  that  this 
Danish-born  beauty  with  the  fiaming 
hair  was  the  most  enchantingly  un- 
spoiled girl  he  had  ever  met  in  New 
York.  And  Irmgard  recalls  that  she 
felt  warm  inside  realizing  that  he 
liked  her  too,  for  she — without  any 
inkling  who  Phil  Baker  was  or  what 
he  did  for  a  living — was  attracted  to 
him  as  she  hadn't  been  attracted  to  a 
man  in  years. 

"Here  you  go  again,"  she  scolded 
herself.  "Falling  in  love — and  with  an 
actor."  She  added,  mentally,  since  she 
had  not  seen  Phil's  name  in  the  drama 
columns,  that  he  was  probably  an  out 
of  work  actor  at  that  and  stony  broke. 
She  would  pick  out  a  has-been  actor 
for  a  soul  mate. 

Phil's  telephone  call  the  next  day  to 
ask  her  to  go  with  him  to  a  radio 
broadcast — he  was  doing  a  "guest 
shot,"  he  told  her,  on  the  Lower  Basin 
Street   program — confirmed   her  fears. 

As  a  professional  dancer,  she  had 
had  a  stomach  full  of  "guest  shots."  In 
the  language  of  her  craft,  a  "guest 
shot"  was  a  free  performance.  A  thou- 
sand times,  it  seemed  in  retrospect, 
she  and  her  partner  had  lugged  trunks 
full  of  costumes,  boxes  of  make-up, 
crates  of  musical  scores  to  some  re- 
mote suburban  night  club  to  perform 
gratis  for  the  owner — and  his  paying 
guests — their     only     reward     a     sour 


"thank  you,  we'll  let  you  know." 
They  didn't  "let  you  know,"  of  course; 
it  was  a  cheap  racket,  a  way  to  get 
professional  entertainers  to  work  for 
you  without  paying  them. 

"I  was  illiterate  about  radio,"  she 
says.  "Phil,  of  course,  was  being  paid 
handsomely  for  this  Basin  Street  per- 
formance.   But  how  was  I  to  know?" 

She  was  sorrier  than  ever  for  Phil. 
At  his  age,  and  with  his  experience,  to 
have  to  take  that  "guest  shot"  rap.  For 
Irmgard  such  humiliating  experiences 
were  an  ugly  and  fading  memory.  The 
recent  years  had  been  rosy  with  suc- 
cess. 

SHE  went  with  Phil  to  the  broadcast. 
She  liked  him  so  much,  and  she  felt 
the  least  she  could  do  was  to  see  that 
he  had  a  friendly  face  to  search  out 
in  the  audience.  She  thought  he  was 
very  good,  too,  and  told  him  so.  She 
wondered  why  Phil  looked  puzzled 
when  she  added  that  she  hoped  he'd 
get  the  job. 

"But  I  have  a  job,"  he  demurred. 
"Haven't  you  ever  heard  of  Take  It  or 
Leave  It?" 

"Take  it  or  ...  or  what?" 

"It's  a  radio  show,"  Phil  explained 
patiently.  He  was  more  enchanted 
with  this  girl  than  ever.  So  many 
people  made  up  to  you  because  you 
were  a  Name.  Irmgard  obviously  had 
never  heard  that  he  had  one. 

"I'm  a  sort  of  Master  of  Cere- 
monies," he  added.  "I  interview  people, 
try  to  think  of  jokes." 

Irmgard's  heart  sank.  This  man  she 
was  getting  so  fond  of,  about  whom 
she  had  lain  awake  thinking  half  of 
last  night,  was  an  annoxuicer.  There 
was  scarcely  a  calling  which  she  knew 
less  about.  Vaguely  she  thought  an- 
nouncers were  akin  to  poets  and  had  a 
habit  of  starving  to  death  in  garrets. 
The  poor  boy,  she  thought  to  herself. 
The  poor,  poor  boy. 

On  Sunday  night — ^four  nights  after 
the  eventful  Russian  Christmas  party 
— Irmgard  saw  Phil  in  action  in  Take 
It  or  Leave  It  for  the  first  time,  heard 
the  laughter  and  applause,  saw  the 
autograph  seekers  milling  about  him 
at  the  stage  door,  and  went  home  to 
dream  happy  dreams.  Her  has-been 
actor  wasn't  a  has-been  after  all. 

Nine  more  days  passed,  Phil  mar- 
veling every  day  at  new  proofs  that 
this  New  York  girl,  this  big-time  ca- 
reer girl,  was  as  fresh  and  unsophis- 
ticated— as  uncynical,  which  in  his 
state  of  mind  at  the  time  was  the 
really  telling  virtue — as  a  sixteen - 
year-old  from  the  farm.    . 

Nine  more  days  and  then  he  found 
himself  blurting  out  to  her  that  he  was 
going  to  Hollywood  pretty  soon  to 
make  a  motion  picture  and  would  be 
desolate  if  she  wouldn't  go  along. 

"Are  you  asking  me  to  marry  you?" 
Irmgard  shot  back  in  her  eye  to  eye 
fashion. 

Phil  guessed  he  was.  Well,  yes,  he 
was. 

"I  will,"  she  said,  "if  you  ask  me 
properly." 

"Dear  Irmgard,"  Phil  said  meekly, 
"please  marry  me  and  come  to  Holly- 
wood with  me." 

"I  would  go  to  Kamchatka  with 
you,"  Irmgard  replied,  and  that  was 
that. 

That  was  that,  with  no  regrets  foi 
her  dancing.  Phil  had  never  seen  hei 
dance  when  they  met.    He  hasn't  yet 


That  was  that  for  her  newer  love,  the 
decorating  shop  for  which  she  had  just 
leased  a  showroom  on  East  Fifty- 
sixth  street,  which  she  planned  to  call 
simply  and  snobbily  "Decor."  Irmgard 
had  studied  decorating  abroad,  and 
had  commissions  from  several  of  her 
friends  for  houses — she  was  all  set, 
she  had  thought,  for  a  new  career. 

But  not  now. 

Being  Mrs.  Phil  Baker  would  be  ca- 
reer enough,  she  decided,  for  her. 

The  excitement  of  the  very  few  days 
between  their  meeting  and  their  en- 
gagement tapered  off  for  Phil  and  Irm- 
gard after  the  Kamchatka  discussion. 
What  with  delays  in  Phil's  trip  west 
and  Irmgard's  preoccupation  with 
liquidating  her  decorating  business,  it 
was  four  whole  months  before  they 
were  married. 

"I  have  a  few  minor  complaints,"  Phil 
sums  up  fondly,  "but  all  in  all,  she  has 
been  a  very  satisfactory  wife." 

"He  means  Pete,"  Irmgard  explains. 
Pete  is  a  garrulous  green  parrot  who 
once  belonged  to  Phil's  good  friend. 
Dr.  John  Meyers.  Pete  fell  in  love  with 
Irmgard  at  first  sight — "just  like  I  did," 
Phil  says — so  Dr.  Meyers  gave  him  to 
the  Bakers  as  a  wedding  present. 

All  was  well  for  a  while.  Pete  has  a 
staggering  vocabulary — "for  a  parrot," 
Phil  says — and  is  good  for  his  quota  of 
the  laughs.  What  if  he  did  cry  "Stop 
it,  stop  it"  in  anguished  tones  every 
time  Phil  played  the  accordion?  Irm- 
gard loved  the  bird,  and  "any  friend  of 
Irmgard's    .    .    ."    you    know   the    rest. 

Trouble  came  later  when  the  sight  of 
Pete  in  a  cage  day  after  day  touched 
Irmgard's  soft  heart. 

"Irmgard  thought  Pete  should  know 
the  feeling   of  freedom,"   Phil   recalls, 


adding  bitterly,  "in  New  York!"  She 
took  to  taking  Pete  out  to  the  garden 
every  afternoon  for  exercise — without 
the  cage.  Pete  flew  a  little  farther 
every  day  until  one  day  he  got  to  the 
top  of  a  neighbor's  tree,  and  refused  to 
come  down.  It  was  on  a  Sunday  after- 
noon. Phil  was  trying  to  get  ready  for 
a  broadcast.  Irmgard,  frantic,  paced  up 
and  down  in  the  garden  calling  to  Pete, 
"Come  on  down,  come  on  down." 
"Come  on  down,"  Pete  would  reply  like 
a  frightened  echo,  but  he  wouldn't 
budge.  Irmgard  settled  in  the  garden 
chaise  to  wait,  missing  the  broadcast. 
She  stayed  in  the  chaise  all  night, 
shivering  in  the  cold.  She  couldn't  leave 
Pete  all  alone  out  there  and  scared,  she 
said. 

But  that  wasn't  so  bad,  Phil  feels,  as 
the  episode  of  the  sick  cat. 

"We  had  never  had  time  for  a  honey- 
moon," he  recalls.  "Take  It  or  Leave 
It  was  on  fifty-two  weeks  a  year.  When 
Irmgard  and  I  were  married,  I  had  had 
one  week  off  in  three  years.  I  finally 
wangled  a  two-week  vacation,  char- 
tered a  seventy-nine-foot  schooner,  and 
arranged  for  a  skipper  and  crew  to 
take  us  on  a  'honeymoon  cruise'  to  Nan- 
tucket. 

"All  of  this,"  Phil  adds,  "took  some 
planning,  and  involved  a  not  inconsider- 
able amount  of  money. 

"At  the  last  minute,"  he  charges, 
"Irmgard  decided  she  couldn't  go.  Her 
cat  was  sick." 

The  newlywed  Bakers  almost  had 
their  first  quarrel  at  this  juncture.  But 
Irmgard  finally  agreed  to  go,  if  she 
could  take  the  cat. 

"She  sat  on  deck  all  of  the  first  night," 
Phil  recalls,  "nursing  that  blankety- 
blank  cat.   It  was  murder." 


"Poor  little  cat,"  Irmgard  sighs,  new- 
ly tearful  in  recollection. 

"Poor  little  cat,  she  says,"  Phil  storms 
in  remembered  rage.  "How  about  poor 
little  Phil?" 

"Phil  grew  a  lovely  beard  in  that  two 
weeks,"  Irmgard  remembers,  changing 
the  subject. 

Back  in  New  York,  the  Bakers  settled 
down  for  what  they  thought  would  be 
a  long,  long  siege  of  city  life.  Irmgard 
loosed  all  of  her  frustrated  decorating 
talents  in  doing  over  the  Ninety-first 
Street  house  which  is  now  resplendent 
in  Eighteenth  Century  French. 

"She  must  be  gpod,"  says  Phil,  who 
claims  he  doesn't  know  from  a  hole  in 
the  ground  about  decorating.  "We 
rented  the  place  to  the  French  delega- 
tion to  the  United  Nations."  For  just 
as  Irmgard's  decorating  job  was 
finished,  Phil's  sponsor  moved  his  radio 
show  to  the  West  Coast. 

Let  the  French  delegation  have  the 
fine  house,  Irmgard  says,  and  all  the 
headaches  of  living  up  to  it — the  servant 
problems,  the  entertaining,  the  works. 
She  would  be  content  to  spend  the  rest 
of  her  life  entertaining  the  friendly  Bel 
Air  pigeons  and  doing  housework. 

"Cooking  is  easier  for  me  than  boss- 
ing the  cook,"  she  says,  "and  much 
more  fun." 

"Besides,"  Phil  adds,  "we  haven't 
found  a  cook  yet  who  can  make  a  pork 
roast  the  Danish  way  with  prunes  and 
apples,  the  way  Irmgard  can.  Or  brown 
cabbage  with  sweet  and  sour  sauce 
...  or  Danish  pastries  .  .  ." 

His  voice  trails  off,  and  he  gets  that 
abstract  but  happy  look. 

"Where,"  the  look  says,  "has  this 
woman — and  where  has  this  kind  of  liv- 
ing— been  all  my  life?" 
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BAD  SKIN? 

Pimples,  Blackheads  and  Other, 
Externally  Caused   Blemishes... 

Try  Skin  Doctor's  Amazingly 

Simple  Directions  And  Be  Thrilled 

With  The  Difference— Often 

CLEARED  IN 

ONE  SHORT 

WEEK 

Tou  may  see  a  marvelous  skm 
improvement  with  the  double  Viderm 
treatment,"  says  Betty  Memphis,  famous 
Beauty  Consultant,  "all  in  7  days!" 

Yes,  a  healthy,  glowing,  lovely  skin 
.  .  .  phiS  the  romance,  dates,  and  popu- 
larity that  follow  girls  without  pim- 
ples, blackheads,  and  other  externally 
caused  blemishes  .  .  .  in  1  week!  In 
that  short  time,  your  skin,  (which  is 
basically  the  same  as  lovely  screen 
stars'  and  models')  may  glow  in  its  nat- 
ural, true  beauty!  Just  follow  Miss 
Memphis'  simple  directions! 

HERE'S  HOW!  "Like  thousands 
of  others,  your  skin  may  be  soft, 
smooth,  loveable  with  a  $kin  Doc- 
tor's prescription,  the  double  Vi- 
derm  Treatment.  Consisting  of  2 
formulas,  the  first,  Viderm  Skin 
Cleanser,  penetrates  and  acts  as  an 
antiseptic  on  your  pores.  The  sec- 
ond, "Viderm  Fortified  Medicated 
Skin  Cream,  leaves  an  almost  in- 
visible protective  covering  on  your 
skin.  Both  work  gently,  thorough- 
ly, bringing  undreamed  of  beauty 
to  you!  Use  the  double  Viderm 
treatment  daily  until  your  skin  is 
smoother  and  clearer  .  .  .  then 
only  once  a  week  to  remove  stale 
make-up  and  dirt  specks.  This 
helps  prevent  blackheads  as  well 
as  externally  caused  skin  miseries, 
and  pimples." 

Just  mail  your  name  and  address  to 
Betty  Memphis,  care  of  the  New  York 
Skin  Laboratory,  206  Division  Street, 
Dept.  212,  New  York  2,  N.  Y.  By 
return  mail  you  will  receive  the  doctor's 
directions,  and  both  jars,  packed  in  a 
safety-sealed  carton.  On  delivery,  pay 
two  dollars  plus  postage.  If  you  wish, 
you  can  save  the  postage  fee  by  mailing 
the  two  dollars  with  your  letter.  If  you 
are  in  any  way  dissatisfied,  your  money 
will  be  cheerfully  refunded.  To  give 
you  an  idea  of  how  fully  tested  and 
proven  the  Viderm  double  treatment  is, 
it  may  interest  you  to  know  that,  up  to 
this  month,  over  two  hundred  and 
twelve  thousand  women  have  ordered 
it  on  my  recommendation.  If  you  could 
only  see  the  thousands  of  happy,  grate- 
ful letters  that  have  come  to  me  as  a 
result,  you  would  know  the  joy  this 
simple  treatment  can  bring.  And,  think 
of  it!— the  treatment  must  work  for 
you,  or  it  doesn't  cost  you  a  cent. 

Adv't. 


Mel  The  Lion  Hearted 

{Continued  from  page  45) 


he  assured  her,  stoutly.  "I  can  manage 
your  father.  Lion-hearted  Blanc,  they 
call  me." 

"Who  does?"  she  queried,  flatly. 

"Never  mind,"  hastily.  He  propped 
his  chin  in  his  hands  and  leaned  on  the 
counter.  "If  there  was  only  something 
I  could  do  to  impress  your  father.  If 
the  Grimeses  had  only  invited  me  to 
their  ball  tonight,  then  your  father 
would  know  I  was  a  fine,  upstanding, 
worthwhile  citizen." 

"I  like  you  the  way  you  are,"  con- 
soled Betty.  But  she  said  it  absent- 
mindedly  because  she  was  pursuing  a 
thought  of  her  own.  "I'm  surprised  the 
Grimeses  are  still  planning  to  entertain 
tonight.  You  know  Mrs.  Grimes  was 
robbed  of  her  diamond  ring  this  morn- 
ing.   I  should  think — " 

BUT    what    she    thought    was    never 
finished  because  just  then  the  door 
opened  and  a  stranger  walked  in. 

"Customer!"  whispered  Mel  to  the 
girl  and  she  slid  off  the  counter. 

"My  good  man — "  the  stranger's  eye- 
brows elevated  themselves  a  careful 
quarter  of  an  inch,  and  his  accent  hov- 
ered somewhere  around  Oxford — ^with 
just  an  odd,  peculiar  flavor  of  Flatbush. 
"—my  good  man,  is  it  your  business  to 
repair?  I  have  here  a  treasured  an- 
tique— a  genuine  Spoofingshire  lamp. 
The  handle  is  loose  and  I  wish  to  have 
it  repaired.  At  once.  Just  the  handle, 
mind  you."  There  was  a  long  pause — 
then  "I  don't  want  you  m,essing  around 
with  the  rest  of  it,  understand?" 

The  odd  customer  wasn't  waiting  for 
an  answer.  He  moved  to  the  door  and 
turned  with  his  hand  on  the  knob.  "I 
will  return  in  exactly  two  hours.  I 
expect  to  find  it  ready  then.  I'm  taking 
a  powd — I.  mean,  my  train  leaves 
promptly  at  five  this  afternoon." 

The  door  closed  softly  behind  him. 

"Gee,  Betty!"  Mel  came  out  of  his 
daze.  "Did  you  see  his  eyes?  I  don't 
think  he  liked  me  very  much." 

"Nonsense,"  she  said,  briskly.  "You're 
getting  too  sensitive,  Mel.  He's  a 
stranger  in  town — ^people  have  to  know 
you  to  dislike  you,  Mel." 

For  a  few  minutes  there  was  silence 
in  the  shop  as  Mel  studied  the  lamp. 

Then  Betty  suddenly  straightened  up. 

"Mel — the  shape  of  that  lamp!  I've 
been  trying  to  remember.  It  looks  just 
like  Aladdin's  lamp  in  fairy-tales." 

"What  about  Aladdin's  lamp?" 

"You  rubbed  it,"  Betty  answered.  "At 
least,  Aladdin  did — and  a  genie  ap- 
peared to  answer  his  wish."  She  eyed 
the  lamp  in  Mel's  hand  speculatively. 

"Rub  it?"  Mel  exclaimed.  He  and 
Betty  stared  at  each  other,  and  then 
back  at  the  lamp. 

"Oh,  Mel,  maybe  it  is!"  Betty  said 
at  last.  "It  must  be  something  out  of 
the  ordinary!  It's  nothing  to  look  at 
and  it  can't  be  valuable  in  itself,  and 
yet  look  how  much  store  that  man  put 
by  it!  Maybe  it  does  have  magical 
qualities!" 

"Yeah,"  Mel  said,  awed.  "Remem- 
ber how  that  man  looked  at  me?  I  still 
get  the  shakes  every  time  I  think  about 
it — and  I  don't  think  it  was  because 
he  was  worried  I  couldn't  fix  the  handle. 
I'll  bet  he  was  scared  we'd  find  the 
secret.  I  don't  even  think  this  is 
genuine  Spoofingshire  at  all.  Gee, 
Aladdin's  Lamp!  But  what  do  we  do?" 

"We  rub  it.  And  we  say  magic 
words,"  Betty  contributed  helpfully — 
though  not  very  practically. 


"What  magical  words?"  But  Mel 
grabbed  a  cloth  and  started  frantically 
rubbing  the  side  of  the  lamp.  "Ala 
kazam,  ala  kazoo."   Nothing  happened. 

Frantically  the  two  fell  on  the  lamp, 
taking  turns  rubbing — calling  up  every 
exotic-sounding  word  they  could  think 
of.  And  as  the  hands  of  the  clock 
moved  inexorably  on — as  moments 
slipped  by  and  the  two  hours  of  the 
strange  customer's  threatened  return 
shrank  to  an  hour  and  then  to  minutes, 

"Open  sesame!"  Mel  pleaded. 

"Come  out,  come  out,  wherever  you 
are!"  implored  Betty. 

"Eenie-meenie-miney-mo  ....  what- 
to- do -now- 1- don't -know — "  Mel  was 
wishing  something  woiild  happen. 

Something  did  happen.  With  that 
last,  frantic  rub  it  happened.  But  no 
Genie  slowly  materialized  in  ectoplasm 
in  that  room;  there  was  a  tinkling, 
crackling  sound — and — 

"Mel!  Look — you've  rubbed  a  hole 
right  through  the  side  of  it!" 

They  both  stared  in  consternation 
and  dismay.  And  then  both,  with  a 
single  thought,  looked  up  at  the  clock. 

"Three  minutes  and  he'll  be  here. 
Oh,  my  gosh,  what  have  I  done  now! 
Your  father  is  right,  Betty."  Mel  was 
trying  so  hard  to  think  Betty  could 
almost  see  the  wheels  go  round  (strip- 
ping gears  at  every  turn).  "Maybe  I 
can  patch  it  up  so  he  won't  notice  it, 
Betty.   Do  you  think  so?" 

They   hadn't   heard    the   door   open. 

"And  have  you  fixed  the  lamp,  my 
good  man?  I  don't  like  to  be  kept  wait- 
ing, you  know." 

"flEE,  mister — I'm  awfully  sorry — 
U  there's  been  a  little  accident.  Oh — 
nothing  much — "  he  added  hastily  as 
the  stranger  took  one  quick  step  in  his 
direction  — '  'nothing  serious  —  nothing 
that  couldn't  be  mended.  That's  the 
Fix- It  shop  motto,  you  know — if  it 
doesn't  need  fixing  when  you  bring  it 
in,  it  will  before  you  take  it  out.  Heh, 
heh — "  but  his  feeble  laughter  at  his 
feeble  joke  died  away  as  he  saw  the 
other  wasn't  exactly  convulsed  with 
merriment.  "Look,  mister — it's  almost 
as  good  as  new.  If  you'll  just  wait 
second  while  it  sets — the  patch, 
mean — " 

"I  thought  I  told  you  not  to  mess 
around  with  that  lamp!"  and  now  there 
was  no  mistake  about  the  man's  inten- 
tions. 

"Give  it  to  me.  And  then  I'm  going 
to — what  *was  that?" 

That  was  the  slamming  of  the  door. 
The  stranger  stopped  walking.  Mel 
stopped  retreating.  And  both  stared, 
with  mingled  emotions,  at  Mr.  Colby 
who  had  entered  the  shop. 

"What's  going  on  here?  Heard  you 
yelling  half-way  down  the  block,  Mel. 
What  have  you  got  yourself  into  this 
time?  I  heard  something  about  a  lamp." 

Before  Mel  could  answer,  the  strange 
customer  spoke  up.  The  suavity  and 
the  Oxford  English  were  back  in  his 
voice.  "This  stupid  shop-keeper! 
leave  my  precious  Spoofingshire  lamp 
in  here  to  be  fixed  and  what  does  he  do? 
Now,  my  good  man,  give  it  to  me  im- 
mediately and  we'll  have  no  more  of 
this  nonsense.  I  should  have  known 
better  than  to  bring  it  in  here  in  the 
first  place.  I'll  take  it  with  me  and  have 
it  repaired  in  the  next  town  I  come  to." 

It  was  Mr.  Colby  who  stopped  him, 
once  more  ....  this  time  with  his  hand 
on  his  arm.  "No,  you  don't,"  he  boomed,! 


VETO  Colgate's  Antiseptic 
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Perspiration,  Stops  Odor-Yet  is 

Doubly  Safe! 


Only  VETO  Contains  DURATEX,  exclusive  new  safety 
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outraged  pride  written  all  over  his  face. 
"We  can't  let  it  be  said  that  strangers 
get  gypped  in  our  town.  Mel  Blanc  may 
be  our  misfortune,  but  we  won't  let 
visitors  here  suffer  from  it.  I  know 
where  there's  the  exact  duplicate  of 
that  lamp,  in  the  furniture  store  down 
the  street.  Genuine  Spoofingshire  it  is, 
too.  I'm  not  going  to  let  you  walk  out 
of  here  with  a  broken  lamp — no,  siree! 
Mel  can  run  right  down — " 

"But  I  don't  want  another  lamp!  I 
want  this  one!"  there  was  a  harried, 
look  beginning  to  creep  into  his  cold, 
fishy  eyes. 

"Won't  hear  of  it,"  Mr.  Colby  puffed. 
"That  other  lamp  is  the  exact  duplicate 
of  this  one — antique,  too."  He  turned 
with  what  Mel  could  only  describe  to 
himself  as  a  leer,  and  patted  the  shop- 
owner's  shoulder.  "Go  on,  my  boy  .  .  . 
get  that  lamp.  Only  costs  three  hun- 
dred dollars.  Of  course,  that  might  put 
you  out  of  business.  You  might  even 
go  to  jail.  You  might  not  be  able  to 
see  Betty  for  a  long,  long  time." 

THE  stranger  was  trying  desperately  to 
pull  away  from  Mr.  Colby's  heavy 
hand.  "I  don't  want  another  lamp!"  he 
repeated.    "Leave  me  alone,  you  jerk!" 

"Here!  Here!  What's  going  on?"  Pa- 
trolman Danny  Killoran  stood  in  the 
opening,  all  six  feet  of  solid  bone  and 
muscle,  his  face  red  and  his  eyes 
popping.  "What's  all  the  racket  about?" 

"No  trouble  at  all,  Officer — "  four 
voices  answered  in  perfect  unison. 

"Then  what — Mel  Blanc,  what  you 
up  to  this  time?  And  you — "  pointing 
his  stick  at  the  Beau  Brummell  stranger 
— "haven't  I  seen  you  some  place  be- 
fore?   Don't  I  know  you?" 

The  man  he  had  indicated  drew  him- 
self up  stiffly,  though  a  bit  shakily. 
"Perhaps,  my  good  man."  His  voice  was 
almost  haughty.  "It's  the  price  people 
like  myself  have  to  pay  for  being  rich 
and  famous.  Naturally  I'm  traveling 
incognito — but  here's  my  card." 

"Samuel  Orpington  Percheron,  the 
Three."  Danny  Killoran  read  out  loud, 
and  then  reached  up  to  push  his  cap 
back  and  scratch  his  head.  "Percheron 
— let  me   see — Percheron — " 

Mr.  Colby  leaped  into  the  breach. 
"Of  course  we  know  Mr.  Percheron. 
Everybody  knows  Mr.  Percheron!"  The 
calling  card  had  made  a  big  impression 
on  Betty's  father. 

"It's  nothing.  Officer."  Once  again 
Mr.  Colby  asserted  himself.  "Mel  has 
ruined  a  lamp  that  belongs  to  Mr. 
Percheron  but  Mel  is  going  to  buy 
another  one  just  like  it,  in  its  place." 

"But  I  don't  want — give  me  my  lamp!" 
The  Oxford  English  slipped  a  notch. 

Then  Mel  piped  up.  He  had  been 
getting  a  little  dizzy,  listening  to  the 
others  settling  his  affairs.  Courage 
came  to  him,  suddenly.  "He  doesn't 
want  any  other  lamp!  And  that  other 
one  is  three  hundred — I  mean,  this  is 
just  as  good.  Watch,  Officer  Killoran, 
I'll  show  you!"  Inspiration  came  to  him 
in  a  flash.  "This  patch  makes  it  as  good 
as  new.  It  will  hold  the  oil  or  the 
kerosene  or  whatever  is  supposed  to 
go  into  it — I'll  show  you — I'll  fill  it  with 
water — "  and  suiting  his  actions  to  his 
words,  Mel  held  the  lamp  quickly  under 
the  faucet. 

"Don't  do  that!"  yelled  Mr.  Percheron. 
But  nobody  paid  any  attention  to  him. 

"See?"  Mel  flourished  the  lamp  in 
the  air  and  it  was  true — no  water 
dripped  from  its  patched  and  mended 
side.  "See,  Mr.  Colby?  I  don't  have  to 
replace  it  with  any  other.  I'll  just  pour 
the  water  out  of  this  spout — " 

"They  watched.  But  nothing  hap- 
pened.  The  water  stayed  in  the  lamp. 
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A  new  lipstick  that  is  DATED 
—  to  assure  you  it  is  truly  FRESH,  with 
oils  and  color  unimpaired.  Goes  on,  stays 
on,  better.  The  date  is  on  each  box. 
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"What's  the  matter  with  the  thing?" 
asked  Danny  Killoran,  puzzled.  "Arid 
what's  the  matter  with  you,  Mr.  Per- 
cheron?  Where  you  goin'  in  such  a 
hurry?  Quit  your  crowding  me  out  of 
this  doorway!" 

The  policeman  clutched  the  arm  of 
the  stranger  in  a  vise-like  clamp  and 
hung  on.  It  was  an  instinctive  act — but 
Mr.  Percheron  was  acting  most  pe- 
culiarly. Gone,  suddenly,  was  the 
polite,  urbane  facade  of  his  manners. 
Gone  was  his  boredom  and  his  non- 
chalance. He  kicked;  he  struggled  in 
Danny's  grasp;  he  snarled.  And  the 
language  that  came  from  his  throat 
didn't  match  in  elegance  the  fawn- 
colored   gloves   and   the   spats. 

There  was  only  one  thing  to  do  and 
the  policeman  did  it.  He  sat  on  Mr. 
Samuel  Orpington  Percheron  the  Three. 

Mel  and  Betty  were  staring  in  rapt 
wonder  at  the  little  paper-wrapped 
cone  they  had  pulled  out  of  the  spout; 
the  obstruction  that  had  kept  the  water 
in  the  lamp.  Or,  rather,  they  stared 
at  what  was  in  the  paper. 

"Gee,"  Mel  breathed,  in  wonder,  "isn't 
it  a  pretty  ring?  Looks  just  like  the 
one  I  got  out  of  that  candy  box,  Betty!" 

"Candy  box!"  The  officer  snorted. 
"That's  the  Grimes  diamond  ring  or  my 
name  isn't  Killoran.  Slippery  Sam  the 
jewel  thief.  And  I've  caught  him — 
err — we've  caught  him,  Mel  my  boy. 
Don't  know  how  you  were  so  smart 
as  to  hold  him  here  until  I  came  or 
thought  to  pour  water  into  that  lamp." 

"Mel  thought— Mel  did—"  Mr.  Colby 
was  strangling. 

"Be  quiet,  Mr.  Colby."  Officer 
Killoran  wasn't  to  be  distracted.  "This 
was  a  clever  stunt  of  Slippery  Sam's. 
Putting  that  ring  in  that  lamp  and 
leaving  it  here  to  be  fixed  until  his 
train  left.  That  way,  if  he  were  picked 
up,  it  wouldn't  be  on  his  person  nor 
in  his  room  at  the  hotel.  I  guess  he 
thought  you  were  stupid  enough  not 
to  investigate,  Mel."  He  shook  his  head, 
thoughtfully,  shifting  his  bulk  a  little 
on  the  complaining  Mr.  Percheron. 
"Would  have  thought  so,  myself.  Never 
gave  you  credit  for  any  brains  before." 

"Well,  come  along.  Slippery  Sam." 
The  policeman  heaved  himself  to  his 
feet  and  yanked  the  other  along  with 
him,  "It's  down  to  the  jail  with  you, 
Mrs.  Grimes  will  be  glad  to  get  that 
ring  back.  I'll  bet  she'll  be  falling  all 
over  your  neck,  Mel  my  boy.  And 
there's  a  reward.  We'll  split  it  between 
us,  if  you've  no  objections." 


IT  was  much  later  that  same  evening 
and  the  big  Grimes  mansion  was 
ablaze  with  lights.  Music  came  softly 
from  the  drawing  room,  wafting  over 
the  head  of  the  dancing  couples  out  the 
open  french  doors  to  where  two  people 
stood  in  the  semi  darkness  on  the  lawn. 

"Gee,  Betty,"  Mel  pinched  himself 
for  the  tenth  time  that  evening.  "I  can 
hardly  believe  it.  Here  I  am  a  guest 
at  the  Grimes  house  and  everyone  says 
I'm  a  hero." 

She  snuggled  up  to  him  and  he  took 
a  frightened,  backward  step.  "Yes,  isn't 
it  grand,  Mel?  Your  picture  in  the  pa- 
pers and  that  hundred  dollars  reward 
and  everybody  so  proud  of  you.  Daddy 
can't  believe  it.  He  even  loaned  you 
that  tuxedo  you're  wearing.  And  the 
shirt  and  everything.  He  says  he  can't 
believe  it — but  he  can't  very  well  be 
mad  at  you  when  everybody  else  is  so 
proud!  Oh,  Mel — "  she  moved  closer 
still  and  he  retreated  backwards  again 
— "maybe  now  we  can  get  married! 
Maybe  —  Mel!  watch  where  you're 
going!    Oh!" 

There  was  a  loud  splash.  That  last 
step  of  Mel's  had  been  his  undoing  and 
he  had  gone,  backwards,  right  into  the 
Grimes  goldfish  pool. 

There  was  a  gurgle  and  then  another 
splash,  and  then  the  dripping  form  of 
Mel  Blanc  rose  from  the  water.  "I'm 
all  wrong,"  he  mourned.  "As  usual. 
Oh,  gosh,  Betty — look  what  I've  done 
to  your  father's  best  tuxedo!" 

"His  only  tuxedo,"  corrected  Betty 
with  a  wail.  "Now  he'll  be  madder  at 
you  than  ever,  and  he  won't  let  me 
see  you,  and  he'll  call  you  a  dope,  and — 
and  we'll  never  get  married!" 

Mel  climbed  out  of  the  pool.  "Maybe 
I  can  get  it  fixed.  Maybe  a  tailor  can 
clean  it  up  and  press  it,  and  he'll  never 
know.    Maybe.  .  .  ." 

In  the  distance  came  a  voice,  jovial- 
sounding  still,  but  like  the  trump  of 
doom  nevertheless.  "Mel!  Betty!  Where 
are  you?" 
•  Spiritlessly,  Mel  wrang  water  out  of 
his — no,  Mr.  Colby's — ^coattails.  And 
the  voice  was  nearer  now.  There  was 
no  escape.  Betty  knew  it.  Mel  knew  it. 
Another  moment  or  two  would  bring 
the  Colby  wrath  down  on  his  head,  and 
once  again  Mel  Blanc  of  the  Fix-It 
Shop  would  be  in  a  fix  that  no  mere 
Fix-It  Shop  could  ever  fix.  The  fix 
he  would  always  be  in,  unless  some 
miracle  happened.  Some  miracle  like, 
say,  the  kind  wrought  by  Aladdin's 
Lamp  .  .  . 
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Don't  miss  "Will  Rocky  Be  A  King  Without  a  Crown"?  by 
Don  Dunphy  in  the  current  SPORT  magazine,  now  on  sale! 
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YoUr  money  refunded 
if  not  satisfied.  The  Moss 
Company,  Rochester,  N.Y. 
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Sell  Smart  Christmas  Cards  * 

Earn  good  profits  taking  orders  for  Per- 
Bonal  Christmas  Cards  with  name  im- 
printed. Show  to  friends, relatives,  busi- 
ness people.   FREE  Samples.   No  experi- 
ence.   Earn  EXTRA  money  with  stunning  New 
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NEW  HEALTHY  HAIR 

Nature  created  hair!  Man  killed  it!  Nerves  plus  energy 
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on  approval.    Write  TODAY. 

AHTISTIC  CARD  CO.,  6(5  Way  Street.  Elmlra,  M.  T. 

LEARN 

MILLINERY 

AT  HOME 

Design  and  make  exclusive  bats  under 
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Nancy  Is  a  Working 
Girl 

{Continued  from  page  33) 

was  October  of  1945,  and  Nancy  had 
heard  that  Kern  was  in  Hollywood, 
casting  an  eye  over  the  local  talent  to 
ship  to  New  York  for  the  revival  on 
Broadway  of  his  famous  "Showboat." 
The  news  meant  little  or  nothing  to 
Nancy — but  to  the  middle-aged  woman 
sitting  out  in  the  radio  audience  one 
night  and  listening  to  Nancy  singing 
"Bill"  on  the  program — it  meant  a 
great  deal.  This  woman  was  Eva  Puck 
and  Eva  had  been  a  member  of  the 
original   "Showboat"   cast. 

Next  morning  Nancy  had  the  stran- 
gest phone  call  of  her  life.  Miss  Puck 
introduced  herself  and  then,  without 
any  beating-around-the-bush,  got  down 
to  business. 

"I'm  going  to  teach  you  to  act  just 
like  Helen  Morgan.  You  sing  like  her 
now — in  fact  your  voice  is  remarkably 
similar.  Low  and  torchy  and  husky. 
Come  out  to  my  house  and  we'll  get 
busy,  Miss  Gates,  and  then  we'll  have 
something  to  show  Jerome  Kern!" 

Nancy  was  bewildered.  "But  why 
should  you  go  to  all  this  trouble  for 
me,  Miss  Puck?" 

THERE  was  a  long  pause  before  Eva 
Puck  answered.  Then  she  explained, 
quietly:  "Helen  Morgan  and  I  were  in 
the  first,  original  'Showboat'  together. 
I  guess  I  just  can't  stand  to  think  of 
anyone  taking  her  place  and  singing 
her  songs  and  not  doing  them  right!" 

So  Nancy  went.  Patiently  Eva  Puck 
coached  her  in  the  tricks  of  voice  de- 
livery that  had  made  Helen  Morgan  so 
famous,  even  in  the  little  mannerisms 
that  were  so  distinctively  hers.  And  as 
the  days  went  on,  Nancy,  herself, 
caught  something  of  the  crusading  de- 
votion that  was  in  the  other  woman. 
They  worked  hard.  And  finally  they 
were  ready  .  .  .  Eva  Puck  had  secured 
the  interview   with  Kern. 

But  something  was  still  worrying 
Eva,  Nancy  could  tell.  It  wasn't  the 
voice  and  it  wasn't  the  little  tricks  of 
speech  and  walking  and  using  her 
hands.  To  land  that  part  in  "Showboat" 
would  require  something  further,  Eva 
explained. 

"You're  too  young  and  too  full  of  life. 
Helen  was  world-weary  and  sophisti- 
cated— or  at  least  she  gave  that  im- 
pression. It  will  never  do  to  let  Kern 
see  you  with  your  hair  on  your  shoul- 
ders like  that.  And  with  so  little 
makeup — " 

Nancy  protested.  She  didn't  want  to 
practice  deception  in  getting  the  role. 
But  Miss  Puck  went  on  to  assure  her  it 
would  only  be  for  the  initial  interview 
— to  assure  Kern's  immediate  interest. 

So,  when  the  two  women  reached 
Kern's  Hollywood  house  the  next  day, 
no  one  would  have  recognized  Nancy. 
With  her  hair  piled  on  top  of  her  head, 
black,  tight,  shiny  dress,  false  eyelashes 
and  heavy  lipstick,  her  usual  healthy 
cheeks  obscured  by  a  magnolia-white 
pallor — Nancy  was  doing  her  best  for 
sophistication. 

Poor  Nancy  had  learned  her  lessons 
so  well  that,  afterwards,  Mr.  Kern  con- 
fided to  Miss  Puck  that  he  was  worried 
about  Miss  Gates.  "She  seems  so  un- 
happy!" he  remarked,  puzzled. 

WJien  she  had  sung  "Bill"  Kern  asked 
her,  in  amazement,  how  she  had  ever 
learned  to  handle  the  number  like  that. 
There  was  only  one  other  person  who 
could   please  him   so  much,   and    that 
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1.  A  pleasant  white  lotion  without 
bad  clinging  depilatory  odor. 

2.  Not  messy.  Quick  — rinses  off 
easily  with  lukewarm  water. 

3.  No  razor  stubble.  Keeps  legs 
hair-free  longer.  Economical! 
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Smooth  Ot  six- 
dressed  for  her  dcrte, 
with  a  honey  of  a 
smooth,  sleek  hair- 
do. But,  does  the  hair 
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Tongled  at  ten.  ^' 

HoHie's  hair  |u$t 
seemed  to  tumble, 
and  so  did  her  rating 
with  the  lads  (How 
they  notice  hairl)  .  .  . 
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—  Jhe  delicately  peitumed  hair  lacquer        / 

Now  Hoftle  knows  what  to  do— she  bo'ught 
a  bottle  of  Nestle  Hoirlac  and  conquered 
all  those  wayward  wisps.  Why  don't  you 
get  a  bottle  todoy? 
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BE  MORE 
ATTRACTIVE... 
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Lovely  eyes  and  luxurious  eyelashes  are 
attraaive  and  intriguing.  KURLASH, 
the  original  eyelash  curler,  sweeps  lashes 
upward  in  a  beautiful,  natural  curl— even 
short  eyelashes  appear  longer  —  more 
light  enters  and  eyes  seem  larger  —  in- 
finitely more  enticing.  Simply  slip  eye- 
lashes between  cushioned  bows  of  the 
precision  KURLASH  —  press  the  handles 
—  that's  all!  No  heat,  cosmetics  or  practice 
necessary.  Thousands  of  women  carry 
KURLASH  eyelash  curler  just  as  they  do 
lipstick  —  just  as  important! 

But  be  sure  you  get  the  genuine  and 
original  eyelash  curler,  KURLASH  $1 .00 

Other  Kurlash  Products 

KURLENE  —  eyelash  cream  —  aids  curl- 
ing —  adds  luster  ....  50^  —  $1.00* 

*Plus  Tax 

TWISSORS  —  scissor  handle  tweezers  — 
more  accurate  —  more  convenient  .  500 

At  Drug  and  Dept.  Stores 
Write  Jane  Heath  for  eye  beauty  advice. . 

THE  KURLASH  COMPANY,  INC 

Rocbeiter.N.Y.  •  New  York  Cit7 
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had  been  the  great  Helen  Morgan,  her- 
self. 

The  two  women  confessed  about  the 
lessons.  Jerome  Kern  was  impressed, 
seriously  impressed,  by  Nancy's  voice. 
He  let  them  go  then,  but  he  told  Nancy 
to  continue  working  with  Eva  Puck. 
He  gave  her  his  own  script  of  "Show- 
boat" and  suggested  that  she  read  it  to 
him  on  Thursday. 

Even  the  fact  that  he  called  her  Wed- 
nesday night  to  break  the  sad  news  that 
Oscar  Hammerstein  had  already  filled 
the  cast  in  New  York  and  there  was  no 
immediate  part  for  her,  didn't  destroy 
her  happiness.  Jerome  Kern  had  plans 
for  her.  He  was  coming  back  from  the 
East  at  Christmastime  and  they  would 
discuss  it  then. 

But  a  month  later  Jerome  Kern  was 
dead.  The  memory  of  his  praise — the 
treasured  script  he  gave  her — these 
Nancy  has  to  remind  her  that  it  really 
did  happen,  that  meeting  with  the  great 
composer. 

Except  for  the  emotional  appeal  of 
this  one  role,  the  stage  has  no  lure  for 
Nancy.  She  has  grown  up  in  radio, 
and  it  is  in  radio  that  she  is  really 
happy. 

ODDLY  enough,  for  a  girl  who  was 
plunged  into  an  older,  sophisticated 
world  when  she  was  still  a  child,  Nancy 
has  had  little  to  do  with  romance. 
Simple  enough — there  just  wasn't  time 
in  her  busy  world  for  boy-meets-girl. 
And  now  she's  glad  she  waited.  The 
contradiction  between  the  adult  world 
in  which  she  worked  and  her  own 
natural  emotional  immaturity  might 
have  meant  disaster  for  her  if  she  had 
fallen  in  love  too  soon. 

More  than  most  girls  her  age,  her 
work  has  led  her  into  close  contact 
with  the  reality  of  disappointment  and 
disillusion,  as  well  as  the  tinsel-glamor 
of  success.  And,  sometimes,  even  into 
the  world  of  raw,  stark  tragedy. 

A  year  ago  the  Hollywood  Victory 
Committee  sent  Nancy  and  actress  Gail 
Russell,  with  a  troupe,  on  an  Army 
Hospital  Tour  through  the  Southern 
States.  It  was  an  experience  Nancy 
will  never  forget  and  for  while  she 
will  always  be  humbly  grateful  .  .  . 
the  gallantry  of  the  boys  who  lay 
helpless  in  the  hospital  beds  .  .  .  the 
courage  of  these  veterans  who  refused 
to  admit  themselves  beaten. 

There  were  others,  of  course,  who 
weren't  able  to  make  a  joke  of  their 
troubles,  or  the  effort  to  cooperate  in 
the  fun.  There  was  the  boy  in  the 
New  Orleans  psycho-neurotic  ward 
who  couldn't  speak.  Doctors  told  Nancy 
that  under  hypnosis  his  speech  was  as 
fluent  as  anyone  else's,  but  his  war 
experiences  had  made  him  mute.  When 
the  troupe  came  into  the  ward  that  day 
he  seemed  listless  and  uninterested, 
but  as  Nancy  sang  his  eyes  seem  to 
come  to  life  and  he  reached  for  pencil 
and  paper.  "Sing  Melancholy  Baby"  his 
note  to  her  begged.  And  as  she  sang 
for  him  and  to  him,  tears  rolled  help- 
lessly down  his  cheeks.  Another 
scrawled  note — "Thank  you"  it  said. 

The  tears  were  a  good  sign,  the  doc- 
tors told  Nancy  afterwards,  and  the 
interest  he  had  shown  was  another. 
She  thinks  often  of  that  boy — and  of 
others — and  hopes  that  some  little  word 
she  said,  some  song  she  sang,  might 
have  done  some  small  bit  of  good. 

A  Tall  Tale  should  always  end  with  a 
fast  punch  line — what  they  call  the 
snaperoo.  But  Nancy's  story  isn't  over. 
Young  as  she  is,  her  story  has  just 
begun.  But  you  may  be  sure  that,  no 
mater  how  it  goes  on,  it  will  never  lead 
her  very  far  from  radio. 
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Time  for  Reason 
About  Radio 

{Continued  from  page  19) 

this  method,  points  out  Mr.  Bryson, 
lies  in  not  doing  it  too  often. 

Public  controversy  or  debate  is  an- 
other method  of  making  information 
"palatable"  to  the  public.  An  argu- 
ment, pro  and  con  (and  this  is  the 
fairest  way  of  presenting  public  ques- 
tions, anyway)  aroused  much  greater 
interest  than  a  straight,  sometimes  dry, 
talk  on  the  same  subject.  People's 
Platform,  Opinion  Please,  and  My 
Opinion,  are  CBS's  examples  of  that 
type  of  show. 

Best  of  all  for  bringing  information 
to  listeners  are  radio's  entertainers. 
"A  great  star,"  says  Mr.  Bryson,  "with 
a  huge  and  loyal  audience,  can  work 
his  interest  in  a  public  problem  into 
the  substance  of  his  story.  One  of  the 
most  effective,  and  I  believe,  influen- 
tial arguments  against  the  black  mar- 
ket— when  the  black  market  was  a 
problem — was  a  very  funny  show  by  a 
pair  of  famous  comedians.  And  many 
an  entertainer  made  an  immense  con- 
tribution selling  war  bonds.  Broad- 
casting has  its  resources  for  helping 
great  causes.  Tremendous  resources. 
But  they  must  be  used  with  an  under- 
standing of  what  the  majority  of  peo- 
ple want  broadcasting  to  do." 

The  Time  For  Reason  series  was,  in 
the  words  of  CBS,  to  continue  "for  as 
many  Sundays  as  it  takes  to  present 
the  complexities  of  broadcasting."  That 
was  months  ago,  and  the  complexities 
are  still  raising  their  heads,  demand- 
ing to  be  explained,  and  the  series  has, 
and  will  be,  continued  long  past  the 
period  originally  intended  for  it.  Many 
of  these  talks  will  answer  your  own 
questions  about  broadcasting,  in  an 
interesting,  thoroughly  understandable 
form.  Time  For  Reason — About  Radio, 
is  heard  every  Sunday  afternoon  at 
1:30,  EDT,  on  your  local  CBS  station. 
The  Editors 


Heaven  At  Your 
Fingertips 

{Continued  from  page   37) 

about  you,"  he  said.  "I've  known  it 
from  the  beginning.  But  I  never 
thought  you'd  care  about  me.  I  almost 
hoped  you  wouldn't." 

"Why  not?"  Two  dry  syllables  out 
of  a  dry  throat. 

"Because  it  can't  amount  to  anything. 
I  can't  ask  you  to  marry  me — " 

I  can't  ask  you  to  marry  me  .  .  .  Ice 
in  her  stomach,  and  the  world  sud- 
denly a  dead  and  empty  place. 

"Why  not?"  Was  that  all  she  could 
say? 

"Because  my  parents  are  Followers. 
Do  you  know  what  that  means?" 

She  shook  her  head  blankly.  "Fol- 
lowers of  what?" 

"Just  Followers.  It's  the  name  of 
their  faith.  And  it's  the  most  rigid 
religion  I  know  of.  You  can't  know 
what  it's  like  unless  you've  lived  with 
people  who  practice  it.  Even  I  didn't 
realize  how — how  narrow  it  was  until 
I  went  into  the  Army,  and  began  to  see 
how  other  people  lived.  Not — "  he 
added  quickly,  "that  I  don't  respect  it. 
I  do.  It's  turned  out  some  pretty 
rugged  people.     And  I  respect  Mother 
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ncT,  MOM!  Don't  be  a  Diaper  Drudge! 
Dennison  Diaper  Liners  reduce  unpleasant- 
ness in  changing  and  washing  my  diapers.  Just 
fold  a  Liner  inside  diaper  next  to  my  skin. 
When  soiled,  flush  away.  No  hard  scrubbing. 
Sanitary.  Helps  prevent  diaper  rash.  Costs 
only  a  few  cents  a  day.  deluxe:  180  for  $1; 
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and  Dad  for  living  up  to  it.  But  I 
know  what  it's  like  to  an  outsider,  too." 
She  turned  in  the  seat  to  face  him, 
relieved  but  more  confused  than  ever. 
"What  has  that  to  do  with  us?" 
"Just  this,"  he  said  patiently.  "I 
couldn't  ask  a  girl  to  marry  me  unless 
she'd  been  brought  up  the  way  I  was. 
Any  other  girl  just  couldn't  stand  it. 
We'd  have  to  live  with  the  folks,  you 
know.  I'm  doing  more  than  Dad  to 
run  the  farm  right  now — and  they 
wouldn't  understand  our  living  any- 
where else,  with  all  the  room  in  their 
house.  And  to  them,  just  about  every- 
thing that  most  people  enjoy  is  a  sin 
— movies,  dances,  card  games — any 
kind  of  games,  even  sports.  Games 
lead  to  gambling.  They  don't  approve 
of  music — except  for  hymns.  We've 
never  had  a  phonograph  or  a  radio  at 
the  house — " 

ELAINE  nodded  toward  the  dash- 
board. "You've  a  radio  in  your  car. 
And  you  took  me  to  the  movies,  and 
dancing — " 

"The  radio's  for  weather  reports  and 
farm  bulletins."  He  said  it  with  a 
straight  face;  then  his  lips  twitched. 
"Besides,  men  are  sort  of  expected  to 
backslide  a  bit.  Mother  knows  that  I 
dance  once  in  a  while,  and  she  knows 
that  when  Dad  sneaks  down  to  the 
barn  after  dinner,  he's  not  always 
doing  chores — he  might  be  taking  a 
pull  at  his  pipe.  Smoking's  forbidden, 
too,  of  course.  So  are  tea  and  coffee — 
all  stimulants.  But  Mother  just  looks 
the  other  way,  and  i§  glad  we're  not 
doing  something  worse." 

"I  see,"  she  said.  "But  it's  different 
for  women." 

"Well — they're  more  open  to  criti- 
cism, yes."  She  was  silent.  After  a 
while  he  said,  "You  see  how  it  is.  I 
love  you,  Elaine.  I — never  thought  I 
could  care  about  anyone  as  much  as 
I  care  about  you.  But  it  just  wouldn't 
work.  You'd  be  made  miserable  a 
hundred  times  a  day." 

I  love  you,  Elaine — After  that, 
nothing  else  mattered.  Everything 
else  could  be  worked  out,  some  way. 
He  slowed  the  car,  made  a  U-turn  on 
the  empty  highway. 

"Where   are   we   going?"   she   asked. 

"I'm  taking  you  home." 

Her  heart  dropped  at  the  finality 
in  his  voice.  He'd  really  meant  it — 
all  of  it.  He  didn't  intend  to  see  her 
again. 

"You  asked  me  to  dinner,"  she  said 
in  a  small  voice. 

His  mouth  tightened.  "I  know.  But 
maybe  it  isn't  a  good  idea  after  all." 
The  car  turned  again,  sharply.  They 
went  up  a  narrow  road,  across  a  rail- 
road track,  down  a  bank  to  stop  at  the 
edge  of  a  stream.  His  arms  went 
around  her,  and  his  lips  were  on  hers, 
clean  and  young  and  hard.  She  clung 
to  him,  surrendered  to  shattering,  un- 
bearably sweet  release  of  emotion  too 
long  denied. 

Then  she  tipped  back  her  head,  held 
his  face  between  her  palms.  "I  thought 
you  were  taking  me  home." 

He  grinned.  "I  was.  I'm  back- 
sliding." 

They  laughed  together,  softly,  ex- 
ultantly. She  relaxed  against  him, 
thinking  dreamily  of  what  the  future 
would  be  like — if  they  had  a  future 
together.  "Doesn't  it  make  any  dif- 
ference," she  asked,  "that  I  love  you?" 

She'd  meant  that  she'd  make  any 
sacrifice  to  be  with  him,  try  to  live 
any  way,  for  his  sake.  But  he  mis^ 
imderstood. 

He  straightened,  serious  now.  "It 
makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world. 


WHY  SUFFER 

FROM  MISERY  OF  SIMPLE 

PILES? 


•  Here's  a  single  soothing  medicine 
to  speed  relief  from  tortures  of  simple 
piles.  It's  amazing  Pazo*.  Acts  at  once 
to  relieve  pain  and  itching — soothes 
inflamed  tissues — lubricates  dry,  hard- 
ened parts — helps  prevent  cracking 
and  soreness — reduce  swelling  and 
check  minor  bleeding.  The  help  you 
get  is  wonderful! 

So,  to  speed  relief  from  itching  and 
pain  of  simple  piles,  get  Pazo*.  Your- 
doctor  can  tell  vou  about  it.  At  all 
druggists*  in  tubes  with  perforated 
pile  pipe  for  simple,  thorough  appli- 
cation— also  tins  and  suppositories. 
*Pile  Ointment  and  Suppositories, 
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CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


Start  earning  now.  Selling  60  biff-valne  21-caTd 

vl  Christmas  Assortments  pays  yon  S25  cash.  E* 

extra  profits  from  complete  line  22  different  assort- 
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Buy  quality  stamped  goods  direct  from  manufacturer—* 
Mve  one-half.  Over  100  new  item»--6carves,  pillow  cases. 
tablecloths,  bridge  sets,  towels,  aprons,  Imported  linttyt 
and  novelties.  Complett  embroidering  instructions  fr«A 
IVt  easy.  Write: 

MERRIBEE  ART  EMBROIDERY  CO. 
Dept.  124'E,  22  W.21st  St.,  New  York  10,  N.Y. 
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Show  big  value  „,,„,„ 
Personal  Christmas  Cards ,  50  tor  Jl  and 
2S  for  Jl  trith  name  imprinted.  Friends, 
others  bnyreadily.  Big  profit  for  yoa.  Also 
sell  Christmas  Card  Assortments,  Every- 
day Cards,  Stationery,  etc.  —  at  60c  and 

-^^.^^  $1.00  retail.  No  experience  is  necessary. 

_npp  Write  today  for  FREE  Personal  samples. 

■■"tt   SOUTHERN  GREETING  CARD  CO. 

SAMPLES    IMcCall  BldE-,  Dept.L-11.  IMempiiis  3,Tenn. 


"BirthstoneRing'GlVM 


I  Lovely  solid  sterling  | 
I  Bilver  cushion  shape  I 
I  set  ring  iQ  your  own  1 

Birthstone  Color  [ 

given  for  Belling  4  I 

boxeflHosebudSalve  I 
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WfRiEmy  SOCIAL  visits  bring  you 
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FOR  YOU 


Dry  HAIR 

Jnst  try  this  SYSTEM  on  your  hail 
7  days  and  see  if  you  are  really  en- 
joying the  pleasure  of  attractive  hail 
that  so  often  captures  love,  romance. 

MARVELOUS  RESULTS 

when  scalp  and  hair  conditions  are 
jnormal  and  the  dry,  brittle,  breaking 
off  hair  can  be  retarded,  it  has  a  chance 
to  eet  longer  and  much  more  beautiful. 
Just  try  the  JUELENE  SYSTEM  foi 
7  days,  let  your  mirror  prove  results. 

Send  $1.00.  (If  CO. D.  plus  postage). 

Fully  guaranteed.  Yoor  money  back  if  you  are  not  delighted. 

JUEL  CO.,  4727  North  Damen,  DeptM-6 1 0,Chicago  25,  HI. 


KrMNANT 

CUT  PROM  f/£iY/r^^ 
BOLTS  OF  GOODSIA 


I  (Hints.  Large  color- 

Inl  pieces.  Make  cbUd's  play 
clothes,  sun  suits,  rompers, 
•prons,  skirts,  patch-woric 
quilts,  lunch  cloths,  bed  jack- 
ets, etc.  Full  width  material 
In  every  bundle.  You'll  be 
delighted.  Three  pounds  (18 
yds.  or  more)  $1.98  plus  post- 
age. Sent  C.O.D.  GIVEN 
EXTRA!  Dandy  needlework- 
er's  book  Included  without 
extra  cost.  Filled  with  pat- 
terns, plana,  suggestions  and 
Illustrations.  Satisfaction 
guaranteed  or  your  £1.98  refunded.  Could  anything  be 
moretairl  You  be  the  judge.  You  can't  losel  Gctyoura 
DOWt   SEND  NO  MONEY.    Just  maU  a  card  today. 

KNIGHT'S  REMNANTS.  Dept.  31-H 
3140  W.  Roosevelt  Rd.  Chicago  U,  UUooto 

Here's  One  Of  The  Greatest 

eiOODIRON 

If  you  have  SIMPLE  ANEMIA! 

You  girls  and  women,  who  suffer  so 
from  simple  anemia  that  you're  pale, 
weak,  "dragged  out" — thismay  be  due 
to  lack  of  blood-iron.  So  try  Lydia  E. 
Plnkbam'sTABLETS — one  of  the  best 
home  ways  to  build  up  red  blood  to 
get  more  strength — In  such  cases. 
plnkham'sTabletsare  one  of  the  great- 
est blood-iron  tonics  you  can  buy! 

Lydia  L  Pinkham's  TABiETS 


WE     WILL     PAY    YOU     »25 


for  selling  50  boxes  21  for  $1  Christmas  Cords. 

Also  50  and  25  for  $1  embossed  with  name 
on.  Samples  on  approval. 
MerilCardCo.,Pept.F,70  William  St.,  Newark  2,  H.J. 


INGROWN  NAIL 

Hurting  You? 

immedlafo 
Relief! 


A  few  drops  of  OUTGKO  bring  blessed  relief  from 
tormentiner  pain  of  ingrown  nail.  OUTGRO  tough- 
ens the  skin  andemeatb  the  nail,  allowing  the  nail 
to  ba  cot  and  thaa  preventing  further  pain  and  dis- 
comfort. OUTGRO  13  available  at  all  drug  counters. 
WhHeh*IIPhirmacilCo„Dept,MWQ,N.T.I6,N.T. 


ANY  PHOTO  ENLARGED 

Size  8  X 10  Inches 
■■  DOUBU-WEIGHT  PAPER 

Same  prico  for  fuJI  length  or 
boat  form,  arooiw,  landBcapes, 
pet  animals,  «tc..  or  enlarice- 
moots  of  aoj  p«rt  of  trroap 
picture. 

Ori^nal  retartMd  with  joat  9  f  Ar  CI  9>i 
•nlarffemant.  *  ■Wr  ^A.A9 

SEND  NO  MONEY  j„..^„„K„.„ 

'  nefrativeorBDftpehot  (anyBtze)  and  receive  your 
•niarKement,  crnaraobBed  fadeless,  on  beuutiful 
double- weliEht  portrait  quality  paper.  Pay 
postman  67o  plaa  postage— or  send  69c  with 
order  and  we  par  i>o«tase.  Take  advantage  of  thU  unszlmr  offer  now. 
Sond  your  photos  today. 

PROFESSIONAL  ART  STUDIOS 

too  KMt  Ohio  Streot  Dept.  1557.K      CtUcago  <iD,|||. 
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1^  -^ mm       ^  SCALY     SKIN     TROUBLE' 

MAKE  THE  0NEl^D€RmOIL 

SPOTf 

TEST     ) 


Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 

■^ow  loiyr  you  have  8uflere<l 

or   what   you   have  tried. 

Beautiful  book  on  psoria* 

sis  and   Derm  oil   wltb 

amazing,     true    photo- 

erapblc  proof  of  result* 

-  nt  FREE.  Writ*  for  U. 


SEND   FOR 

, GENEROUS 
yj  TRIAL 
.SIZE  ^ 


Don't  mlttah«  •cstma 
for  ttio   stubborn,    u   ' 

•mbarrassing  scaly  i 

disease  Psoriasis  Apply 
aon-stainlno  o  e  r  m  o  i  I . 
Tboiisands    do    for    scaly 

giots  on  body  or  scalp. 
Fateful  users,  often  after  \ 
«ear8  of  sufferlne;,  report 
ae  scales  have  Rone.  the 
red  patches  eradualty  disappeared  and  -^^^^^^^  umm 
they  enjoyed"^ tlie  thriU  of  a  clear  skin  asaln.  Oermoil 
is  used  by  many  doctors  and  is  badied  by  a  positive  agree- 
ment to  give  deflnlte  l>eneflt  in  2  weeks  or  money  is  re- 
funded witliout  question.  Send  10c  (stamps  or  com)  for 
Kencrous  trial  txittJe  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test". 
Test  it  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 
your  test  bottle.  Caution;   Use  only  as  directed.  Print  name 

Slainly.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgreen  Drug 
tores  and  other  leading  Druggists.  LAKE  LABORATORIES, 
■ox  S47,  Northwestern  SUtion,  Dept.  9404,  Detroit  4,  Mich. 


I've  been  thinking  all  along  that  if 
anything  so  wonderful  as  your  caring 
about  me  should  happen,  I  could  move 
out,  get  a  job  somewhere.  It  wouldn't 
be  easy  for  you,  and  I  wouldn't  have 
much  to  offer  you.  All  I  know  is 
farming.  The  way  things  are  now, 
half  the  farm  and  half  the  profits  are 
mine.  .  Anywhere  else,  I'd  just  be 
someone's  hired  man." 

She  laughed  and  pulled  his  head 
down  to  hers.  "I'd  love  the  hired 
man." 

That  night  she  lay  awake  for  a  long 
time,  so  vibrantly  happy,  with  so  much 
to  think  about,  that  sleep  was  impos- 
sible. 

In  the  morning,  there  was  still  the 
wonder  of  being  in  love  and  be- 
loved, but  everything  else,  the  hopes 
and  the  fears,  flattened  out.  She  knew 
first  that  it  would  never  do — Frank's 
leaving  his  home  for  her.  It  was  his 
heritage,  built  by  generations  of  hard- 
working ancestors.  Frank  Weber  of 
the  Weber  farm  was  a  personage,  a 
personage  in  the  town.  She  would  be 
taking  that  away  from  him.  And  to 
leave  the  farm  would  hurt  him  the 
more  by  hurting  his  parents.  They 
would  be  heartbroken,  and  they  needed 
him  to  run  the  farm. 

But  the  difficulties  he'd  talked  about 
seemed  smaller — almost  negligible,  the 
more  she  thought  about  them.  She 
decided  that  Frank  was  simply  too 
aware  of  the  difference  between  her 
background  and  his,  and  he  was  ex- 
aggerating things. 

llfEVERTHELESS,  it  was  she  who  was 
il  nervous  the  next  day — the  day  she 
was  to  meet  the  Webers.  It  was  a 
Saturday,  and  Frank  was  bringing  his 
parents  into  town.  They  would  pick 
up  Elaine  at  her  boarding  house,  and 
then  the  older  people  would  shop 
while  she  and  Frank  went  for  a  drive. 
The  first  sight  of  them,  as  they  came 
into  the  boarding  house  parlor,  was 
reassuring.  They  looked  much  as  her 
own  parents  might  have  looked  had 
they  lived  to  middle  age.  Drabber, 
perhaps — both  were  plainly  dressed  in 
clothes  of  good  material,  bought  to 
last.  Both  were  strongly  built,  square- 
faced.  Mother  Weber's  hair  was 
combed  into  a  knot  at  the  back  of  her 
head,  crowned  with  a  hat  which  was 
what  hats  had  originally  been  in- 
tended to  be — a  protection  against  the 
elements. 

Gravely  they  greeted  her.  Their 
smiles  came  slowly  in  response  to  her 
own  warm  one.  "We  have  been  look- 
ing forward  to  meeting  you,"  Mother 
Weber   said. 

Father  Weber  nodded.  "Our  son  has 
told  us  a  great  deal  about  the  work 
you're  doing  here.  He  says  that  they 
picked  you  out  of  many  secretaries 
to  take  this  job." 

Surprised,  she  realized  she  had  won 
a  point  she  hadn't  thought  about  at 
all — they  respected  her  for  her  job. 
Her  heart  went  out  to  Frank  for  hav- 
ing known  what  to  say  to  make  them 
like  her.  But  something  else  was 
wrong,  and  she  didn't  know  what  it 
was.  Nothing  they  said,  nothing  in 
the  way  they  looked  at  her  told  her 
so;  it  was  more  subtle  than  that — a 
withdrawal  from  her. 

When  they  had  driven  the  Webers 
downtown  and  were  alone  in  the  car, 
she  turned  to  Frank. 

"What  was  it?"  she  asked.  "What  did 
I  do?     What  did  I  say?" 

"That's  what  I  mean,"  he  answered, 
" — the  hurts  that  you  can't  possibly 
anticipate.      It    was    nothing   you   said 
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For  4  generations  Doctors  have  recom- 
mended StorkCastile.  It's  made  especially 
to  take  better  care  of 
baby's  delicate  skin. 

—the  only  real 
Castile  enriched 
with  Lanolin. 

MOTHER!  Baby 

YOUR  skin 
with  Stork 
Castile,  too, 

best  soap  for  baby — best  soap  for 


MATERNITY  DRESSES  *:?o':>  I 

"  Smart,    youthful    styles    for    Morning,    -fJ***    I 

II  Street,    or    Afternoon    at    low    budget  wATAlOfi  I 
A,rf.»r.:»<>i    I  prices.    Charming   fashions    with    con-   ^■■■m^J 
Aovanco    i  ceallng     lines    for    the    mother-to-be. 
Styles    I  Also  Maternity  Corsets  &  Llnererie. 
_____^JcRAWF^RD'S,Dci>(.Z.759  8aIt.Ave.,Kansa5City,Mo. 


QUICK  RELIEF 


FOR 


SUMMER 
TEETHING 


EXPERIENCED  Mothers  know 
that  summer  teething  must  not 
be  trifled  with — that  summer  up- 
sets due  to  teething  may  seriously 
interfere  with  Baby's  progress. 

Relieve  your  Baby's  teething 
pains  this  summer  by  rubbing  on 
Dr.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion — the 
actual  prescription  of  a  famous 
Baby  Specialist.  It  is  effective  and 
economical,  and  has  been  used 
and  recommended  by  millions  of 
Mothers.   Your  druggist   has  it. 


DR.  HAND'S 

TEETHING  lOTION 

Just  rub  it  on  the  gums 
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CMUIGMIF? 

Get 

Relief! 

BLUE-JAY 

Corn  Plasters  with  NUPERCAINC* 

Give  YOU  GRBATER  RELIBF! 


Have  carefree  feet 
again.  Blue- Jay's  soft 
Dura-feltpad  instantly 
stops  shoe  pressure 
pain.  Then  wonderful 
Nupercaine,  exclusive 
with  Blue-Jay,  curbs 
irritating  surface  pain. 
Gentle  medication 
loosens  hard  "core" — 
you  just  lift  it  out  in  a 
few  days  !  And  Blue- 
Jays  are  streamlined, 
flesh-colored,  non-slip. 
Ask  today  for  Blue- 
Jay  .  .  . 

"America's  Largest 
Selling  Corn  Plaster" 

FREE — One  complete 
treatment.  Write  Dept. 
B-48. 

•Beg.  U.  S:  Pat.  Off.  Cfba's 
Brand  of  Dibucaine 


BLUE 
JAY 


BAUER  &  BLACK. 


Division  of  The  Kendall  Company 
Chicago  16 


Before  and  After 

DO  IT  AT  HOME  IN  1  SHORT  WEEKS! 

These    are   actual  I 

[  photographs   of   Diana  I 

Parker    of    New    York  i 

ielore   and   after   tak-  ' 

ing   the    famous    John  f. 

Robert    Powers    Home  i'.  , 

Course,     under     thep'! 

supcrrision    of    lovely  f 

Grace   Eden.    You   too  I 

can  acquire  the  poise, 

charm,    and   self-confl- 

dence     of     a     Powers  1 

Model    through    figure  ' 
control,    make-up,    hair   styling — in   only   7   weeks. 

Edenlzed  Powers  Girl  training  shows  you  how  to  make 
the  best  of  yourself!  Your  friends  will  be  amazed.  Write 
today  for  "The  Powers  Way".    It's  free. 

John    Robert    Powers    Home   Course 

247  Park  Avenue,  Suite  HI087,   New  York   17,  New  York 


FREE 
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CATALOG  of 

Hollywood  Styles 

Big,  new  Hollywood  Fashion  Catalog 
^%    of  screen  styles  in  dresses,  slacks, 
''-    suits,  blouses,  jackets  •  Gift  ideat, 
housewares,  men's  wear,  too! 

Send  one  dime  (no  stamps)  to  cover 
mailing  and  handling  charges. 

BtTTY  CO-ID  of  HOUYWOOD.  Depi.  p-91 

6402  Holfywood  Blvd.,  Hollywood  28.  Colif. 

■ITTY  CO-ID  OF  HOLLYWOOD,  Dept.    F-9)  | 

6402  Hollywood  Blvd.,  Hollywood  28,  Calif.  | 

Plcai*  ftnd  catolog.  I  •ncloae  «  dim*.  ■ 
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I 
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or  did — but  you  wore  make-up,  and 
nail  polish." 

"Not  much  make-up,"  she  protested. 

"Still,  they  saw  it.    And  your  hair — " 

"It's  naturally  curly!" 

Frank  grinned.  "I  know.  But 
Mother  expected  it  to  be  long,  in  a 
pug." 

She  groaned,  a  mock  groan,  but  her 
eyes  smarted  with  real  tears.  "Go  on. 
What  else?" 

"Well — your  dress.  The  sleeves  are 
short,  so  your  arms  are  bare  above  the 
elbow.  The  skirt  is  short  and  your 
heels  are  high — " 

"But,  Frank,  I  can't—" 

"That's  what  I  mean,"  he  said  again. 
"I  don't  expect  you  to  dress  like 
Mother.  I  don't  want  you  to.  But 
she'd  never  feel  easy  if  you  didn't. 
Do  you  see  now?" 

She  saw.  Short  sleeves,  a  hair-do — 
petty  things.  Hypocrite  or  not,  she'd 
wear  sackcloth  if  she  could  be  with 
Frank.  But  there  would  be  other  is- 
sues, more  important  than  clothes. 

"But  what  can  we  do?"  she  asked 
miserably.  "There  must  be  some 
way  .  .  ." 

THERE  was.  They  discovered  it  that 
afternoon,  although  at  first  neither  of 
them  wanted  to  admit  it.  They  were 
coming  back  into  town,  passing  the 
outskirts,  when  Frank  suddenly  put 
on  the  brakes,  stopped  to  peer  at  a 
tiny  house  set  well  back  behind  a  wide 
lawn. 

"The  Prior  place,"  he  said.  "They 
told  me  they  were  moving,  and  it  looks 
as  though  they  have.  Place  must  be 
for  rent." 

"Could  I  afford  it?"  she  asked. 

He  answered  carelessly,  "Oh,  it's 
cheap  enough — too  small  for  most 
people,  needs  fixing  up." 

"It  might  be  nice,"  she  said  slowly. 
"I've  been  wanting  to  get  out  of  the 
boardinghouse.  And  it  would  be — 
nicer — when  you  come  to  see  me — " 

"Elaine."  She  refused  to  meet  his 
eyes.  He  started  the  car,  drove  on. 
"You  mean,"  he  said  drily,  "we  could 
be  married  without  telling  anyone 
about  it.  You  could  keep  your  job 
as  an  excuse  for  staying  in  town,  and 
I  could  come  to  see  you  as  I  have 
been  doing — only  I  expect  I'd  be  stay- 
ing longer.    Is  that  it?" 

She  felt  weak,  choked;  her  heart  was 
hammering  in  her  throat.  "It  might 
do — for  a  while.  We  could  hope  that 
someday  we  could  be  together  openly. 
It's  an  idea,  anyway." 

"A  poor  one.  A  secret  marriage  is 
no  better  than  an  affair,  and  you 
know  it.    Forget  it." 

But  neither  one  of  them  forgot 
about  it.  The  little  house  was  there, 
vacant,  more  tempting  with  every 
passing  day. 

"Anything's  better  than  this,"  Elaine 
insisted.  "We  can't  go  on  having  dates 
for  ever.  Dates  were  all  right  in  high 
school — but  I'm  grown  up,  and  I  love 
you,  and  I  want  you." 

He  groaned,  shook  her,  his  arms  so 
hard  around  her  that  they  hurt.  "I 
want  you,  you  idiot!  But  I  want  you 
all  of  the  time,  in  my  house,  fixing  my 
breakfast,  entertaining  our  guests.  I 
don't  want  to  sneak  in  the  back  door 
after  dark,  crawling  behind  the  lilac 
hedge. 

"You  can  come  to  dinner  on  Sunday, 
as  Mother's  asked,"  he  went  on.  "I 
don't  know  .  .  .  maybe  ...  it  might  be 
better  than  we  think  .  .  ." 

Sunday  dinner  at  the  Webers'.  Elaine 
thought  she  went  prepared,  both  in 
her  person  and  for  what  she  might  have 
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If  summer  means  agony  to  you' 

—  if  pollen-laden  breezes  aggra- 
vate your  bronchial  asthma- 
take  a  new  lease  on  life  with  Dr. 
R.  Schiffmann's  AsTHMADOR. 
Just  ignite  ASTHMADOR  powder 
or  an  AsTHMADor  cigarette,  arid 
let  those  pleasant,  aromatic 
fiunes  peneuate  congested  pas- 
sages. Notice  how  they  help 
make  breaching  easier,  aid  in  re- 
ducing the  severity  of  your  par- 
oxysm. Enjoy  summer  vacations 

—  you  can  get  Asthmador  any- 
where —  take  k  everywhere.  No 
costly  sprays  to  buy,  nothing  to 
take  internally.  No  wonder 
Asthmatics  have  made  ASTU- 
MAOOR  the  leading  inhalant 
treatment!  Sold  under  a  money- 
back  guarantee.  You  can't  lose  — 
and  you've  a  lot  of  welcome 
relief  to  gaiot 
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Hand  Processed  Christmas  assortment, 
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iName-Imprinted  Christmas  cards.  Send  name 
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OBTAIN  MOV^    DESIRES 

Prloejess  Secrets  of  Success.  Happiness.  Personality. 
Wealth  and  Health  revealedl  Revolutionize  your  Lifel 

FREE  BOOKLET,  entitled,  "An  Amazing  Secret", 
24  paces,  sent  to  you  upon  request.  No  obllnUon. 
FATV  CO..  618  South  Western.  DT  87.    IXN  AnRelec 
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Sell  Leader  21-card  $1  boi.  make  up  to 
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mas and  Everyday  Boxes,  Name  imprinted 
cards  and  stationery.  25  Top  Moneymakers. 
NO  EXPERIENCE  OR  MONEY  NEEDED 
TO   START.     SAMPLES  ON  APPROVAL. 
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YOD,  TOO,  CAN  HAVE 
A  BEAUTIFUL  NOSE! 

Nobody  today  need  go  through 
Hie  with  the  handicap  of  a 
badly  shaped  nose,  dis&gured 
ieatures  or  blemishes.  Get  youi 
copy  oj  -YOUR  NEW  FACE  IS 
YOUR  FORTUNE".  See  how 
Plastic  Surgery  quickly,  easily 
reshapes  ugly  noses,  sets  back 
protruding  ears.  Learn  how 
SCIENCE  "takes  years  ofi"  the  prematurely- 
aged  face,  corrects  scrawny  necks,  double  chins, 
excessive  wrinkles,  scars,  birthmarks,  etc."YOUB 
NEW  FACE  IS  YOUR  FORTUNE",  written  by  a 
famous  plastic  surgeon,  will  be  sent  post-paid 
in  a  private  wrapper,  for  only  2Sc.  Address) 
■jBninKT9\"*ANKLiN  HOUSE,  Publishers 
l&u!L&UlUiy629  0rexelBldg.,  Phlla.,  Pa.  Oept.  4-F 


to  face.  She  wore  her  hair  in  a  roll 
at  the  nape  of  her  neck,  a  long-sleeved 
blouse,  a  jumper  with  the  longest  skirt 
of  any  dress  she  owned.  Low  heels, 
no  make-up,  no  nail  polish. 

She  had  known  that  the  farm  was 
substantial,  but  she  gasped  when  she 
saw  the  big  house,  half  stone,  half 
frame,  with  a  wing  added  here  and 
there  over  a  period  of  nearly  a  cen- 
tury. And  the  barn,  still  larger,  the 
other  out-buildings. 

She  waved  her  hand.  "And  you 
were  going  to  leave  all  this — for  me?" 

"I'll  still  leave  it  for  you.  There—" 
he  pointed  to  a  grove  some  yards  from 
the  house,  " — was  another  half-baked 
idea  I  had.  A  separate  house  for  us,  in 
the  grove.  But  I'm  afraid  that  Mother 
and  Dad  would  never  understand  the 
extravagance  of  a  new  house  with  all 
the  room  in  theirs.  And  they'd  hold  it 
against  you  as  the  instigator." 

The  interior  of  the  house  appalled 
her.  It  was  like  a  mortuary.  She 
knew  better  than  to  expect  a  radio, 
but  neither  were  there  pictures  nor 
magazines  nor  books.  No — there  were 
three  books  on  the  parlor  table:  the 
Bible,  a  book  of  religious  poetry,  a 
book  of  daily  sermons.  And  a  maga- 
zine  entitled    "Follower's   Guide." 

Father  Weber  asked  the  blessing  be- 
fore dinner,  asked  special  blessing  "for 
the  stranger  in  our  midst  from  that 
wicked  city  of  New  York."  Elaine 
flinched  at  the  phrase,  and  knew  that 
as  sincerely  as  he  asked  that  she  be 
blessed.  Father  Weber  believed  New 
York  to  be  a  wicked  city. 

FOLLOWERS  ate  lavishly,  at  least. 
There  was  a  roast,  and  sausages,  and 
meatballs.  Thick  gravy  and  thin, 
mashed  and  sweet  potatoes,  three 
vegetables,  four  slaws — and  Mother 
Weber  looked  hurt  if  a  single  dish  was 
refused.  Conversation  was  as  heavy  as 
the  meal — who  had  been  at  church  that 
morning,  and  who  had  not;  who  was 
sick  on  the  surrounding  farms  and 
who  was  not. 

After  dinner  Father  Weber  excused 
himself,  saying  that  he  had  a  little 
work  to  do  outside.  Elaine  sat  there, 
feeling  stuffed. 

"Could  we  take  a  walk?"  she  asked 
Frank.     "It's  so  beautiful — " 

He  seemed  not  to  hear,  and  Mother 
Weber  hastily  began  to  talk  of  some- 
thing else,  and  she  knew  that  she  had 
blundered.  When  Mother  Weber  went 
to  the  kitchen  for  a  moment,  Frank 
explained. 

"You  don't  take  walks  on  Sunday," 
he  said,  "especially  with  a  young  man. 
You  finish  up  your  work  as  fast  as  you 
can,  and  go  to  your  room  and  medi- 
tate." 

Mother  Weber  took  her  through  the 
house  after  dinner,  rather  proudly, 
tapping  a  wall  here,  a  stair  rail  there 
to  show  the  solid  construction.  Elaine 
was  relieved  to  see  that  Frank's  room 
was  a  little  brighter  than  the  others. 
And  there  were  books  on  his  big  desk 
— agricultural  textbooks  mostly,  and  a 
beautifully  illustrated,  well  known  his- 
tory by  a  distinguished  scholar.  Elaine 
reached  for  it  automatically,  as  she 
.would  have  reached  out  to  an  old 
friend.  But  before  she  could  open  the 
cover  it  was  removed  from  her  hands, 
gingerly  put  in  place  by  Mother  Weber. 

"You  don't  want  to  see  that,"  she 
said  gravely.  "A  school  friend  of 
Frank's  sent  it  to  him,  and  we  all 
started  to  read  it,  and  were  pleased 
with  it.  And  then  we  saw  a  picture 
in  the  newspaper  of  the  man  who 
wrote  it.  He  was  at  dinner — and  there 
were  wines  on  the  table  at  his  plate." 
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KEEPS  YOU  SAFE 

DURING  THE 

TRYING  DAYS 

OF  THE  MONTH 

Yes,  the  tummy-slimming 
SLIM-LINE  girdle  now 
has  a  special  model — just 
for  your  protection  during 
trying  periods  of  the 
month!  This  is  a  brand 
new  model  of  the  figure- 
shaping,  two-way  s-t-r-e- 
t-c-h  SLIM-LINE  that  so 
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NOW  YOU  CAN  HAVE  A 

MORE  ALLURING  FIGURE 

EVERY  DAY  OF  THE  MONTH 

No  more  "gadgets"  for  period  protection;  The  SLIM- 
LINE Special  gives  you  wonderful  figure  control  and 
sanitary  safety  at  the  same  time.  Remember:  the  SLIM- 
LINE is  expertly  made  of  genuine  two-way  s-t-r-e-t-c-h 
elastic.  Entire  girdle  is  "contour-shaped'^'  for  better, 
self-adjusting    fit,    more    healthful    support— the    minute 

rou  put  it  on!  4  elastic  garters.  Sturdy  material— safe 
o  wash  as  often  as  you  like.  Tearose  only.  $2.98, 
complete  with  Secret  Built-in  Safety  Pouch.  Yours  on 
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The  Slim-tine  Safety  Special 
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^TYLE-THE-MONTH    CLUB,    Dept.    RMS 
■    13  ASTOR  PLACE,  NEW  YORK  3,  N.  Y. 

I  Send  me  for  10  days'  FREE  TRIAL  a  SLIM-LINE 
Safetv  Special  Girdle  Supporter.  I  will  pay  postman 
$2.98     (plus     postage)     (Sizes $ )    with     the 

■  understanding  that  this  payment  is  only  my  evidence 
of  good  faith  and  is  not  to  be  considered  a  final 
purchase  unless  I  decide  to  keep  the  garment.  In 
10  days  I  will  either  return  SLIM-LINE  to  you  and 
I  you  will  return  my  purchase  price,  or  otherwise  my 
payment  will    be  a  full   and  final    purchase   price. 
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NEW   FIGURE   LOVELINESS 

GLAMOUR  BELT 

For  Posture  ...  For  Health 


IT    SLENDERIZES 
IMMEDIATELY 

Actually  helps  reduce  your 
waist,  hips  and  abdomen. 
Scientifically  designed  to 
support  your  back  and  ab 
domen.  Helps  relieve  tired- 
ness. You'll  really  fee/  like 
enjoying  life  with  your  new 
figure!  Even  your  clothes 
will  look  more  glamourous! 
Glamour  Belt  brings 
beauty  with  comfort  and 
"freshened-up"  feeling 
binding,  no  riding  up 
down. 

It's  soft',  sturdy,  lightweight 
(weighs  less  than  8  ounces), 
easily  laundered,  easily 
worn. 

You'll  love  the  way 
Glamour  Belt  slenderizes 


you  j^ 
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Order  your  Glamour 
Belt  now  for  an  in- 
stantly new,  improved 
figure.  Satisfaction  or 
your  money  bacj<. 


$050 


'2 


each 


USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 


INTERSTATE  STORES  CO.,  Inc..  Dept.  17 
Owensboro,  Ky. 

Please  send  tne Glamour  Belts  at  S2.50  eaotl. 

My  waist  measure  is My  hip  measure  is__ 

(check  one)  Cash  Q      Money  Order  D     Check  Q     C.O.D.  D 

Name 

Address 

City 


_Stale_ 


We  pay  postage  it  remittance  is  enclosed,  no  C.O.D. 's  outside  U.S.A. 
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•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tmt  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 
est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  It — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands — Brownatone  is 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  Is  a  purely  vege- 
table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  in.  One  application 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 
pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  of  your  hair.  75c 
and  $1.75  at  druggists.  Get  BKOWNATONE  now,  or 

Write    for    FREE    TEST    BOTTLE 

Mention  natural  color  of  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today— BROWNATONE,    Dept.    288,    COVINGTON,    KY. 


GOT  A  BOIL? 

HERE'S  HOW  TO  GET  RELIEF 

Apply  a  ready-to-use 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poultice 
comfortably  hot.  Almost  at 
once  you'll  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  help- 
ing to  relieve  the  pain  and 
soreness.  You'll  see  how  it 
helps  bring  the  boil  to  a 
head.  The  moist  heat  of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  works  for 
several  hours  bringing 
soothing  relief.  Feels  good 
— does  good. 


GET  A  TUBE  OR  CAN 
FROM  YOUR 
DRUGGIST, 


f  ex  BOILS - 


Antiphlogistine 


Make.    Mone,y  H///h 
CHRISTMAS    CARDS 


Give  biggrer  value  —  make  bigger  profits.! 
Sell  PersoDal  Christmas  Cards  with  namef 
60  for  $1.    New  21-card  "Dollar  King  ' 

Assortment.  Amazing  seller.  Also  Reli- 
gious Assortment,  Gift  Wrappings, 
Everyday  Cards.  No  experience  needed.  J 
Samples  sent  on  approval.  Write  today, 

Chas.C.SchwerCoMlTI  ElmSt.,Dept.E-2,Westfield,Mass. 


AMAZING  NEW 
K?rsr/e    RADIO! 

SMALL   AS   A    PACK   OF 
CIGARETTESI 

Weighs  only  a  few  ounces — ^Beau- 
tiful black  chrome  plastic  case. 
Uses  new  crystal  diode.  Hi-Q- 
slide  dial.  No  tubes,  batteries 
or  electric  "plug- ins"  required! 
Receives      local      broadcasts      and 

GUARANTEED  TO  PLAY 

when  used  according  to  instructions  sent 
with  each  radio!  You  can  use  it  at  home. 
In  many  offices,  hotels,  cabins,  in  bed, 
etc.— lots  of  fun— real  entertainmenti 
CCUn  Aiil  V  CI  nn  (cash,  money  order,  check)  and 
dCNU  UNLT  i>1iUU  pay  postman  $2.99  plus  de- 
livery fees  on  arrival  or  send  $3.99  for  postpaid 
delivery.  Complete  as  shown  ready  to  play  with  self- 
contained  personal  phone.  For  grifts— children  will  love 
it— groviTjups  tool  An  exceptional  value — order  yours 
and  enjoy  the  many  pood  radio  programs  comincl  Don't 
be  without  your  Pa-Kette  Radio  another  day!  (All  for- 
eign orders  $5.00  U.  S.  Cash,) 
Pa-Kette  Electric  Company,  Dept.  IVIFW-8,  Kearney,  Nebr, 


^^^FOOTRELliF 

Protects  Feet  and  Toes  Wherever  Shoes  Painfully 
Rub  or  Pinch.  Helps  Prevent  "Breaking -In"  Torture 


R 
M 
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For  quick  relief  from  corns,  sore  toes,  callouses,  bunioas, 
chafed  heels,  tender  spots  and  instep  ridges — use  Dr.  Scholl's 
Kurotex.  This  downy-soft,  soothing,  cushioning,  protective, 
flesh  color  foot  plaster  instantly  stops  tormenting  shoe  fric- 
tion; lifts  painful  pressure.  Helps  prevent  blisters  and  "break- 

ing-in"  discomfort  of  new  or  tight  shoes.  

Cut  Dr.  Scholl's  Kurotex  to  any  shape  or  size  and  apply  it.  Does  not  come  off  in  the 
bath.  This  superior  type  of  moleskin  is  also  splendid  for  preventing  blisters  on  hands 
of  Golfers,  Tennis  and  Baseball  players.  Economical!  At  Drug,  Shoe,  Department 
and  lOji  Stores.  FREE  sample— write  Dr.  Scholl's,  Inc.,  Dept.  K,  Chicago. 


faii/y  tut  to 
any  size  or 
shape 


Or  5c^o//s  KUROTEX 


Elaine  was  sick,  more  shocked  than 
she  could  ever  shock  Mother  Weber. 
There  would  never  be  common  groimd 
between  the  Webers  and  her. 

"Why  don't  they  throw  it  out?"  she 
asked  Frank  bitterly,  when  they  were 
driving  away  from  the  house. 

He  didn't  reproach  her.  It  hurt  to 
see  his  rueful,  patient,  understanding 
smile.  "Good  money  was  paid  for  it. 
And  it's  wrong  to  destroy  things." 

"But  we're  destroyed,"  she  thought. 

He  turned  the  car  into  the  hills, 
stopped  on  a  promontory  that  over- 
looked the  valley,  exquisitely  peaceful 
under  the  low  sun.  He  said,  "Well — " 
awkwardly,  and  she  said  nothing. 
There  was  nothing  to  say.  He  turned 
on  the  radio;  she  was  aware  of  music, 
voices — without     hearing     any     of    it. 

"There's  still  the  house  on  the  edge 
of  town,"  she  said. 

"Do  you  want  it?"  A  leaden  ques- 
tion. 

SHE  didn't,  now  that  she  faced  it 
squarely.  It  was  sordid.  But  it  was 
the  only  thing  left.  And  they  loved 
each  other. 

It  was  then  that  the  third  voice 
spoke,  the  understanding  voice,  as 
clear  as  if  the  speaker  had  been  with 
them  ... 

In  truth  we  might  have  known  it 

from  the  start, 
This  path  would  have  its  turnings; 

there  would  be 
No  real  alternative  for  you  and  me. 
Fashioned  of  honest  earth,  except 

to  part. 
Whether   the   blow   were   mine   to 

deal,  or  whether 
Yours   the   swift   blade   by   which 

this  bond  were  sundered, 
The    hearts    must    bleed,    because 

the  feet  have  blundered 
Into  a  way  we  may  not  walk  to- 
gether. 
For  it  were  surely  treachery  most 

base 
To  risk  the  sullying  of  so  proud  a 

shield; 
To  chance  a  single  stain  upon  the 

face 
Of  what  we  bear  in  honor  from  the 

field. 
Worthy     to     keep     untarnished 

through  the  years. 
Though    polished    daily    by    what 

meed  of  tears! 
So  I  shall  nevermore  behold  your 

face. 
Nor     look    for     heaven    at    your 

fingertips. 
And   all  my   ordered  goings  shall 

attest 
How  I  have  set  mine  honor  in  its 

place — = 
Albeit   by   the   wormwood   on  my 

lips, 
Albeit  by  the  ashes  in  my  breast! 

Then  the  announcer's  voice,  saying 
heartily,  "Thank  you  .  .  ." 

"Thank  you,"  Elaine  echoed  silently. 
At  least,  the  voice  had  spared  them 
their  saying  it  to  each  other.  The 
voice  had  spoken  for  both  of  them. 

She  never  remembered  what  they 
talked  about  on  the  way  home — if 
they  talked  about  anything.  Their 
parting  was  different  from  the  other 
partings — no  clinging  together  now,  in 
the  summer,  dusk.  It  was  hurried,  al- 
most awkward,  as  if,  now  they  were 
set  upon  their  separate  "ordered  go- 
ings," it  was  uncomfortable  to  be  to- 
gether. 

In  the  morning  there  was  much  to 
do,  and  only  one  way  of  doing  it — to 


ASK  FOR 

STAYFAST 

SHEER  NYLON 

HAIRNET 


COLORS: 

Black  Auburn 

Dk.  Brews        Blonde 
Med.   Brown     Grey 
Lt.  Brew*        White 
lavender 


AT  CHAIN. 

DRUG  AND 

DEPARTMENT 

STORES 


The  STAYFAST  Sheer 
Nylon  Hair  Net  is  exquisite, 
fine  and  definitely  low-pricedl 
Only  5c  each.  To  keep  your 
coiffure  always  smooth  and 
chic,  ask  tor  the  STAYFAST 
Sheer  Nylon  Hair  Net  at 
your  chain,  drug  and  depart- 
ment stores,  or  order  direct 
5  for  25e  from 


HYMAN    &    HYMAN    Bto-ty    Fro:;  ,^t.     Inc. 
10   East   49th   Str.t  New   tork      7 


YOU  MAKE  $25  FOR 

SELLING  FIFTY  $1.00  BOXES 

50  beautiful  ftssorted  ChrutmaB  cards  seiJ  for 
only  Sl.OO  your  prwfit  50c.  Write  today  for  free 
Bamplee  SO  and  25  for  31. CJ  and  other  boxes 


WRITE 
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ON 
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Dept.   U-4.  White  Plains.   W.  Y. 


evcR-Tei 


BcoDORnnr 


Dancing,  walking,  working,  playing  ,  . 
there's  no  better  way  to  freah  Bweet 
linderarm  daintineM  than  NEVER  TEL. 
NE VER-TEL.Box  M.  KansawCity  6.  Mo. 


PICTURE 
RIHG  $1. 

EXQUISITE  PICTDRE  BING-tiiade  from  any         ^ 
Bhoto.  SEND  NO  MONEVI  Mail  Dhoto  mtbpBPer  rt 
lor  rins  siie.  Pay  Dostnmn  ONLY  $1.00  plus  postal 
Band  Unted  26  cents  oitnt.   Photo  retoiped  vrith  nng, 
Money  bock  smunntae.  Sond  photo  and  rin«  size  NOW. 
Picture  Ring  Co..  Dept.   P-31.  Cincinnati  2,  0. 

Sell  CHILTON 
Christmas  Cords 

Make  BIG 


MONEYi 


21  Card 

Prize 


CHRISTMAS 
.      BOX 


Show  friends . . .  neigrh- 

bora  these  sensational 

bargain  Christmas  Cards. 

Everyone  wants  .  .  .  buys. 

Just  show  samples  — take  orders  —  no  risk.   Come 

In  beautifal  new  desigrtis — rich  colors — fine  papers. 

17  Smart  Popular  Assortments 

,  AMAZING  LINE  all  fast  sellers.  21 -card  "Prize" 

I  ChristmaB  Cards,  Religions,  FMneArts.Homoroos, 

'  Everyday,  Gift  Wraps,  retail  $1.00.  Get  "Prize'' 

Christmas  assortment  on  approval.  Write  today! 

1  CHILTON  GREETINGS  CO.,  Dept.  23-0, 

147  ESSEX  STREET    •    BOSTON,  MASSe 


Samples 


NOW    IT'S    FUN    TO 

deduce 


And  you  can  do  It  easily',  qulcttly,  safely.  Whether  you 
are  overweight,  or  want  to  rid  yourself  of  overly  large 
hips,  heavy  thighs,  legs  or  ankles.  Sylvia  of  Hollywood 
gets  right  to  the  root  of  your  figure  faults  In  her  amaz- 
ing book.  "No  More  Alibis"! 

By  following  Sylvia's  method,  you  can  mdld  your  figure 
Into  alluring,  graceful  proportions,  look  years  younger 
—and  without  th,e  use  of  starvation  diets,  harmful 
drugs,  or  appliances.  You  may.  perhaps,  challenge  the 
beauty  of  the  loveliest  movie  star!  Because  Sylvia  ol 
Hollywood  names  names — in  her  book  "No  More  Alibis' 
— tells  you  how  she  reduced  this  star's  legs — how  she 
reduced  that  star's  waistline — how  she  helped  another 
star  to  achieve  a  beautiful  figure!  Send  only  50c  tor 
your  copy  of  "No  More  Alibis"— TODAY 

BARTHOLOMEW  HOUSE,  INC..  Dept.  RM-847 
205  Eost  42nd  Street  New  York,  N.   Y. 


leave  her  emotions  tied  in  the  hard 
knot  that  had  taken  the  place  of  her 
heart,  to  act  without  thinking.  She 
told  Mr.  Gail  that  she  was  quitting  the 
office,  going  back  to  New  York  .  .  .  told 
him  with  such  a  set,  forbidding  face 
that  his  request  that  she  remain  to 
break  in  a  new  girl  died  on  his  lips. 
The  office  was  established,  running 
smoothly;  there  were  plenty  of  girls. 
She  stopped  at  the  railroad  station, 
bought  a  ticket  to  New  York.  She 
went  back  to  the  boarding  house, 
packed,  keeping  her  hands  moving, 
shutting  out  thought. 

This  was  the  jumper  she'd  worn  yes- 
terday— don't  think  about  it.  This  was 
the  hat  she'd  worn  the  first  night  he'd 
taken  her  to  dinner  with  Mr.  Gail — 
don't  think  about  it.  Pay  no  atten- 
tion to  the  car  stopping  outside  the 
house.  It  sounds  like  his,  but  it  can't 
be  his.  He  knows  you're  doing  the 
only  thing  you  can  do.  Those  steps  on 
the  stairs  aren't  his,  either.  Nor  is  the 
landlady  saying,  "It's  the  room  on  the 
right,  Mr.  Weber.  But  Mr.  Weber,  we 
don't  allow  visitors — " 

He  wasn't — he  was  inside  the  room, 
shutting  the  door  behind  him. 

"I'm  leaving,"  she  said  without  look- 
ing up.  "And  you're  not  going  with 
me.  Please,  Frank.  You  can't  live 
anywhere  else,  and  I  can't  live  there." 

"Elaine,  listen — I  had  it  out  with 
Mother  and  Dad  last  night.  I  told 
them  we  wanted  to  be  married,  and 
that  we  wanted  a  place  of  our  own. 
And  they  said  they'd  give  me  title  to 
the  land  by  the  grove.  It  won't  be 
easy — but  oh,  Elaine,  will  you  try?" 

ELAINE  didn't  return  to  her  job. 
There  was  too  much  to  do,  to  plan, 
to  buy.  In  her  spare  hours  she  com- 
mandeered the  landlady's  kitchen  to 
learn  cooking  and  canning — things  she 
would  have  to  know.  She  spoiled — 
and  finally  triumphed  over — cucumber 
pickles,  cherry  conserve,  grape  jelly. 
Her  masterpiece  was  a  green  tomato 
pickle,  and  she  gave  Frank  two  jars 
to  take  to  his  mother.  He  thanJced 
her  in  an  odd  voice,  and  kissed  her, 
very  tenderly. 

She  didn't  expect  the  pickles  to  make 
peace,  but  she  was  curious  about  Mrs. 
Weber's  reaction.  When  a  week  passed 
and  Frank  said  nothing,  she  asked 
him  about  it. 

He  hesitated.  Then  he  said,  "Mother 
hasn't  seen  the  pickles.  She  hasn't 
been  home  for  a  month." 

"Hasn't  been  home — "  She  was 
stunned. 

"She's  with  her  sister,  up  in  River- 
ville.  Don't  worry,  sweetheart — she'll 
come  back.  Even  Mother  has  to  show 
her  temper  once  in  a  while.  She'll  get 
over  it." 

She  would  have  liked  to  believe  him. 
But  after  he'd  gone,  the  more  she 
thought  about  it,  the  more  terrible  it 
seemed.  Not  only  had  she  come  be- 
tween Frank  and  his  family,  she  had 
separated  Mother  and  Father  Weber. 
And  Frank  had  kept  it  from  her,  trying 
to  protect  her  .  .  .  how  many  more  times 
would  he  have  to  do  this  very  thing, 
would  he  be  torn  between  his  parents 
and  her? 

She  tried  to  call  him  the  next 
morning,  but  there  was  no  answer.  Of 
course — both  he  and  his  father  would 
be  working  outside..  She  borrowed  her 
landlady's  car  and  drove  to  the  farm. 
She  had  no  very  clear  idea  of  what 
she  was  going  to  do,  but  she  knew 
that  something  had  to  be  done. 

As  she  turned  into  the  yard,  the 
main  house  was  as  silent,  as  empty,  as 


ivhew  voo* 
STOMACH 


"WUi 


An  upset  stomach  needs  gentle  treat- 
ment. Don't  aggravate  it  with  over- 
doses of  antacids  or  drastic  purges! 
Take  soothing  PEPTO-BISMOL. 

Pepto-Bismol   isn't   an   antacid  — 

is  not  a  laxative— doesn't  constipate.  It  works 
in  a  different  way  to  help  relieve  stomach  up- 
sets caused  by  over-indulgence,  change  of  diet, 
nervous,  hasty  eating,  or  bad  combinations 
of  food.  Get  a  bottle  today!  At  all  druggists. 

BPepto-^ 


A  NORWICH  PRODUCT  cNorwichj 


*I.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 

STAMMER? 

Thl3  new  128-page  book,  "Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction,"  describes  the  Bogue  Unit  Metbod 
for  sclentlflc  correction  of  stammerloK  and  stut- 
terint; — successful  for  46  years.  BenJ.  N.  Bogue 
Dept.  1198.  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4,  Ind. 


BeYourOwnMUSICTeacher 

LEARN  AT  HOME  THIS   QUICK  MONET-SAVING   WAT 

Simple  as  A-B-C.  Your  lessons  consist  of  real  selections,  in- 
stead of  tiresome  exercises.  You  read  real  notes— no 
♦'numbers"  or  trick  music.  Some  of  our  850.000  students 
are  band  LEADERS.  Everything  Is  in  print  and  pictures. 
First  you  are  told  what  to  do.  Then  a  picture  shows  you 
how..  Soon  you  are  playing  popular  music. 
Mail  coupon  for  our  illustrated  Free  Book 
and  Print  and  Picture  Sample.  Mention 
your  favorite  instrument.  O.  S.  School  of 
Music,  3068  Brunswick  BIdg.,  N.Y.  10,  N.Y. 


FREE 
BOOKLET 


U.  S.  Schoot  of  Music.  3068  Brunswick  BIdg.,  N.Y.  lO,  N.Y. 

Please  send  me  Free  Booklet  and  Print  and  Picture  Sample. 
I  would  like  to  play  (Name  instrument). 

Have  you 
Instrument Instrument? 


(Please  Print) 
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Not  your  looks — but  your  old 
fashioned  deodorant!  Modern  5 
DAY  Under  Arm  Pads  stop  under- 
arm odor  and  perspiration  better, 
quicker,  longer—!  to  7  days, 
depending  on  you  and  the  weather. 
Successor  to  creams  and  liquids 
— just  lotionized  pads,  gentle, 
safe,  handy.  Dab  under  arms  with 
a   pad,  then   throw   it  away. 

5VAy 

UNDER  ARM  PADS 
29c,  55c 

Aho  $1  economy  t/za 

TIRED  EYES  THRILL  TO 

SALE  EYE-GENE 

Relieved  in  SECONDS! 

Wonderful  EYE-GENE!  Just 
two  drops  in  your  eyes  that  are 
tired  or  irritated  from  wind, 
glare,  overwork,  lack  of  sleep 
or  smoke — will  relieve,  rest, 
refresh,  dear  them  in  seconds. 
Use  it  every  day.  EYE-GENE 
is  positively  harmless.  20(i,  60>i, 
and  $1  in  handy  eye-dropper 
bottles  at  ^^i  oi^i/Brj^. 
Druggists  /?*Ouorameedby^ 
everywhere.  Uiood  Housekeeping  i 
Insist  on  ^tSummas:^^ 
EYE-GENE!        


Weary,  irritated 
one  minute . . 


Relieved,  rested, 
cleared  the  next! 
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Show  6  NEW  SERIES  of  Name- 
Imprinted  Christmas  Cards,  low 
as  60  for  $1.00.  Exclusive  designs, 
big  values!  Your  friends,  neighbors 
orderquiclilyfrom  FREE  samples 
we  send  you.  Big  cash  profits  easy. 

17  SMART  ASSORTMENTS 
Add  to  earnings  with  beautiful,  "Aetists'  Awabd" 
Christmas  and  Everyday  Assortments.  Pay  you  fine 
profits.  Exclusive  variety  offers  21 
Feature**  Christmas  Assortment, 
famous  Matched  Christmas  and 
Everyday  Gift  Wrap  Ensembles, 
Holiday  Notes,  Religious,Everyday, 
Humorous,  10  other  money-makers. 

Write  Dept.M-l9today  for  Samples 


ADCS  ART   STUDIOS   mc. 

1225  Clifford  Avenue,  Rochester  5,  New  York 


ever.  Neither  Frank  nor  Mr.  Weber 
were  anywhere  in  sight.  She  hesitated 
a  moment.  Perhaps  she  could  still  go 
away — settle  things  that  way.  Go, 
without  seeing  Frank  again,  for  she 
knew  that  she  couldn't  bear  another 
parting.  The  Webers  needed  more  help 
on  the  land — they  could  rent  the  house 
to  tenants,  couldn't  they?  She  looked 
toward  the  grove  and  saw — it  couldn't 
be,  but  it  was — a  square  figure,  long 
skirts  whipping  about  sturdy  ankles, 
gesturing  with  the  hat  that  was  just 
a  hat,  directing  the  carpenters. 

Elaine  went  forward  as  if  drawn  by 
wires.  Mother  Weber  turned;  her 
voice  rose  wrathfuUy. 

"What  kind  of  house  is  this,  I  ask 
you?  Where  is  the  furnace?  Where 
are  the  pipes?  Are  you  going  to  have 
coal  stoves  like  us  old  folks?  Where 
is  the  root  cellar?" 

Elaine  wanted  to  turn  and  run. 
Never,  since  she  had  been  caught  cari- 
caturing her  teacher  in  second  grade, 
had  she  known  such  pahic.  Then  she 
was  saying  firmly,  "There  isn't  any 
furnace,  and  there  are  no  pipes.  It's 
a  new  kind  of  heating  system.  The 
warm  air  circulates  under  the  floor. 
Our  company  insured  several  experi- 
mental houses  like  this  before  the  war, 
and  they've  proved  very  satisfactory — " 

"Under  the  floors!"  Mother  Weber 
snorted.  "In  a  country  like  this?  Do 
you  know  our  winters — " 

"Let  me  show  you."  She  started 
into  the  house — and  Mrs.  Weber  fol- 
lowed. Mrs.  Weber  listened  while 
Elaine  explained  the  serpentine  circuit 
of  air  under  the  room,  the  auxiliary 
forced-air  system  for  ventilation  and 
mild-weather  heating. 

"It  will  never  work,"  she  insisted, 
but  the  ring  of  conviction  was  gone. 
And  she  was  looking  at  Elaine — well, 
much  as  Father  Weber  had  looked  at 
her  that  first  day  they'd  met,  when 
he'd  talked  about  her  job.  With 
respect. 

And  suddenly  Elaine  knew  that  that 
was  key  to  everything.  Not  in  paying 
lip-service  to  the  Weber  ways,  not  in 
trying  to  make  herself  over  to  please 
them.  But  in  mutual  respect — there 
they    had    a    beginning.      After    that 


would  come  honest  understanding, 
honest  liking.  There  would  still  be 
differences  and  difficulties — but  they 
had  a  foundation  now  as  solid  as  the 
foundation  of  her  house. 

"But  the  root  cellar,"  Mother  Weber 
protested.    "Where  is  it?" 

"I'm  afraid  we  forgot — " 

"Of  course!  Two  men  and  a  city 
girl — I  But  Father  should  have  known, 
with  his  appetite  .  .  ."  She  was  bustling 
out  toward  the  kitchen.  "Look,  you 
can  add  a  back  porch,  and  the  cellar 
beneath — "  She  stopped.  She  had 
forgotten  her  manners.  "The  green 
tomato  pickles,"  she  offered  almost 
shyly,  "were  very  good." 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  Elaine 
was  perfectly,  exquisitely  happy. 

She  wanted  to  tell  someone  about 
it.  In  the  golden,  late-summer  days 
before  she  moved  into  her  new  house 
she  felt  often  the  urge  to  tell  some- 
one the  whole  story,  how  happy  she 
was,  how  narrowly  she  had  missed  the 
disaster  of  the  house  on  the  edge  of 
town.  Not  Frank — he  knew  it  all;  he 
was  as  close  to  her  as  a  second  self. 
Not  Mother  and  Father  Weber,  al- 
though she  was  beginning  to  confide  in 
them,  and  they  in  her.  Not  Mr.  Gail, 
good  friend  though  he  was.  Not — not 
ever — her  friends  back  in  New  York. 
They  might  misunderstand;  they  might 
laugh  at  the  Webers. 

Then  one  morning  she  was  listening 
to  the  radio,  to  a  program  of  poetry, 
little  human  interest  stories  about 
people,  a  little  bit  of  everything.  And 
when  the  program  was  over,  she  sat 
down  and  wrote  a  letter,  a  long  letter, 
beginning,   "Dear   Ted  Malone — " 

That's  how  we  know  Elaine  Carter. 
For  I  was  a  guest  on  a  radio  program 
that  Sunday  afternoon.  It  was  my 
voice  that  Elaine  and  Frank  heard, 
reading  the  poem  that  brought  their 
situation  to  a  crisis,  that  forced  a  de- 
cision— the  right  decision — on  them. 

That's  how  we  here  in  the  Ted 
Malone  office  know  others  like  Elaine 
— people  whose  lives  have  been  moved 
and  changed  by  a  poem,  a  word,  a  song. 
That's  why,  whenever  I  listen  to  the 
radio  and  whenever  I  go  on  the  air, 
I  wonder ,.  .  . 
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^  SENATOR  FORD 

*  HARRY  HERSHFIELD 
if  JOE  LAURIE  JR. 

Hear  what  America's  three  top  wits 
think  about  Ainerica''s  most  mirthful 
subjects  in  this  laugh-loaded, 
completely  unrehearsed  program! 

And  read  their  best  in  the  current  August  TRUE 
STORY  magazine  now  on  sole  on  the  newsstands 

EVERY  SAT.  *-  N.B.C. 

Consult  your  local  newspaper  for  time  and  station. 
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Wouldn't  you  jump  at  the  chance  of  earning 
up  to  $18,  $20  and  $25  a  week  in  spare  time? 
Well,  here  it  is— the  quick,  easy  way  to  make 
this  good  money  in  odd  hours— in  your  own 
neighborhood  —  and,  besides,  get  this  Fall's 
loveliest  dresses  for  yourself  without  a  penny 
of  cost!  Just  imagine!  You  invest  no  money! 
You  simply  take  orders  when  and  where  you 
please  for  FASHION  FROCKS  -  gorgeous 
exclusive  styles  of  exquisite  fabrics,  unbeliev- 
ably inexpensive— as  low  as  $3.98.  For  every 
sale,  you  get  paid  in  cash  on  the  spot.  And,  to 
top  it  off,  you  get  your  own  smart  Fall  dresses 
—as  a  bonus  besides  your  cash  earnings! 

No  Canvassing  —  No  Experience  Needed! 

How  can  we  make  this  wonderful  offer.'  Be- 
cause more  representatives  are  needed  right 


now  to  show  a  marvelous  added  feature  of 
FASHION  FROCKS-sensational  new  styles 
personally  designed  by  the  lovely  screen  star, 
Constance  Bennett,  "one  of  the  world's  ten 
best -dressed  women."  Miss  Bennett,  famous 
for  her  unique  style  sense,  now  designs  exclu- 
sively for  FASHION  FROCKS.  Her  Holly- 
wood-inspired creations  will  thrill  millions  of 
women.  Be  the  one  to  present  these  exciting 
dresses  to  your  friends  and  neighbors.  Remem- 
ber, they  can't  be  bought  in  stores,  so  people 
must  come  to  you  if  they  want  to  be  admired 
in  stunning  Constance  Bennett  originals. 
FASHION  FROCKS  carry  the  famous  Good 
Housekeeping  guaranty  seal.  You  can  make 
good    profits    without    previous    experience. 
Our  special  cooperation  plan  helps  you  to  ex- 
ceptional earnings  like  these:— Marie  Patton, 
111.,  earned  an  average  of  $28.84  weekly— Mrs. 
Claude  Burnett,  Ala.,  averaged  $27.10  weekly. 
No  wonder  so    many   of  our  representatives 
bless  the  day  they  mailed  the  coupon  below! 


AS  YOU  LIKE  IT 
A  wearable  gabar- 
dine classic  ihat  goes 
scraight  to  your 
heart— and  hit! 


Everything  Free  —  But  Delay  May  Be  Costly! 

Openings  have  been  going  fast  ever  since  the  first  announce- 
ment of  Constance  Bennett's  FASHION  FROCKS.  Don't  risk 
missing  out  on  this  astonishing  offer.  Decide  to  use  your  spare 
hours  to  pay  you  a  rich  reward— in  a  pleasant,  dignified  way. 
Develop  a  steady  group  of  regular  customers,  who  buy  from 
you  season  after  season.  Mail  this  coupon  now  to  reserve  valu- 
able Style  Presentation  Portfolio  sent  FREE.  No  obligation— and 
.nothing  to  pay.  Just  paste  coupon  to  postcard  and  mail  it  today. 


Desk  52039         Cincinnati  25,  Ohio 


"7HES£  LOVSLY  FASHION  FROCKS  WERE 

INSPIRED  BY  CREATIONS  I  DESIGNED  FOR 

MY  PERSONAL  WARDROBE  AT  i200  TO  $300 

EACH.  I  AM  HAPPY  TO  OFFER  THEM  AT  A 

TINY  FRACTION  OF  THOSE  PRICES 


. . .  Glamorous  star  of  stags,  screen 
and  radio,  one  of  the  world's  10 
best-dressed  women,  she  designs  ex- 
clusively for  FASHION  FROCKS. 


SOAP  'N  WATER 

FABRIC 
ihat  takes  you  places. 
Ce/ebral/ng  Our  40>h  B.rlhdoy  Thii  Year!  '"   "aditional  style. 

PASTE  THIS  COUPON  ON  POSTCARD  - 'w*^  **<»«*/ 


FASHION  FROCKS,  INC. 

Desk  52039     Cincinnati  25,  Ohio 

YES— I  am  interested  in  your  opportunity  to  make  money  i*n 
spare  time  and  get  my  own  dresses  without  a  penny  of  cost. 
Send  me  full  information,  without  obligation. 


FIRST  NIGHTER 
A  classic  black  dress 
—  demurely  charm- 
ing for  any  occasion. 
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.  State- 


Age- 


Dress  Size- 


More  people  are  smoking  CAMELS  than  ever  before 

"The  shortage  taught  me  the  big  differences 
in  cigarette  quality,"  says  Miss  Decker 

SMOKERS  everywhere  shared  your  experience  with 
cigarettes.   Miss  Decker.   They  too  smoked  many 
different  hrands  .  .  .  and  compared. 

Aird-  niilhons  found  that  experience  is  the  hest  teacher 
. . .  tiiat  for  smoking  pleasure  you  just  can't  lieat  the  rich, 
full  flavor  and  the  cool  mildness  of  Camels.  That's  why 
today  more  people  are  smoking  Camels  than  ever  before. 
But,  no  matter  how  great  the  demand: 

We  don't  tamper  with  Camel  quality.  Only  cltoice 
tobaccos,  properly  aged,  and  blended  in  the  time- 
honored  Camel  way,  are  used  in  Camels. 


y^ccor^in^  fo  a  recent 

Aktionwiefe  survey: 

More  Doctors 
SMOKE  Camels 

t/ian  any  other  cigarette 

Three  nalionally  known  independent  research  nr^aniza- 
lions  asked  113,597  doclors  to  name  the  cigarette  ihey 
smoked.  More  doctors  named  Camrl  than  nny  other  brand. 
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MRS.  GERROLD  WESTON  HART 
the  former  Shirley  Humphreys  of  New  York 
Bridal  portrait  painted 


HIGHLIGHTS  OF  THE  HART  STORY: 

Romance  began  when  Gerrold  came  to 
tea  at  the  Humphreys'  family  apartment 
in  New  York.  No  wonder  —  Shirley's 
complexion  is  really  something  to  see! 


ill- 


After  a  June  wedding  the  Harts  hon- 
eymooned in  Oklahoma  where  they 
saw  the  famous  Indian  dances,  and 
Shirley's  "little-girl"  loveliness 
nearly  stole  the  show.  P.S.  Shirley 
promises  to  stay  on  the  Camay 
Mild-Soap  Diet! 


Just  One  Cake  of  Camay 
brings  your  Skin  a  Lovelier  Look! 


Compliments  come  to  you  when  your  complexion's 
right.  And  you  can  possess  a  softer,  lovelier 
skin  with  just  one  cake  of  Camay!  Renounce 
all'careless  cleansing  and  go  on  the 
Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet!  Follow  directions  on  the 
wrapper.  Camay— jo  mild  it  cleanses  without  irritation 
—can  make  your  skin  so  much  smoother,  lovelier! 
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But  now  Fresh  brings  you  a  new  fluffier, 
creamier  deodorant  ...  to  give  you  carefree 
underarm  protection  even  on  hottest  days. 

Only  Fresh  can  give  you  this  patented 
combination  of  amazing  ingredients  in  a  new 
deodorant  that  has  never  been  made  before. 

New  Fresh  is  the  most  effective  cream  deodorant 
you  have  ever  tried  .  .  .  we  think  you'll  agree! 
Yet  dresses  are  perfectly  safe  from  rotting  .  .  . 
normal  skin  is  perfectly  safe  from  irritation. 

New  Fresh  is  delicately  perfumed,  delightful  to 
smooth  on.  No  gritty  crystals  or  annoying  hard 
particles  and  it  doesn't  dry  out  in  the  jar. 

But  don't  take  our  word  for  it— test  it.  Test 

New  Perfect  Fresh  today  against  your  present 
deodorant — see  if  it  isn't  the  most  effective — the 
most  pleasant  cream  deodorant  you  have  ever 
been  able  to  buy.  Get  your  jar  of  New  Perfect 
Fresh  now — for  carefree  underarm  protection 
even  on  hottest  days.  Available  at  all  drug  and 
toilet  goods  counters. 
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New  Perfect  Fresh  comes  to  you  at  the  same  low  pre- 
war prices . . .  IO<,  25«,  43*,  and  new  59c  economy  size. 
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Biggest  news,  of  course,  is  the 
news  we've  begun  to  tell  you 
about  in  this  issue — the  First  An- 
nual Radio  Mirror  Awards. 
There'll  be  further  details  on  our 
very  first  Reader  Ballot  in  the  Oc- 
tober issue. 

*  *         * 

Appropriate  for  the  "back-to- 
school"  season,  we  give  you  the 
story  of  Aline  Neal.  selected  by 
the  Quiz  Kids  as  the  Favorite 
Teacher  in  the  whole  country. 

*  *         * 

There's  a  bachelor's  home  life  in 
Hollywood,  with  Tony  Martin  . . . 
Ethel  and  Albert  in  a  four-page 
picture  story  .  .  .  Big  Sister  in 
Living  Portraits,  with  wonderful 
color  .  .  .  and,  very  extra-special, 
a  story  by  Chichi,  of  Life  Can  Be 
Beautiful — a  story  so  thought-pro- 
voking you  won't  even  notice  the 
tear  it  will  bring  to  your  eye. 
Plus  a  lovely  color-portrait  of 
Chichi,  her  baby,  and  Stephen; 
this  you'll  certainly  keep  to  frame. 
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FRANK  H.  FLEER  CORP  ,  PHI  LA,  PA. 


Allen  Ducovny,  director  and 
assistant  producer  of  Superman — 
MBS,  Mondays  through  Fridays, 
5:15  P.  M.  EDT— thinks  people 
play  around  a  little  too  loosely 
with  the  word  genius.  The  term 
has  been  applied  to  him  since  he 
joined  radio  circles,  but  he  scoffs 
at  the  idea. 

It  was  comparatively  recently 
that  "Duke,"  as  he's  called  by  his 
associates,  found  his  niche.  He 
had  tried  being  a  newspaperman, 
an  actor,  an  advertising  copy- 
writer and  a  press  agent  before 
he  tied  in  with  Superman,  Inc. 

Ducovny  was  born  in  Wilkes- 
Barre,  Pa.,  36  years  ago  and  his 
earliest  remembered  ambition  was 
to  be  a  doctor.  In  high  school,  he 
discovered  a  talent  for  publit 
speaking  and  decided  to  become 
a  lawyer. 

"So  I  did  the  next  best  thing 
to  cutting  my  throat,"  he  says.  "I 
became  a  press  agent." 

After  five  years  as  a  free  lance 
publicist,  Ducovny  accepted  the 
job  of  director  of  Public  Relations 
for  a  new  American  hero  who 
was  just  looming  on  the  horizon — 
namely.  Superman.  Gradually, 
from  mere  script  editing,  he 
moved  on  to  the  more  intricate 
phases  of  direction  and  produc- 
tion involved  in  bringing  Super- 
man to  the  listening  audience. 

One  of  the  nicest  things  about 
Duke  is  that  he  doesn't  take  him- 
self too  seriously.  About  the  only 
thing  he  really  grows  serious 
about  is  kids.  He  loves  them  and 
understands  them  deeply,  which 
leads  him  to  set  some  rather 
stringent  rules  for  the  Superman 
show. 
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^vith  this  ^^oh-so-refreshing'' 
talcum  poivder 


KEEP  FRESHERl  Afteryourbath, 
powder  your  body,  bountifully,  with 
Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc.  Its  cooling 
caress  makes  you  feel  fresh  as  a 
flower  at  dawn. 

FEEL  SMOOTHER!  You'll  love 
Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc  for  the 


Ultra-luxurious 

is  Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder  .  .  . 

smartly  packaged,  with 

huge  velour  puff! 


satiny  sheath  it  imparts  to  your 
skin  —  a  protection  against  chafing. 

STAY  DAINTIER!  To  preserve 
bath-tub  freshness  use  Cashmere 
Bouquet  Talc  often  during  the  day. 
It  points  up  your  feminine  appeal 
with  the  fragrance  men  love. 


Cashmere 
Bouquet 


Talc 


^frith  the  fragrance  men  love 
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aWdta  HAS  A  WAY  WITH  HER 


Florence   Pritchett   and   announcer   George   Hogan   as 
they  broadcast  WOR's  daily  Barbara  Welles  program. 


SHE  was  born  Florence  Pritchett,  in  South  Orange, 
New  Jersey,  but  she  belongs  to  the  First  Families 
of  Virginia.  Through  school  (she  is  a  graduate  of 
Ridgewood  High,  also  New  Jersey),  she  was  still  Flor- 
ence Pritchett.  On  magazine  covers  and  as  a  model,  still 
Florence.  But  then  she  joined  the  staff  of  Mademoiselle 
and  signed  her  stuff  "Joan."  She  wrote  a  column  for  the 
iVeu;  Yor'k  Journal- American  and  signed  that  "Barbara 
Bruce."  Now  she  is  heard,  Monday  through  Friday,  over 
WOR  at  3:00  P.M.,  as  "Barbara  Welles."  If  by  now  you 
are  confused,  call  her  "Pritch"  as  her  friends  do. 

Brown-tressed,  brown-eyed  and  beautiful,  5'  6"  with- 
out her  shoes,  Florence  has  been  modeling  for  eleven  of 
her  twenty-five  years.  Back  in  1936  her  first  glamor 
photo  appeared  in  the  first  issue  of  Life.  Since  then 
portraits  of  her  have  graced  the  pages  of  every  major 
magazine  and  have  appeared  on  the  covers  of  most 
fashion  journals. 

In  1938  Mademoiselle  ran  a  contest  for  the  Typical 
American  Girl,  which  Pritch  won  hands  down.  For  two 
years  each  issue  of  the  magazine  carried  a  story  in  which 
she  was  featured. 

Oddly  enough,  it  was  modeling  for  John  Robert  Powers 
that  led  to  Pritch's  writing  career.  She  was  teaching  in 
Powers  Charm  School  when  the  famous  model  man 
told  her,  "If  you  can  teach  you  can  write."  So  she  went 
inside  magazines  while  still  gracing  covers  and  did  a 
monthly  column  on  beauty  and  fashion  for  a  movie 
magazine  and  various  feature  articles. 

Singer  Morton  Downey  read  and  liked  her  pieces  and 
suggested  she  get  some  newspaper  experience.  Pritch 
soon  was  appointed  assistant  beauty  editor  of  the 
Journal- American — and  three  months  later  she  was 
named  fashion  editor.  She  held  the  post  for  two  years, 
meanwhile  writing  special  features  for  newspapers  and 
magazines. 

On  the  advice  of  Steve  Hannagan,  she  went  into  pub- 
licity work.  She  became  a  special  representative  for 
David  O.  Selznick,  doing  exploitation  and  publicity  for 
"Duel  in  the  Sun." 

In  addition  to  her  newspaper  and  publicity  experience, 
Barbara-Florence  brings  several  years  of  radio  back- 
ground to  the  Barbara  Welles  Program. 

Last  summer  she  served  as  one  of  three  substitutes 
for  Walter  Winchell  while  the  columnist-commentator 
was  on  vacation.  She  spoke  on  "the  women's  side  of  the 
news,"  between  Ben  Grauer  and  Quentin  Reynolds.  Two 
years  ago  she  became  a  regular  panel  member  on  WOR- 
Mutual's  Leave  It  To  The  Girls. 

Barbara-Florence,  who  was  one  of  the  "Ten  Best 
Dressed  Women"  in  1945,  designs  and  makes  her  own 
dresses  and  hats.  Her  other  hobbies  are  collecting  old 
chinaware  and  classical  records.  Her  favorites  are 
Tschaikowsky,  Chopin  and  Ravel. 

Her  sister,  Dancey  Pritchett,  takes  an  active  interest 
in  her  program,  helping  to  make  it  one  of  radio's  most 
interesting  women's-interest  shows. 


Bing  Crosby  chats  with  Barbara  at  her  debut. 


p^  ^^ 


Helmut  Dantine  bestows  a  tender  kiss. 


Paul  Douglas,  leaving,  wishes  all  the  best. 


You  can't 
get  away  with  it,  Lady! 


Infectious  Dandruff?  . . .  Listerine,  Quick! 


MAKE  a  habit  of  using  Listerine  Anti- 
septic and  massage  as  a  precaution. 
And  if  infectious  dandruff  does  get  started, 
remember  to  use  Listerine  Antiseptic  and 
massage  regularly.  Listerine  Antiseptic  at- 
tacks an  infection  as  it  should  be  attacked . . . 
with  germ-killing  action  .  .  .  kills  millions  of 
the  "bottle  bacillus"  (Pityrosporum  ovale). 
This  is  the  ugly  Uttle  germ  that  many  noted 
dermatologists  call  a  causative  agent 
of  the  trouble. 

You'll  Hke  Listerine  Antiseptic  for 
infectious  dandruff.  It's  so  easy,  so 
freshening,  so  delightful  ...  so  cool- 
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ing.  Almost  at  once  you  will  see  ugly  flakes 
and  scales  begin  to  disappear. 

Remember,  in  a  clinical  test,  twice-a-day 
use  brought  marked  improvement  to  76% 
of  dandruff  patients  within  a  month.  Your 
scalp  feels  so  much  healthier,  and  your  hair 
looks  so  much  more  attractive. 

Listerine  Antiseptic  is  the  same  antiseptic 
that  has  been  famous  for  more  than  60  years 
in  the  field  of  oral  hygiene. 

Lsimbert  Pharmacal  Company 
St.  Louis,  Missouri 

THE  TESTED  TREATMENT 


''  I  can't  find 
words 
enough 


You'll  understand  this  enthusiasm  some 
day  —  the  day  that  you  first  use  Tampax! 
How  good  it  will  feel  to  find  yourself 
free  from  all  external  reminders  that  "it's 

sanitary-protection  time" Tampax  is 

an  internal  absorbent  and  comes  without 
belts,  pins  or  outside  pads.  A  dainty  ap- 
plicator makes  insertion  easy.  After  that, 
the  Tampax  is  unseen  and  unfelt. 

Now  let  your  imagination  carry  you 
on!  No  chafing,  of  course.  No  odor.  No 
disposal  trouble.  Your  dresses  will  never 
show  an  edge-line  from  Tampax  nor  will 
there  be  twisting  or  bulging.... Made  of 
highly  absorbent  cotton,  compressed  by 
a  patented  process,  Tampax  was  invented 
by  a  doctor.  It  is  a  serious  product  in- 
tended for  full-time  protection  and  by 
no  means  only  for  incidental  use. 

Millions  of  women  are  now 
buying  Tampax — at  drug  stores 
and  notion  counters  everywhere. 
Three  different  absorbencies 
(Regular,  Super,  Junior).  Get  it 
for  "next  time."  Month's  sup- 
ply slips  into  your  purse.  Economy  Box 
holds  four  months'  average  supply. 
Tampax   Incorporated,  Palmer,  Mass. 
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NEW  RECOUDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  KEN  ALDEN 


MARGARET  WHITING: 

Improving    with    each    disc,   this    talented    daughter    „.    u    famous 

songwriting  hitmaker,  Richard  Whiting,  has  just  made  a  swell  new 

Capitol  album   of  Rodgers  and   Hart  tunes,  including  the   lovely 

lyrical  but  seldom  heard,  "Funny  Valentine." 

PAGE  CAVANAUGH  TRIO: 

This  little  group  is  going  places  and  their  new  Victor  grooving 

of  "Walkin'  My  Baby  Back  Home"  and  "Heartbreakin' "  will  win 

them  new  friends. 

FRANKIE  CARLE: 

The  nimble-fingered  pianist  has  a  new  album,  solo  chiefly  but  with 

some   rhythm   assistance,   wrapping   up    such    tunes    as   "Stardust" 

and  "Deep  Purple"  in  his  own  inimitable  style.   (Columbia) 

DORIS  DAY: 

A  former  band  singer  strikes  out  on  her  own  and  she  has  a  good 

chance  of  making  the  grade  solo.  Hear  her  sing  "It  Takes  Time" 

and  "Pete"  and  judge  for  yourself.    (Columbia) 

PHIL  HARRIS: 

Another  comedy  spin  for  home  listening.  Harris  pairs  the  oldie, 

"George  Washington,  Abraham  Lincoln,  Ulysses  S.  Robert  E.  Lee" 

and  the  new  novelty,  "I'm   So   Right  Tonight."    (Victor) 

DESI  ARNAZ: 

The  Cuban  husband  of  Lucille  Ball  finally  hits  his  record  stride 

with    a    swell    double    header,    "Brazil"    and    "Babalu."    (Victor) 

THE   CLARK   SISTERS: 

A   nice  new   rhythm   team   do    cute   musical   tricks   with   two   old 

favorites,   "Tip    Toe    Through    The   Tulips"   and   "I'm   Just    Wild 

About  Harry."    (MGM) 

BUDDY  CLARK: 

Sings  the  lovely  "Come  To  Me"  and  the  revival  click  "Peg  0'  My 

Heart"    (Columbia).  But  Buddy  is   not   the   only  discer  to   chant 

the  praises   of  the  Irish  lass.  Art  Lund    (MGM)   and  The  Three 

Suns    (Victor)   also  chime  in  and  quite  effectively  too. 

FREDDY  MARTIN: 

Smooth   dance   stuff  with  "Come  to  the  Mardi   Gras"  and  "Lolita 

Lopez"    (Victor).    Woody    Herman     (Columbia)     is    another    top 

flight  recorder  on  the  beam   with  a   Latin  American   lilt.  His   is 

called   "Pancho    Maximilian    Hernandez."    (Columbia) 

.JOHNNY   MERCER: 

Joins  the  Pied  Pipers  in  a  click   cutting  of  our  old  girl  friend, 

"Cecilia"  with  the  new  tune  "Tallahassee"  on  the  reverse.  (Capitol) 

The   Three   Suns    (Victor)    also   have   waxed  the   former  tune. 

THE  CHARIOTEERS: 

It  took  this  fine  quartet  to  come  up  with  one  of  the  most  inspired 

versions  of  a  new  hit,  "Chi-Baba."  Pay  close  attention  to  the  tenor's 

tricky   passages.   The   more    standard   "Say   No   More"   is    on    the 

reverse.    (Columbia) 

HARRY  JAMES: 

Pure    swing    in    "Moten    Swing"    which    rides    both    sides    of    this 

fast-paced   Columbia  disc. 

TEX  BENEKE: 

Pays    tribute    to    his    late    boss,    Glenn    Miller,    with    the    latter's 

"Moonlight   Serenade."   The   reverse   has   a    nice   new    ballad    "My 

Young  and  Foolish  Heart"  well   sung  by  Garry  Stevens.    (Victor) 

JO  STAFFORD: 

Distinctive  discing   of  "Passing  By"  and   "I'm   So   Right  Tonight" 

for  a  standout  Capitol  platter.  Jo's  radio  theme  "Smoke  Dreams" 

is  sung  by  Helen  Carroll  and  The  Satisfiers  for  Victor. 


INGRID  BERGMAN 

as  Joan  Madou,  a  woman  of  the  shadows 


magnificent  production  of 


great  novel ...  the  most 


important  screen  event  in  years 


CHARLES  BOYER 

as  Ravic,  the  ghost  doctor 


Painted  by  wortd-bmous  French  ertlst  BERNARD  LAMOTTE 

They  kissed  ...  and  the  street  noises  of  Paris,  the  ominous  shadows  of  tomorrow,  seemed  far  away . . . 


ARCH  OF  TRIUMPH 
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co-starring 


CHARLES  LAUGHTON 


with  LOUIS  CALHERN  •  RUTH  WARRICK  •  romanbohnen 

RUTH  NELSON    .    MICHAEL  ROMANOFF    •    A  LEWIS  MILESTONE  Production 
Produced  by  DAVID  LEWIS  .  Directed  by  LEWIS  MILESTONE  .  RELEASED  THRU  UNITED  ARTISTS 
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One  of  CBS's  biggest  shows  has  come  under  the  baton 
of  Meredith  Willson:  the  Wednesday  night  Showroom. 


By   KEN   AIDEN 


MEREDITH  WILLSON'S  first  experience  on  the 
stage  was  so  discouraging  it's  almost  a  wonder 
he  recovered  and  went  on  to  become  one  of 
radio's  best  known  orchestra  leaders. 

He  was  six  at  the  time  and  he  had  been  promised 
what  he  considered  a  whopping  big  fee  to  appear  on 
the  stage  of  the  Princess  Theater  in  his  native  Mason 
City,  Iowa.  When  the  moppet  got  to  the  theater  the 
stage  manager  told  him  to  don  a  frog  suit  and  hop 
around  the  stage.  But  that  was  by  no  means  the 
only  requirement  of  the  debut  role.  Two  wires 
from  a  flashlight  battery  went  into  his  tender  young 
mouth  with  instructions  to  bite  them  together  to 
make  the  frog's  eyes  flash  on  and  off.  Meredith 
recalls  he  would  have  quit  right  then  and  there 
except  for  one  thing:  "I  had  already  spent  the  fifty 
cents  fee." 

Getting  on  the  stage— even  as  a  well-lit  frog — 
was  all  part  of  a  master  plan  to  be  climaxed  by 
joining  John  Philip  Sousa's  great  military  band. 
The  little  lowan  worshipped  the  maker  of  martial 
music. 

Actually  young  Meredith  did  get  to  become  a  flute 
player  with  Sousa,  trouped  three  seasons  with  him. 
But  times  and  ambitions  changed  and  when  radio 
started  to  make  a  big  commercial  noise,  Meredith 
set  his  ambitious  baton  in  that  direction.  Today 
he's  doing  a  big  broadcasting  job — narrating  and 
conducting  the  Showroom,  Wednesday  night  show 
on  CBS  (9:30)  and  Mutual's  prestige  sustainer, 
Family  Hour. 

Off  the  podium  he's  equally  busy  writing  music. 
On  the  serious  side,  the  prolific,  ruddy-faced,  well- 
built  Willson  wrote  a  tone  poem  dedicated  to  San 


Francisco,  and  another  big  piece,  "Missions  of  Cali- 
fornia" which  the  Los  Angeles  Philharmonic  re- 
cently introduced.  For  a  change  of  pace  he  turns 
out  Tin  Pan  Alley  tunes.  In  1941  he  had  two  com- 
positions, "You  and  I"  and  "Two  in  Love"  on  the 
Hit  Parade  simultaneously.  The  publisher  cleaned 
up.  By  strange  coincidence  the  publisher  happened 
to  be  Meredith  Willson;  he  also  scored  Chaplin's 
"The  Great  Dictator,"  Bette  Davis'  "The  Little 
Foxes." 

In  1942,  Meredith  volunteered  for  service  in  the 
Army,  was  put  in  charge  of  music  for  the  Armed 
Forces  Radio  Service  and  supervised  all  the  music 
for  the  star-studded  "Command  Performance"  and 
"Mail  Call"  shows.    He  got  out  in  1945  as  a  major. 

Meredith's  musical  career  started  with  the  piano 
but  he  soon  gave  it  up  for  a  more  compact  instru- 
ment— the  flute.  At  17,  he  came  to  New  York  to 
study  under  the  famous  flutist,  George  Barrere. 
The  Big  Town  didn't  floor  the  Iowa  lad,  who  says: 
"Look,  I  learned  to  eat  oysters  in  New  York,  which 
is,  in  itself,  an  acquired  taste.  Once  you  learn  to 
bluff  this  town  out  of  that  upper-classman-in-a- 
world-of -freshmen  superiority  and  expose  its  imi- 
tation cold-heartedness  you  never  get  it  out  of  your 
system." 

But  getting  a  job  was  tough.  He  thought  the  big 
break  came  when  he  was  told  to  play  at  the  Winter 
Garden.  Meredith  assumed  it  meant  the  famous 
Broadway  theater,  known  for  its  Al  Jolson  and 
Passing  Show  revues.  "I  found  New  York  had  two 
Winter  Gardens  and  the  one  I  was  hired  for  was  a 
burlesque  house  on  the  Bowery." 

But  by  next  Spring  he  got  the  job  with  Sousa, 
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moved  on  up  to  the  New  York  Philharmonic,  under 
Toscanini's  baton,  and  in  1928,  shifted  to  the  Holly- 
wood Bowl  orchestra.  Agent  George  Gruskin,  of 
the  William  Morris  oflfice,  started  to  handle  him,  and 
Willson  was  "in." 

Meredith  has  given  his  mu<:ic  character  and  pur- 
pose. He  never  once  forgets  Musical  Americana  and 
that  most  American  listeners  like  most  the  music 
they  understand. 

"I  like  to  get  across  music  that  reminds  us  of  our 
home  towns  and  our  kid  days,  of  flexible  flyers 
and  Sears  Roebuck  catalogs,  of  picnics  and  ball- 
games,  of  pecans  via  Wells  Fargo  Express,  the  circus, 
and  best  of  all,  flute  players  and  John  Philip  Sousa." 

*  *       * 

Although  Dinah  Shore  and  George  Montgomery 
are  expecting  their  first  blessed  event,  this  hasn't 
stopped  the  busy  singer  from  continuing  her  pro- 
fessional career.  Although  she  dropped  the  Ford 
show  to  Meredith  Willson,  she  should  have  a  new 
radio  show  by  the  time  you  read  this,  and  possibly 
an  extra  daytime  one,  which  would  be  a  Mr.  and 
Mrs.    setup    direct    from    the    Montgomery    ranch. 

*  *        * 

Stan  Kenton's  unexpected  collaose  brought  the 
distraught  missus  back  for  a  possible  reconciliation. 

*  *       * 

I  talked  to  Paul  Whiteman  about  his  new  ABC  net- 
work disc  jockey  show  and  "Pops"  told  me  that  once 
the  show  gets  rolling  he  plans  to  shift  it  to  Holly- 
wood and  incorporate  transcribed  informal  inter- 
views with  such  big  singing  personalities  as  Bing 
Crosby,  Judy  Garland,  the  Mr.  and  Mrs.  team  of 
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"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  active  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles — 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely  J" 
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Facing  the   Music 


Phil  Harris  and  Alice  Faye,  direct  from 
their  homes.  Whiteman  is  confident 
that  network  disc  jockey  shows  will 
click  and  that  music  union  czar  Petrillo 
will  not  interfere  since,  under  a 
separate  arrangement,  the  more  phono- 
graph records  sold,  the  more  revenue 
for  musicians. 

Incidentally,  the  king  of  jazz  told 
me  about  an  embarrassing  incident  re- 
garding his  disc  jockey  series.  He  was 
just  trying  out  the  idea  for  his  own 
amusement  and  ad  libbed  some  true 
but  highly  confidential  anecdotes  about 
fellow  music  greats.  But  he  didn't 
know  that  the  ABC  engineer  in  the 
studio  piped  the  whole  proceedings 
through  to  the  network  brass  hats.  The 
language  was  colorful  and  so  was 
Paul's  face  after  he  heard  what  had 
happened. 

A  lot  of  listeners  like  to  hear  the 
Four  Chicks  and  Chuck,  the  five-part 
harmony  team  heard  on  Kate  Smith's 
show  and  on  many  transcription  shows, 
but  few  know  their  names.  Just  for 
the  record  they  are  Chuck  Goldstein, 
the  only  male  in  the  group  and  boss- 
man,  arbiter,  and  organizer,  Claire 
Frim,  Diane  Carol,  Fran  Barber,  and 
Marilyn  Jackson.  The  latter  is  a  new 
Chick,  having  replaced  Ginny  Mc- 
Curdy  who  left  the  group  to  marry 
comic  Alan  Young. 

*  *       * 

Bing  Crosby's  excellent  piano  solo- 
ist, Skitch  Henderson,  has  formed  his 
own  dance  band,  and  its  first  date  was 
in  New  York's  Hotel  Pennsylvania. 

*  *       * 

Lee  Wiley,  one  of  the  better  radio 
canaries,  and  at  one  time  one  of  the 
air's  top  vocalists,  is  returning  with 
a  bang  and  a  Bing.  She  has  just 
recorded  a  Decca  album  with  Crosby 
of  songs  from  "Showboat"  and  will 
make  a  series  of  records  and  personal 
appearances  with  an  orchestra  con- 
ducted by  her  husband,  pianist  Jess 
Stacey. 

*  *       * 

Dick  Haymes  and  his  wife  expect 
their  third  child  this  Fall. 


Remember  Shep  Fields  of  "rippling 
rhythm"  fame?  Well,  the  erstwhile 
bandleader  is  now  managing  the  Glen 
Island  Casino  in  Westchester,  al  fresco 
rendezvous  for  eastern  dance  fans. 


Singer  Doris  Day  and  husband 
George  Weidler  have  called  it  a  day. 

*  *        * 

With  little  hope  of  a  new  sponsor 
this  Fall,  Ginny  Simms  will  probably 
do  personal  appearances  in  theaters 
from  coast  to  coast. 

*  *       * 

Although  they'll  deny  it,  the  spon- 
sors of  the  Tony  Martin  Sunday  fiestas 
on  CBS  are  quietly  looking  for  a  re- 
placement and  a  non-musical  show  at 
that. 

*  *       * 

Despite  the  accepted  success  of  the 
Bing  Crosby  air  shows,  The  Groaner 
confides  to  intimates  that  he  needs  a 
novelty  idea  for  incorporation  into  his 
series.  He  doesn't  feel  that  he  can 
depend  on  spectacular  guest  stars  like 
Al  Jolson  for  those  frequent  and  needed 

Hooper  hypos. 

*  *       * 

Mel  Torme's  highly  ballyhooed 
debut  in  New  York's  Copacabana  re- 
cently didn't  come  off  quite  as  his 
strategists  planned  it.  The  foggy  bari- 
tone seemed  lost  in  a  room  of  the  Copa's 

size. 

*  *       * 

Hoagy  Carmichael  will  probably  try 
a  transcribed  radio  series  now  that  his 
network  show  has  been  officially  called 

off. 

*  *       * 

Arthur  Godfrey,  thanks  to  sponsor- 
ship of  his  morning  strip  and  Talent 
Scouts,  now  joins  the  ranks  of  mil- 
lionaire radio  performers. 

Oscar  Bradley,  musical  director  of 
We,  The  People,  has  been  given  what 
is  virtually  a  lifetime  contract  with 
that  show's  sponsor,  due  reward  for  an 
excellent  performance  record. 

GOSSIP  AND  STUFF  FROM  ALL 
OVER  .  .  .  Bing  Crosby  back  on  the 
air  September  24th  .  .  .  Harry  James  has 
offered  songstress  Patti  Clayton  the 
vocal  roles  on  his  recordings  .  .  .  Vera 
Vague,  the  man  chaser  on  the  Bob 
Hope  show,  may  appear  in  a  leading 
role  in  a  Broadway  musical  this  Fall 
.  .  .  The  ABC  network  is  planning  a 
transcribed  comedy  show  starring  Ed- 
die Albert  .  .  .  Al  Jolson  finally  gave  in, 
and  will  be  the  Music  Hall  star  this 
coming  season  .  .  .  The  Dick  Haymes 
stanzas  may  include  a  comedy  bit  when 
they  resume  this  fall. 


Always  use 
COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM 
after  you  eat  and  before 
every  date 


No  good  visiting  Russia  if 
you  can't  speak  the  lan- 
guage. Benny  Goodman's 
tutor  is  authoritative: 
Mrs.  Igor  Stravinsky, 
wife    of    the    composer. 


eep  your  nanas 
as  kissable  as  your  iids 


^s'  new,  new. . . 


Woodbury  S 
is  actually  2 


1.  A  softening  lotion  that  helps  bring 
hands  endearing  natural  softness.  Its 
luxury  lanolin  (just  one  of  its  soften- 
ing ingredients)  is  the  "first  cousin" 
of  your  skin's  own  natural  moisture. 


2.  A  protective  lotion  that  helps  "glove" 
your  hands  against  roughness,  redness, 
drying,  chapping.  Helps  keep  hands  soft, 
lo\cly  .  .  .  despite  wind  and  cold,  daily 
dishwashing  and  soap  and  water  cleansing. 

PROTECTS   AS    IT    SOFTENS  .  .  . 

CONTAINS    LUXURY    LANOLIN 


Lotion 
otions-in-l 
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Really  and  truly  new!  Discover  this  won- 
dtL-rfiil  new  2 -lotion- in- 1  care  for  your 
hands.  New  Woodbury  Lotion  is  so 
peaches -and -cream  rich  .  .  .  feels  so  lus- 
cious on  your  skin.  Never  sticky  or  greas>'. 
Exquisitely  fragrant.  At  drug  and  cos- 
metic counters.    10c,  25c  &  50c  — plus  tax. 


MAIL   COUPON    FOR   PURSE-SIZE    BOTTLE 


Your  own   hands   will  show  you  the  wonderful 
difference  in  Woodbury  Beaut\ -Blended  Lotion. 

Mail  to  Box  56,  Cincinnati    14,  Ohio. 

(Paste  on  penny  postciird  if  you  wish.)  (04D 


-State_ 


Kiclress  plainly.  .Sorry,  offer  booiI  in  U.S.\.  only 


MADE     BY     THE      MAKERS     OF     FAMOUS      WOODBURY      FACIAL     SOAP     AND     OTHER     AIDS     TO     LOVELINESS 
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Used  at  the  When  A  Girl  Marries  Eighth  Anni- 
versary Party  only  to  set  the  scene,  the  huge 
cake  later  made  250  portions  for  old  folks  home. 
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Jone  Allison  and  Dolores  Gillen,  of  When  A  Girl 
Marries,  had  no  trouble  getting  the  British  Lord 
Annsley  to  see  the  point  of  some  American  humor. 


John  Raby  and  Mary  Jane  Higby  recall  how, 
eight  years  ago,  "Harry"  and  "Joan"  first  met. 


HISTORICAL  movies  have  bothered  us  for  a  long  time. 
Now,  we're  glad  to  see  that  someone  else  is  getting 
on  the  ball  about  them,  too.  The  other  day,  Erskine 
Johnson,  Mutual's  Hollywood  reporter,  went  to  work  on 
picture  producers  for  "hoking  up"  the  flicker  stories,  just 
to  make  them  more  glamorous.  We've  always  contended 
that  tampering  with  historic  fact  was  unfair  from  any  point 
of  view  and,  sometimes,  could  lead  to  the  suspicion  that 
the  studios  had  an  ax  to  grind  in,  let's  say,  prejudicing 
the  audience  to  a  certain  interpretation  of  events.  But 
Johnson  presented  another  aspect  of  the  matter.  He  said 
he'd  received  a  letter  from  an  indignant  and  harassed  school 
teacher  in  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  who  wrote  that  she  had  plenty  of 
trouble  with  her  students  after  they'd  seen  historical 
movies  in  the  local  theaters.  "Sometimes,"  she  wrote,  "the 
facts  are  so  garbled  that  usually  there's  bedlam  in  the 
classroom,  the  following  day.  I  state  historic  fact,  checked 
and  rechecked,  and  the  children  answer:  'But,  teacher, 
Charles  Laughton  did  it  different'."  And  how  many 
teachers  can  manage  to  be  more  glamorous  than  a  Clark 
Gable?  Glad  the  subject  got  an  airing. 
*         *         • 

You'll  be  happy  to  hear — at  least  the  young  in  heart 
among  you,  who  still  like  their  chiller-dillers  and  fre- 
quently—  that  The  Shadow  will  return  to  his  regular 
MBS  Sunday  5  PM  spot  this  September.  Grace  Matthews, 
charming  actress  from  Canada,  has  just  signed  for  her 
second  year  as  the  Shadow's  girl  friend,  Margot  Lane. 


COAST  TO  COAST 


Bob  Sweeney  and  Hal  March 
improve  summer  weekends 
with  their  fast-talking  comedy, 
Saturdays,   10:30  P.M.,  CBS. 


One    of    the    adventures    of    Philip    Marlowe    leads    detective-hero 
Van   Heflin   to   police  station.    (It's   NBC,  Tuesdays  at   10   P.   M.) 


By   DALE   BANKS 


It's  not  rare  for  the  cast  of  a  radio  program  to  have  a 
party  on  the  program's  anniversary— but  it  is  rare  for  a 
listener  to  give  the  party! 

That's  what  happened  recently  on  the  eighth  anniversary 
of  When  A  Girl  Marries,  top-rated  of  all  daytime  serial 
dramas.  Mrs.  Frank  C.  Henderson,  multi-millionaire  widow 
of  an  oil  man,  took  over  the  famous  Tapestry  Room  of 
New  York's  Park  Lane  Hotel  for  her  party  for  society 
friends  and  members  of  the  cast. 

"You've  given  me  many  hours  of  good  entertainment," 
Mrs.  Henderson  told  Mary  Jane  Higby  and  John  Raby,  who 
play  Joan  and  Harry  Davis,  leading  roles  in  the  When  A 
Girl  Marries  story.  "Now,  on  the  eighth  anniversary  of 
your  program,  I  want  to  entertain  you,  in  behalf  of  all 
listeners  who,  I'm  sure,  enjoy  the  program  as  much  as  I 

do  very  day." 

*  *  * 

Lots  of  new  shows  are  in  the  offing.  Robert  Maxwell, 
who  produces  Superman,  has  been  conferring  for  some 
weeks  with  directors  of  Youthbuilders,  a  national  organiza- 
tion of  school  children  interested  in  the  problems  of  the 
day.  Maxwell  says  the  format  of  the  show  will  consist  of 
the  serious  discussion  of  children's  problems,  based  on 
case  histories,  presented  by  the  kids 'themselves. 

*  *  * 

For  our  money  there  are  just  about  enough  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
shows  on  the  air  right  now.  But  there's  been  a  rumor 
circulating  that  if  Desi  Arnaz  leaves  the  Bob  Hope  show 


there's  a  good  chance  for  roping  the  bandleader  into  a 
morning  chatter  program  with  his  wife,  Lucille  Ball. 
Knowing  Lucille,  we're  willing  to  concede  there's  maybe 
room  for  one  more  husband  and  wife  combo  on  the  air 
lanes.  There's  a  smart  head  under  that  coiffure  and  a  heart 
as  big  as  the  U.  S.  in  that  elegant  torso. 

*  3(:  3j< 

Joan  Alexander,  a  good  actress  and  a  good  person,  is  run- 
ning true  to  form  now  that  she's  a  mother.  According  to 
her,  "There's  nothing  unusual  about  my  daughter.  She's 
just  an  average,  normal  genius." 

*  *  * 

George  Voutsas,  producer  of  the  RCA  Victor  shows,  is 
one  ex-GI  who  frequently  looks  back  to  his  Army  days 
with  nostalgia.  He  was  the  radio  producer  for  the  Glenn 
Miller  Orchestra  during  the  war  and  he  was  assigned  an 
automobile  in  London  with  a  chauffeur  who  has  spoiled 
him  for  any  other  he's  likely  to  meet.  The  chauffeur,  a 
corporal  in  the  British  Wrens,  was  a  member  of  the  peerage 
and  entitled  to  be  addressed  as  "Your  Ladyship." 

*  *  * 

Our  informants  write  us  that  the  scripts  of  the  "Johnny 
Madero — Pier  23"  series  are  being  used  as  class-room 
examples   of  solid   writing   at  UCLA's   Radio   Department 

classes  in  Los  Angeles. 

*  *  * 

Did  you  know  that  Clayton  "Bud"  Collyer — Superman  to 
you  listeners — is  a  lawyer?  He's  a  member  of  the  N  w 
York  Bar  Association,  but  he's  not  practicing  as  an  attorney. 
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IT'S 


TOWER  CLOCK  time 


Everybody's   ready:    Syl    at    the    piano,   Louise 
and  George  at  the  mike.  Gene  with  a  record. 


Louise  Wilson,  script  writer  and  commentator. 


IT'S  9:45  A.M.  and  that  means  it's  Tower  Clock  Time 
on  WHAM.  It's  meant  that  for  the  past  fifteen  years, 
when  this  same  program  sponsored  by  the  same 
department  store  has  been  broadcast  at  the  same  time 
to  the  huge  WHAM  audience.  The  present  cast  of  the 
Tower  Clock  Program  includes  Miss  Louise  Wilson, 
who  is  the  voice  of  the  Clock;  George  Haefner,  genial 
WHAM  announcer  who  also  figures  in  the  dialogue  and 
skits;  Syl  Novelli,  whose  piano  specialities  entertain, 
and  Gene  Lane,  in  charge  of  production  and  sound  for 
the  program. 

Louise  Wilson  writes  the  scripts  and  is  also  commenta- 
tor. She  has  had  a  long  and  successful  radio  career. 
Coming  to  Rochester  from  Buffalo,  after  ten  years  of 
all-round  radio  work  she  has  achieved  renown  with  her 
radio  programs.  She  attended  Taylor  University  and 
has  traveled  a  great  deal.  Very  active  in  the  community 
players,  she  played  the  lead  in  "Ten  Little  Indians"  in 
which  her  leading  man  really  became  her  leading  man 
for  life.  She  married  him.  One  of  her  proudest  pos- 
sessions is  the  wedding  dress  she  made  of  pure  silk 
brought  from  Japan  by  her  husband  who  was  a  Captain 
in  theU.  S.  Army. 

George  Haefner,  ex-GI,  who  is  the  announcer  for  the 
Tower  Clock  program,  has  been  in  radio  since  1942.  A 
very  pleasant  sort  of  fellow  with  blue  eyes  and  blond 
hair,  George  is  married  and  is  the  father  of  two  very 
husky  little  fellows  that  keep  him  busy. 

Syl  Novelli,  who  supplies  piano  melodies  during  the 


Syl  Novelli  and  Gene  Lane  check  their  music  cues  for  Clock  Time. 


program,  and  the  organ  interludes  occasionally  used,  is 
also  Production  Director  of  WHAM.  Syl  owes  his 
"break"  in  radio  to  the  WHAM  Boy  Scout  program. 
His  piano  work  and  announcing  sounded  good  to  the 
management  so  he  was  hired.  From  pianist  to  an- 
nouncer to  Production  Director,  Syl  has  developed  a 
technique  of  entertaining  that  is  extremely  popular. 
Also  a  composer,  he  has  written  and  had  published  five 
songs,  one  of  which,  "Whispering  Wind,"  with  words  by 
Sylvia  Dee  (writer  of  Chickery  Chick)  has  been  per- 
formed by  Fred  Waring  several  times  on  his  NBC 
broadcasts.  Syl  is  the  father  of  two  children,  a  girl  4^^ 
and  a  boy  IV^.  Velora,  Syl's  wife,  is  also  very  talented 
and  sings  with  Syl's  orchestra  at  dance  engagements. 
Gene  Lane,  in  charge  of  production  and  sound  for 
the  program,  got  his  start  in  show  business  when  he 
wore  his  first  long  pants  in  1902.  Starting  as  a  boy 
soprano  and  progressing  to  stage  plays  and  vaudeville, 
he  was  in  the  theatrical  business  for  29  years.  Radio 
beckoned  and  Gene  made  his  debut  on  WLS,  Chicago, 
with  the  WLS  Showboat  and  Barn  Dance.  He  came 
to  WHAM  in  1931  to  appear  on  the  Shadow  dramas. 
Rochester  must  have  appealed  because  he  has  remained 
ever  since  exploring  all  fields  of  radio  entertainment. 
Gene  wrote  the  popular  Hank  and  Herb  series  which 
was  featured  by  WHAM  for  many  years.  He  not  only 
wrote  the  script  but  also  took  the  role  of  Hank.  In 
both  stage  and  radio  work.  Gene  has  been  before  the 
public  for  over  45  years. 


THESE 
BOOKS 

if  you  join  the  Book  league  of  America  new 

THIS  SENSATIONAL  524-PAGE  BEST-SELLER! 


p\EVIL-MAY-CARE  Stephen  Fox  landed  in 
^-^  New  Orleans  with  a  ten-dollar  gold  piece, 
a  pearl  stick  pin — and  a  swaggering  audacity. 
But  he  gambled  his  way  to  wealth  and  power — 
won  the  blue-blooded  Odalie — then  her  lovely 
sister,  Aurore — and  finally  the  sultry  quadroon 
with   the  creamy  skin   and  golden  hair,   Desiree. 

Here  are  blood  and  thunder,  swashbuckling 
adventure,  ardent  romance — in  the  "wickedest 
city  in  the  world."  "As  sheer  entertainment,  it 
will  take  backwater  from  nothing,"  says  the 
Chicago    Sun    of    this    million-copy    best-seller. 


^  FOXES  (^HARROW 


CHARLES  DICKENS'  HEARTWARMING  STORY 


^iig'^'GREAT  Expectations 


T  N  addition  to  your  jree  copy  of 
■*■  The  Foxes  of  Harrozv,  you 
ALSO  get — as  your  second  FREE 
book — the  stirring  novel  by  Charles 
Dickens,  Great  Expectations. 
Millions  have  laughed  and  cried 
at  this  moving  story  of  a  penniless 
orphan  whose  mysterious  bene- 
factor made  him  the  richest  man 
in  London !  Now  it  has  been 
made   into   a   motion    picture   that 


the  critics  are  raving  about! 

The  N.  Y.  Times  calls  it  "Per- 
fect!"  The  N.  Y.  Herald  Tribune 
says :  "Irresistible  entertainment." 
"Superb,  brilliant,  delightful,  en- 
chanting !"  raves  the  X.  Y.  News. 
You  can  have  Great  Expectations 
FREE,  as  one  of  vour  TWO 
FREE  BOOKS  on  this  amazing 
offer ! 


^,tiu    jium  G:cat  ExpCitatious,  starring  John   .Mills  add 

I'alcric  Hubson.    A  J.  Arthur  Rank  presentation,  released 

through  Universal-International  Pictures. 


You  Get  Both  Books  FREE — with  Membership  in  the  Bool(  League 


IT  COSTS  you  nothing  to  join  this  Club.  And 
every  month  (or  less  often,  if  you  wish)  you 
may  receive  the  current  Selection — a  best- 
seller by  an  author  like  Ben  Ames  Williams, 
John  Steinbeck,  Somerset  Maugham,  or  Ernest 
Hemingway — a  book  selling  for  $2.50  and  up 
in  the  publishers  edition.  But  you  can  get  it 
for  only  $1.49! 

ITou   A\so   Get   FREE   Bonus   Books 

IN  ADDITION,  for  every  two  Selections  you 
accept,  you  get— FREE— a  BONUS  BOOK,  an 
immortal  masterpiece  bv  Shakespeare.  Balzac,  Du- 
mas, Zola,  etc.  These  BONUS  BOOKS  are  hand- 
somely and  uniformly  bound;  they  grow  into  an 
impressive  lifetime  library. 

You  Do  NOT  Have  to  Take 
Every  Monthly  Selection 

You  do  NOT  have  to  accept  each  monthly  Selec- 
tion; only  six  of  your  own  choice  during  the  year  lo 
fulfill  your  membership  requirement.  And  each 
month  the  Club's  "Review"  describes  a  number  of 
other  popular  best-sellers;  so  that,  if  you  prefer  one 
of  these  to  the  regular  Selection,  choose  it  instead. 
No  membership  dues;  no  further  cost  or  obligation. 


Mail  the  coupon  without  money,  and  you  will  re- 
ceive at  once  your  free  copies  of  The  Foxes  of  Har- 
row AND  Great  Expectations.  You  will  ALSO  re- 
ceive, as  your  first  Selection,  your  choice  of  any  of 
these  3  best-sellers: 

Gentleman's  Agreement — Daring  novel  which  be- 
came America's  No.  1  Best-Seller — almost  overnight! 

This  Side  of  Innocence — Sensational  best-seller 
about  the  woman  who  had  to  choose  between  mar- 
riage without  love — or  love  without  marriage  I 

Strange  Woman — The  astounding  story  of  a 
"Maine  Cleopatra";  now  a  smash  movie  hit! 

Send  No   Money — Jusf  Mail 
the   Coupon    Now 

Send  coupon — without  money — now.  At  once  you 
will  receive,  FREE,  The  Foxes  of  Harrow  AND 
Great  Expectations.  You  will  also  receive,  as  your 
first  Selection,  the  book  you  have  chosen  in  the  cou- 
pon here.  Enjoy  these  three  books — two  absolutely 
FREE,  the  third  at  an  amazing  bargain  price. 

When  you  realize  that  you  can  get  popular  best- 
sellers like  these  month  after  month  at  a  tremendous 
saving — and  that  you  ALSO  get  FREE  Bonus 
Books — you  will  understand  why  this  IS  "America's 
Biggest  Bargain  Book  Club."  Mail  coupon — with- 
out money — now.  BOOK  LEAGUE  OF  AMERICA,  Dept, 
MWG9,  Garden  City,  N.  T. 


Mail  This  Coupon  To 

BOOK  LEAGUE  OF  AMERICA 

Dept.  MWG9,  Garden  City,  N.  Y. 

I'lease  send  nie — FREE — The  Foxes  of  Harrow 
AND  Great  Expectations.  Also  enroll  ine,  free,  as 
a  member  of  the  Book  League  of  America,  and  send 
me,  as  my  first  Selection,  the  book  I  have  cheeked 
below: 

D  GENTLEMAN'S    AGREEMENT 
n  THIS  SIDE  OF  INNOCENCE 
D  STRANGE  WOMAN 
For  every  two  monthly  Selections  I  accept,  1  will 
receive,    free,    a    BONUS   BOOK.      However,    I    do 
NOT  have  to  accept  each  month's  new  Selection; 
only  six  of  my  oivn  choice  during  the  year  to  fulfill 
mv   membership   requirement.     Each   month   I   will 
receive   the    Club's    "Review,"    describing   a    num- 
ber of  other  best-sellers;   so  that  if  I  prefer  one  of 
these  to  the  regular  Selection,  I  may  choose  it  in- 
stead.    I  am   to  pay  only   $1.49    (plus   few  cents' 
shipping    charges)     for    each    Selection    I    accept. 
There    are    no    membership    dues    for    me   to    pay ; 
no  further  cost  or  obligation. 

MR.      ) 

MRS.  J-     

MISS   1  (Please  Print  Plainly) 

ADDRESS 

Zone  No., 

CITY if  any STATE 

If  under  21 
Occupation age    please 

Sli'jhity  higher  in  Canada.  Address  106  Bond  iSt.,  Toronto  2.  Can. 
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CARL  MOORE 


Top  O'  the  Morning's  at  7:00  at  WEEI. 
Carl  Moore  and  Ray  Cirardin  on  the  air 


Gloria   Carroll,   singer 
on  Beantown  Varieties. 


Carl  plays  an  accompanying  piano  for  "Serge  Acropolis"  of  the 
Beantown    Varieties    orchestra.     Carlton    Dickerman    standing    by. 
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THERE'S  a  perennial  that  grows  in  Boston  .  .  .  Carl 
Moore,  who  has  been  broadcasting  over  WEEI  for  the 
past  ten  years. 

In  the  days  when  the  nation's  Tin  Pan  Alley  was  in 
Boston  the  open  windows  of  loft  offices  and  tiny  music 
stores  in  the  theater  district  gave  vent  to  such  famous 
voices  as  Irene  Bordoni,  Belle  Baker,  Fanny  Brice,  Mor- 
ton Downey,  Bob  Hope,  and  many  another  big  vaudeville 
name  and  the  fellow  at  the  piano  accompanying  them 
was  Carl  Moore.  Carl  was  no  radio  star  then.  He  was 
a  song  plugger,  selling  the  latest  songs  put  out  by 
Waterson,   Berlin   &   Snyder. 

He  sold  them  so  well,  the  firm  made  him  New  Eng- 
land manager.  At  the  insistence  of  a  friend,  he  made 
one  theatrical  appearance.  Immediately  followed  a 
succession  of  one-night-stands  in  theaters  near  Boston. 
Carl  says  there  must  have  been  a  thousand  of  them. 

He  couldn't  play  the  piano  very  well,  but  he  knew 
how  to  put  a  song  over,  how  to  get  under  the  senti- 
mental New  England  skin,  and  he  still  does.  He  couldn't 
dance  very  well,  but  he  could  merge  his  dance  routine 
with  his  patter  and  songs  so  expertly  that  the  customers 
kept  crying  for  more,  and  they  still  do.  He  is  famous 
for  such  Irish  classics  as  "Who  Put  The  Overalls  In 
Mrs.  Murphy's  Chowder"  and  "Nobody  Knows  What 
Happened    To    McCarthy." 

He  comes  from  the  same  neighborhood  that  bred  razor- 
edged  wits  like  Fred  Allen.  Carl  says  they  came  a  dime 
a  dozen  in  his  day.    Everybody  was  that  way. 


Carl  is  somewhat  of  an  athlete  himself,  although  in 
the  more  sedate  fields.  He  is  an  expert  golfer.  He  tells 
an  amusing  yarn  of  some  15  years  ago  when  Bing  Crosby 
played  a  match  with  him  at  Woodland  Club.  Bing  had 
just  left  Paul  Whiteman's  outfit.  He  was  making  a 
Boston  stage  appearance  and  the  kids  were  swarming 
all  over  him  for  autographs.  Carl  had  tipped  off  the 
caddies  not  to  bother  Crosby,  but  to  come  to  him  at 
each  tee  and  ask  for  his  autograph.  The  kids  paid  no 
attention  to  Crosby.  After  the  match,  without  any  trace 
of  a  smile,  Bing  said  to  Moore:  "Carl,  what've  you  got 
that  I  haven't?    Could  it  be  my  golf?" 

During  the  winter,  Carl  keeps  in  shape  playing  bil- 
liards. Four  years  ago  he  won  the  amateur  balkline 
billiard  championship,  which  he  still  hasn't  had  to 
defend. 

With  his  Top  o'  the  Morning  broadcasts  over  WEEI 
with  Ray  Girardin  at  7:00  A.M.  and  Beantown  Varieties 
at  8:30  A.M.,  Carl  m.c.'s  twelve  programs  a  week.  He 
has  never  been  late  or  missed  a  broadcast  and  gets  up 
at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  His  seven  o'clock  broad- 
cast boasts  such  distinguished  listeners  as  novelist  Ken- 
neth Roberts,  whose  pleasure  it  is  to  send  in  odd  duck 
calls  and  queer  whistles. 

Sure,  he  has  the  help  of  an  orchestra,  soloist,  western 
trio,  and  announcer  in  his  8:30  A.M.  Beantown  Varieties, 
but  every  one  of  his  programs  bears  the  indelible  mark 
of  Moore,  and  as  long  as  he  is  able  to  perform.  New 
Englanders  will  listen,  calling  for  more  of  Moore. 


^€i/e^  Ql)^i€i^e 


A  PECULIAR  picture?  There's  a 
reason  for  it.  The  fine,  tweed- 
coated  back  you  see  above,  belongs 
to  Galen  Drake,  talker  extraordinary 
on  any  subject  that  pops  into  his  head 
(heard  Monday  through  Friday  over 
ABC  at  11:30  A.M.  EDT).  Although 
Galen  Drake  is  a  camera  fiend  himself, 
he  believes  that  most  listeners  have 
formed  mental  pictures  of  him  based  on 
their  interpretations  of  his  voice  and 
ideas.  So,  he  refuses  to  have  portraits 
of  his  face  taken,  in  case  they  should 
be  disappointed,  or  disillusioned. 

Born  in  Indiana  and  educated  in  Cali- 
fornia, Drake  had  a  varied  and  pretty 
up-and-down  career,  before  he  started 
in  radio.  He  sang  professionally,  worked 
as  a  pharmacist,  labored  in  the  oil  fields, 
was  a  graduate  philosophy  student, 
worked  with  a  track  gang  on  a  railroad. 

"People,"  Galen  will  tell  you,  "have 
taught  me  lots.  I  think  every  person 
I've  ever  worked  with,  regardless  of  his 
education,  has  passed  on  some  thought 
that  I  have  been  able  to  use."  A  nice 
guy  for  giving  credit  where  it  is  due. 

In  1940,  Drake  became  associated  with 
Fletcher  Wiley,  whose  unique  conversa- 
tional style  and  pungent  comments  on 
human  problems  had  begun  to  attract 
nation-wide  attention.  This  association 
shifted  Drake's  broadcasting  activities 
first  to  San  Francisco,  two  years  later 
to  Los  Angeles  and,  finally,  to  New  York 
in  the  summer  of  1944,  where  he  began 
his  rambling  commentaries  over  WJZ. 

Galen  Drake's  life  is  a  very  quiet 
one.  He  lives  in  midtown  Manhattan, 
close  enough  to  Radio  City  so  that  he 
can  walk  to  work  for  his  six  o'clock 
broadcasts.  That  clears  his  head  and 
frequently  on  the  walk  he  spots  things 
which  become  fodder  for  his  programs. 
He  has  one  of  the  most  grueling  air 
schedules  and  needs  lots  of  material,  ad 
libbing  as  he  does  for  nearly  two  hours 
every  day  on  four  separate  programs. 

Drake  is  an  insatiable  reader.  He 
reads  at  least  one  book  a  day,  some- 
times more.  He  often  finishes  a  whole 
book  in  the  several  hours  between  his 
early  morning  show  and  the  beginning 
of  the  business  day. 

Time  was  when  Drake  used  to  enjoy 
fishing  and  photography  as  daytime 
hobbies  and  spend  hours  in  the  eve- 
nings listening  to  his  large  collection  of 
classical  recordings.  He  has  a  specially 
built  radio  set,  which,  he  says  laugh- 
ingly, can  do  almost  everything  but  the 
laundry.  Since  his  growing  popularity 
has  earned  him  more  and  more  radio 
time,  however,  Drake's  relaxation  has 
been  limited  to  the  reading.  He  doesn't 
have  time  for  anything  else.  But  since, 
as  he  puts  it,  his  real  and  vital  hobby 
is  people  and  his  radio  programs  deal 
with  people  and  their  problems  and  go 
to  people,  he's  satisfied. 
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Away  you  go  and  your  heart  has  wings  — 
that  carry  you  back  to  your  very  first  ride  on 
a  dashing  pink-and-gold  charger!  How  you 
gripped  those  reins,  wide-eyed  .  .  .  remember? 
Flying  to  a  wonderland  so  very  personally  yours? 

You've  never  outgrown  your  gift  for  keeping 
life  gay  with  many  interests.  You've  learned 
many  ways  to  outwit  care  .  .  .  never  forgetting 
that  problem  days  need  be  no  problem,  with 
Kotex  —  the  napkin  made  to  stay  soft  while 
you  wear  it. 

Further,  your  confidence  never  fails  you. 
How  could  it  —  when  the  flat  pressed  ends  of 
Kotex  prevent  revealing  outlines.  When  that 
exclusive  safety  center  insures  protection  you 
can  trust.  And  when  Kotex  alone  gives  you  a 
choice  of  Regular,  Junior  and  Super  ...  to 
meet  your  special  needs. 

So  many  good  reasons  why  you  and  most 
women  choose  Kotex.  To  help  you  find  the 
young-hearted  fun  and  laughter  that  are 
very  personally  yours. 


More  women  choose  Kotex* 
than  all  other  sanitary  napkins 


To  make  the  most  of  the  comfort  Kotex  gives  you,  buy  a  new  Kotex  Belt.   Adjustable,  snug  fitting,  all-elastic. 
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F  SOMEONE  asked,  Who  are 
your  radio  favorites?  what  would 
you  answer? 

Until  now  there  has  been  no  way 
for  regular  radio  hsteners  to  ex- 
press their  opinion,  to  make  their 
choice  of  radio  stars  and  programs 
known  except  in  their  own  circle 
of  friends.  There  have  been  many 
poUs,  to  be  sure.  But  they  have 
been  polls  of  radio  editors,  or  radio 
columnists,  or  radio  critics.  And  in 
the  final  analysis,  it's  the  opinion 
of  you,  the  listener,  which  really 
counts.  It's  that  opinion  which 
sponsors  seek,  which  networks  re- 
spect, when  they  choose  a  new  pro- 
gram or  judge  an  old  one.  It's  your 
opinion  that  matters  to  us  here  at 
Radio  Mirror,  too,  for  it  guides  us 
in  giving  you  the  kind  of  magazine 
you  really  w^ant,  the  kind  which  will 
appeal  to  and  satisfy  the  largest 
number  of  hsteners. 

Now,  Radio  Mirror  takes  a  hand 
— at  last  you  are  going  to  have  a 
chance  to  make  your  opinion  felt, 
your  voice  heard.  No  longer,  when 
you  read  the  results  of  one  or  an- 
other of  the  radio  editors'  or  critics' 
polls  wiU  you  say.  Yes,  hut  how 
about  us?  How  about  the  people 
who  listen  to  the  radio,  not  the 
ones  who  are  hired  to  criticize  it? 

In  the  coming  November  and 
December  issues  of  Radio  Mirror 


you'll  find  ballots  which  we  are  go- 
ing to  ask  you,  as  hsteners,  to  fill 
out  and  return  to  us — ballots  which 
will  determine  America's  most 
popular  stars  and  programs. 

And  when  the  votes  are  counted, 
then  at  last  you  will  have  had  your 
say  about  what  you  like  best,  what 
you  dislike,  in  radio.  A  say  that 
will  count  a  great  deal  with  the 
people  who  decide  what  programs 
are  presented  on  the  air  for  you  to 
hear.  And  you'll  be  able  to  judge, 
too,  how  your  tastes  compare  with 
those  of  other  listeners. 

Radio  Mirror,  with  nearly  four- 
teen years  of  service  to  the  in- 
dustry behind  it,  is  the  voice  of 
radio — the  voice  of  the  stars,  of 
the  writers  and  directors  and  all 
the  rest  who  go  to  make  up  this  big 
business.  It  is  the  magazine  through 
which  you  can  learn  what  you  want 
to  know  about  the  people  on  the 
air  and  the  people  behind  them. 
But  more  important,  it  is  your 
voice.  It  is  the  intermediary  be- 
tween you  and  the  radio  business, 
the  means  through  which  you  can 
express  your  opinion. 

Next  month's  Radio  Mirror — the 
October  issue,  on  sale  September 
10 — ^will  carry  more  complete  de- 
tails of  this  important  coming  event, 
the  First  Annual  Radio  Mirror 
Awards.  Watch  for  it. 
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WHAT'S  happened  to  me  seems,  in  a  way,  the  most 
simple  and  natural  thing  in  the  world,  because 
I've  always  dreamed  about  sornething  like  this, 
and  at  the  same  time  I  can't  believe  it's  true  and  I 
sometimes  pinch  myself  to  be  sure  I'm  not  stiU 
dreaming.  Do  you  know  what  I  mean?  Here  I  am, 
just  seventeen,  and  I'm  one  of  the  featured  soloists 
with  Phil  Spitalny's  All- Girl  Orchestra,  just  re- 
turned from  the  second  of  two  concert  tours  on  which 
we  covered  the  entire  country. 

Aside  from  that,  I'm  just  like  any  other  teen-age 
girl.  I  can't  keep  my  eyes  off  my  feet  because  I'm 
wearing  my  first  pair  of  high-heeled  shoes  and — ^yes, 
I'm  crazy  about  Van  Johnson.  I  have  two  scrapbooks 
full  of  his  pictures  and  it  broke  my  heart  when  he  got 
married.  It  did  seem  he  could  have  waited  just  a 
little  longer  for  me. 

As  for  my  story — and  this  is  the  first  time  I've  ever 
been  asked  to  tell  it — I  guess  it  really  started  that 
afternoon  in  Radio  City  last  summer  when  my  mother 
and  I  decided  to  see  Perry  Como's  Supper  Club,  an 
NBC  radio  program.  We  were  in  Radio  City  because 
I  had  been  rehearsing  for  Madge  Tucker's  Coast  to 
Coast  On  a  Bus,  an  ABC  children's  program  on  which 
I  had  been  acting  regularly  for  five  years. 


You  see,  I  have  always  wanted  to  go  on  the  stage 
and  I've  been  taking  singing  lessons  since  I  was  thir- 
teen. I  must  have  inherited  my  love  of  music  from 
my  parents.  Both  are  musically  inclined,  although 
they  exercise  their  voices  only  in  church  choirs  or 
occasionally  in  the  bathtub.  Of  course  they  encour- 
aged me  and  when  I  was  in  8A  in  grammar  school,  I 
was  accepted  for  Miss  Tucker's  program.  If  it  weren't 
for  that,  I  might  not  have  been  in  Radio  City  that 
day — and  I  wouldn't  be  telling  this  story. 

My  mother  and  I  hadn't  made  any  plans  for  the 
evening  and  it  was  just  by  chance  that  ^ve  decided 
to  go  to  the  Perry  Como  show.  It  was  just  by  chance, 
too,  that  I  was  wearing  white  gloves — ^you'll  under- 
stand in  a  minute  why  they  were  important. 

At  the  end  of  the  radio  program,  Perry  Como  has 
a  fifteen-minute  show  for  the  studio  audience  and  he 
began  that  night  by  asking  if  there  were  anyone 
in  the  audience  who  wanted  to  sing.  Of  course,  I 
immediately  raised  my  two  hands  and  after  a  mo- 
ment, Mr.  Como  said,  "Will  the  girl  with  the  white 
gloves  please  come  up  on  the  stage."  There  were 
dozens  of  other  hands  in  the  air  but  my  white  gloves, 
you  see,  had  called  attention  to  mine.  I'm  not  super- 
stitious— ^not  very,  anyway — ^but  I  keep  those  gloves 


I  was  so  dazed  I  don't  know  how  I  got  over  besid 
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in  a  little  box  all  by  themselves  now;  they  certainly 
brought  me  good  luck.  In  fact,  it  seems  that  some 
people  thought  I  wore  them  as  a  kind  of  signal,  that 
I  had  been  "planted"  in  the  audience  and  had  not 
been  chosen  just  by  chance.  But  it  was  chance,  the 
luckiest  chance  in  the  world. 

I  guess  I  sang  well  that  night.  At  any  rate,  while 
I  was  walking  out  of  the  studio,  my  feet  on  the 
ground  but  my  head  in  the  clouds,  a  man  stopped  me 
and  introduced  himself  as  Gerald  Brown  of  the  NBC 
production  staf?.  He  liked  my  voice,  he  said,  and  he 
suggested  that  I  call  him  to  arrange  for  an  NBC  audi- 
tion— which  I  passed.  Things  happened  quickly  after 
that.  Mr.  Brown  referred  me  to  a  friend  of  his  at  the 
American  Artists  Bureau,  a  Mr.  Buddy  Robbins,  son 
of  Jack  Robbins,  the  famous  music  publisher.  I  didn't 
lose  any  time  and  a  day  or  two  later  I  went  to  see 
Mr.  Robbins — only  to  find  out  he  was  not  in  town.  I 
guess  my  disappointment  was  written  all  over  my 
face  because  his  secretary,  Mona  Kirby,  told  me  that 
she  often  helps  him  in  judging  performers  and  she 
suggested  that  I  sing  for  her.  That's  how  I  happened 
to  get  on  Arthur  Godfrey's  Talent  Scouts,  the  pro- 
gram that  really  started  me  on  my  way.  Miss  Kirby 
was  "so  impressed,"  as  she   {Continiied  on  page  74) 
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''  *  SK  her,"  said  Jerry. 
hk   "You  ask  her,"  I  said.  "She's  your  mother." 
"She's  your  mother-in-law,"  he  pointed  out. 


it' 


And 


"Now   there's   masculine   logic  for  your 
then  we  both  burst  out  laughing. 

It  was  funny,  and  it  wasn't.  There  was  Jerry, 
the  respected  young  physician  of  the  town  of  Three 
Oaks,  and  there  was  I,  Anne,  his  wife  and  his — 
so  he  often  assured  me — competent  office  assistant, 
and  we  were  arguing  like  a  couple  of  youngsters 
afraid  to  approach  a  higher  authority.  The  reason 
for  our  discussion  lay  before  us  on  Jerry's  desk — a 
neatly  engraved  bit  of  folded  paper,  announcing 
that  Mr.  Stefan  Crawycyk  requested  our  presence 
at  the  wedding  of  his  daughter  to  Mr.  WiUiam 
Fudro. 

"Maybe,"  I  suggested,  "we  could  get  someone 
else  to  stay  with  Jill,  and  take  Mother  with  us." 

Jerry  coughed.  "To  a  Polish  wedding?"  He 
pointed  to  the  invitation.  It  was  correct,  formal, 
but  at  the  bottom  Stefan  had  broken  out  of  the 
bounds  of  convention  to  add  his  own  inducement 
in  a  high,  slanting,  European  hand:  "A  fine  time! 
Polish  wedding!" 

"Well — "  I  agreed,  "I  suppose  not."  I'd  never 
been  to  a  Polish  wedding,  but  I'd  been  led  to 
understand  that  they  were  as  close  to  a  carnival 
as  a  serious  occasion  could  possibly  be.  "Maybe 
we'd  just  better  forget  about  it.  Send  a  gift  and 
an  excuse." 

He  pushed  back  in  his  chair,  lower  Up  ruefuUy 
outthrust.  "I'd  hate  to  do  that,  Anne.  I  want  to  go, 
unless  someone's  sick  that  night  and  really  needs 
me.  Stefan  would  be  hurt.  Besides,  he  still  owes 
me  money  for  his  wife's  appendectomy,  and  if  we 
didn't  go,  he  might  think  we  were  snubbing  him 
for  that  reason." 

I  leaned  down  to  drop  a  kiss  on  the  top  of  his 
bent  dark  head.  I  love  my  husband,  but  there 
are  times  when  I  come  close  to  worshipping  him — 
and  for  just  such  reasoning  as  this. 

"I  know,"  I  said.  "But  Jerry,  I  don't  see  how 
we  can  leave  her  at  home  again — ^not  after  these 
last  two  weeks,  and  especially  not  after  last  night." 

He  made  a  face.  "I'd  rattier  forget  about  last 
night."  (Continiied  on  page  84) 

In  this  new  Radio  Mirror  story,  as  on  the' air,  Jerry  Malone  is 
played  by  Charles  Irving;  Anne  by  Barbara  Weeks,  Mother  by 
Evelyn  Varney.  Young  Dr.  Malone  is  heard  Monday  through 
Friday,  1:30  P.M.   EDT,  over  stations   of   the   CBS    network. 
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Snmniers  at  Seacliif 
will  give  Meredith  and 
Heather  the  sea  legs 
they'll  need  to  keep 
up     with     their     father. 


THEY  tell  me  that  right  now  you  can't  get  away 
from  me — if  you  tune  in  on  any  one  of  529  stations, 

there's  Gordon  MacRae!  But  I  can  explain  it — 
I'm  on  NBC's  Teentimers  Club  (101  stations)  Satur- 
day mornings;  I'm  doing  a  summer  replacement  for 
Baby  Snooks  on  Friday  nights  over  148  CBS  stations; 
and  I've  got  my  own  transcribed  show  on  Tuesdays 
and  Thursdays  over  280  NBC  stations.  All  this  is 
pretty  astounding  to  me  when  I  recall  that  seven 
years  ago  I  was  an  NBC  page  boy.  And  if  I  hadn't 
broken  a  strong  NBC  rule,  I'd  still  be  shuffling  around 
in  a  blue  uniform! 

The  rule  I  broke  was  smoking  in  the  Men's,  Room  at 
NBC  one  noon-hour.  And  while  I  lighted  that  cigar- 
ette, I  was  humming  "Smoke  Gets  in  Your  Eyes."  A 
man  came  in  and  began  washing  up  for  lunch.     But 


he  stopped  in  the  middle  of  toweling  his  hands  and 
interrupted  my  humming.  "Can  you  sing,  boy?  Can 
you  read  music?"  he  demanded. 

I  was  startled,  but  I  nodded. 

"Fine!"  said  he.  "My  name's  George  Jackson,  and 
I'm  one  of  Horace  Heidt's  quartet — and  boy,  how  we 
need  a  fourth  right  now!  Come  right  down  with  me 
to  audition!" 

And  that's  how  it  all  began.  I  hopped  out  of  that 
Men's  Room  with  him  (but  not  out  of  the  uniform) , 
and  auditioned  in  half  an  hour — and  suddenly  I  was 
in  the  quartet  with  Horace  Heidt's  band.  A  year 
later  Larry  Cotton  went  into  the  Army  and  I  became 
solo  singer  .  .  .  until  I  too  went  in  the  Army.  And 
don't  think  that  every  time  I'm  at  NBC,  I  don't  drop 
into  that  Men's  Room  and  bow  low  three  times  in 
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No  time  for  anything . . .  except  a  romantic  marriage,  a  perfect  family,  a 


Danny  Seymour  announces  the  transcribed  Cordon  MacRae  Show  which  is  produced  by 
Cy  Phipps.  And,  while  Fanny  Brice  vacations,  Gordon's  heard  Friday  nights  at  8,  CBS. 


reverent  gratitude!.  And  with  fingers  crossed,  to  boot. 

But  all  of  this  is  ahead  of  my  story,  I  guess.  To 
start  at  the  beginning,  I  was  bom  in  East  Orange, 
New  Jersey.  Right  after  that  event,  the  MacRaes 
moved  to  Syracuse,  New  York,  where  my  father  was 
a  manufacturer  of  milling  machines.  There  my 
sister  and  I  grew  up,  and  I  went  to  Deerfield  Acad- 
emy. My  dad  was  quite  a  guy;  he  was  a  very  suc- 
cessful businessman,  but  he  loved  singing,  so  he  used 
to  sing  in  his  spare  time  on  WGY  at  Schenectady  as 
"Wee  Wullie  MacRae." 

I  know  that  if  I  had  gone  into  Dad's  business  I'd 
probably  be  a  millionaire  today.  But  I'd  inherited 
his  love  of  singing.  So  one  day  I  was  sitting  in  Deer- 
field  study  hall  with  a  copy  of  Pic  Magazine  between 
me  and  my  history  book,    {Continued  on  page  93) 


career  headed  for  the  moon 


BY 
HELEN    TRENT 

who  recalls  this  incident 
especially  for  Radio  Mirror.  The 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent,  con- 
ceived and  produced  by  Frank 
and  Anne  Hummert,  is  heard 
daily  at  12 :30  EDT,  on  CBS.  Helen 
Trent  is  played  by  Jalie  Stevens. 


MiBS  Stevens'  scarf  by  Glentex 


HAVE  you  taken  your  vacation  yet — 
or  are  you  still  looking  forward  to  it? 
All  over  this  wonderful  United 
States,  in  this  second  peace-time  summer, 
people  are  enjoying  holidays  of  one,  two. 
or  three  weeks.  The  beaches,  the  moun- 
tain resorts,  the  camps,  the  highways  and 
trains — all  are  crowded  with  men  and 
women  and  children  seeking  and  finding 
relaxation.  For  in  America  the  yearly 
vacation  is  a  national  institution,  and  a 
good  one.  No  matter  how  happy  you  are 
in  your  daily  life,  no  matter  how  much 
you  enjoy  your  work,  you  deserve  and 
need  a  change.  I'd  be  the  last  person  in  the 
world  to  speak  or  write  a  word  against 
the  value  of  a  vacation. 

But  I've  known  cases  when  a  vacation — 
like  any  good  thing — has  been  abused,  and 
has  resulted  in  harm  instead  of  good.  I've 
known  quite  a  few  such  cases,  and  tragic- 
ally enough  they  all  concern  people  whose 
need  of  a  holiday  is  especially  great.  Peo- 
ple, I  mean  whose  workaday  lives  are 
drab  and  lonely,  whose  work  seems  un- 
rewarding, poorly  paid — the  very  people 
who  desperately  need  a  chance  to  relax 
and  refresh  themselves. 

I  think  particularly  of  Thelma  Evans, 
because  to  me  her  experience  symbolizes 
all  the  frustration,  all  the  unhappiness. 
which  a  vacation  can  bring  to  one  when  it 
is  undertaken  in  the  wrong  spirit.  Her 
story  is  typical  of  thousands  ...  up  to  a 
point.    A  fortunate  point,  for  Thelma. 

She  was  a  typist  at  International,   the 


studio  in  Hollywood  where  I  am  a  costume 
designer.  At  a  desk  in  a  room  filled  with 
desks,  she  spent  her  working  day  copying 
motion -picture  scripts,  cutting  the  mimeo- 
graph stencils  which  would  be  used  to 
make  many  duplicate  scripts  for  the  use 
of  stars,  directors,  producers,  bit-players, 
scene  designers — everyone  connected  with 
the  production  of  the  pictures.  Some- 
times when  an  extra  stenographer  was 
needed  in  another  department,  Thelma 
was  called  from  her  regular  work  and 
sent  to  fill  in,  because  she  was  neat,  fast, 
and  capable.  That  was  how  I  first  became 
acquainted  with  her. 

Maybe  Thelma  once  had  had  dreams  of 
being  a  star  herself.  I  don't  know;  shr 
never  told  me.  But  most  girls  in  Holly- 
wood have  had  such  dreams,  and  I  suppose 
Thelma  was  no  exception.  She  had  put 
them  aside  by  the  time  I  knew  her,  though. 
She  was  about  twenty-five,  with  fair, 
soft  hair  falling  in  a  natural  wave  to  her 
shoulders,  large  violet  eyes  that  had  a 
wistful  quality,  and  a  wonderfully  clear 
complexion.  She  was  pretty,  not  beauti- 
ful, and  somehow  you  thought  of  hei-  as 
married  to  some  nice  young  fellow,  busy 
with  cooking  and  housecleaning  and  tak- 
ing care  of  the  babj' — and  liking  it. 

Thelma  had  the  nice  young  fellow,  but 
she  wasn't  married  to  him.  That  wasn't 
his  fault — he'd  asked  her,  often  enough. 
His  name  was  Jerry  Heath,  and  he  was  a 
teller  in  a  Hollywood  branch  of  a  Los 
Angeles  bank.    (Continued  on  page  103) 
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After  the  Vermont  Farm  episode,  Margo  feels  that 
her  Mount  Kisco  house  is  next  door  to  Times  Square. 
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There's  a  Bercfa  technique  to  living.  Shirley,  Carol, 
Molly    and    John    are    learning    it    as    they    grow. 


AN  HOUR'S  drive  from  New  York  City,  at  Mount 
Kisco,  New  York,  is  a  two-story  white  house 
perched  on  a  rolUng  green  lawn — packed  solid 
with  the  Jade  Berch  family.  There's  Father  Jack, 
Mother  Margo,  and  cMldren  Carol,  sixteen,  Shirley, 
twelve,  John,  three  and  one-half,  and  Molly  (a  few 
tnonths  old).  There  are  also  two  beaming  colored 
maids,  and  swarms  of  neighboring  children,  and  in 
the  back  there's  a  dog.-run  with  two  feverishly  eager 
Springer  spaniels  running  in  it — ^Tibby  and  Jiggs. 

It  is  also  padced  solid  with  Jack  Berch  enthusiasms. 
(You  get  a  sample  each  morning  on  the  NBC  Jack 
Berch  show.)  For  instance,  according  to  Jack  there's 
a  forest  of  trees  on  his  two-and-a-half  acres  of  lawn. 
"See?  Here's  an  English  walnut.  Here's  an  apple, 
here's  a  plum.  And  how  do  you  like  this  flowering 
cherry?"  he  says  proudly.  But  take  it  from  us,  these 
"trees"  are  merely  twigs  stuck  into  the  grotmd  beside 
a  protective  stic^ — and  tmless  Jack  read  the  tags 
attached  to  Ihem,  he  couldn't  tell  one  twig  from 
another! 

"It's  his  endless  enthusiasm,"  says  pretty  blonde 
Margo,  watching  her  husband  reading  the  twig  tags. 
"He's  that  way  about  everything.   And  some  of  his 


Lucky,  the  Berdbes.  They  found  a  house  that^s  big 


By  ElEANOe  HARRIS 


eJACR  BERCH 


enthusizisms  have  been  mighty  hard  on  his  long- 
suffering  family!" 

Take  the  time  Jack  bought  (sight  imseen)  a  farm 
in  Vermont.  He  rushed  home  to  tell  the  assembled 
family  about  it  at  the  dinner  table.  "We've  got  a  new 
country  home!  We'll  go  there  every  weekend!"  he 
said  happily. 

"But  there  are  so  many  of  us  to  load  into  one  car. 
And  such  a  long  trip!"  argued  Margo. 

Jack  looked  triumphant  "That's  why  I  just  bought 
a  trailer  today!  We  can  drive  up  in  comfort  And 
it's  no  trip  at  all — ^just  175  miles  each  way!" 

And  don't  think  the  Berches  didn't  drive  up — 
though  not  in  comfort — every  single  weekend  for 
four  and  a  half  years.  They  packed  'themselves, 
clothes,  groceries  and  fishing  tackle  into  the  trailer 
on  Friday  afternoons.  Thirty  minutes  from  home, 
they  parked  while  Shirley  took  a  music  lesson  from 
a  teacher  who  lived  in  a  nearby  town.  When  she 
emerged  from  her  lesson,  they  continued  on  to  Ver- 
mont— and  they  made  the  return  trip  on  Sunday 
nights. 

'This  went  on  summer,  winter,  spring  and  fall  for 
almost  five  years,"  sighs  Margo  in  telling  it.    "But 


thank  goodness,  Jack's  enthusiasms  eventually  end — 
and  he  finally  sold  the  farm.  And  the  trailer." 

Then  she  adds,  "But  let's  look  at  your  newest 
enthusiasm,  shall  we,  Jack?"  This  is  located  in  the 
mammoth  basement  of  their  house.  The  cellar  looks 
exactly  like  a  1947  version  of  the  pioneer  cellars  of 
early  America — complete  with  overflowing  shelves  of 
canned  and  bottled  beans,  tomatoes,  strawberries, 
beets.  Jack  enthusiastically  grew  them  in  his  garden, 
Margo  less  enthusiastically  preserved  them.  In  a  cor- 
ner room  is  a  washing  machine,  with  a  huge  hamper 
of  Berch  clothes  waiting  beside  it.  But  across  from 
the  shelves  of  bottled  vegetables  is  Jack's  newest 
fascination — a  colossal  deep-freeze  unit,  big  enough 
for  the  Waldorf.  Its  glistening  white  bulk  seems  to 
take  up  a  quarter  of  the  cellar  space. 

"This  caused  us  one  of  our  occasional  rows,"  Jack 
admits,  grinning.  "Margo  wanted  a  small  deep- 
freeze. But  I  saw  this  gigantic  one  and  couldn't 
resist  it  When  the  truck  delivered  it,  there  wasn't 
a  chance  of  getting  it  down  ceUar  through  the  door- 
way— it  was  far,  far  too  big.  So  I  told  the  delivery 
men  to  leave  it  in  the  garden  and  I'd  figure  out  a 
way.   I  did,  too!" 


and  bright  and  welcoming.    It  matches  them 
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Two  acres  and  a  half  are  large  enough  for  all  the  special  Berch  variations  on  routine  sports. 


Cheek  by  jowl  in  the  vast  deep-freeze  unit  are 
Jack's  trout  and  last  New  Year's  Day's  eggnog. 


He  did  by  calling  a  neighborhood  crony  who  has  as 
many  enthusiasms  as  Jack.  Together  the  two  men  tore 
out  a  great  hole  in  the  foundation  of  the  house.  Then 
they  dragged  the  gargantuan  deep-freeze  into  the  cellar 
— and  worked  two  nights  until  midnight  sealing  up  the 
foundation  again! 

"The  house  sagged  gently  during  this  operation,  but 
I  said  nothing,"  Margo  says  now.  "Besides,  now  I'm  all 
for  it — we've  got  room  for  everything  we  need  in  it, 
and  that  means  still  another  of  my  husband's  en- 
thusiasms!" 

YES,  Jack  is  an  ardent  hunter,  fisherman,  and  trapper. 
And  inside  the  freezer  are  such  mouth-watering  items 
as  bundles  of  speckled  brown  trout  and  brook  trout 
caught  last  summer.  And  the  carcass  of  a  raccoon, 
trapped  a  few  weeks  ago.  Not  to  mention  the  vegetables 
grown  by  Jack — or  the  many  store-bought  items  like 
the  hams,  steaks,  roasts,  sausages,  bacon,  and  a  huge 
carton  of  dog-meat.  "And  here's  something  Margo 
made,  good  any  time  we  need  it,"  Jack  beams,  pointing 
out  a  big  jug  of  eggnog  left  over  from  last  New 
Year's  Day! 

Jack's  enthusiastic  way  of  hving  is  marked  all  over 
the  house.  The  big,  comfortable  country  living  room  is 
not  a  decorator's  dream,  it's  a  room  to  live  in.  There's 
a  fireplace,  with  an  antique  clock  on  its  mantel.  "I 
bought  the  clock  because  it  has  a  kindly  face,"  explains  ' 
Jack.'  There's  a  rust-colored  rug,  cretonne-covered 
sofas  and  chairs,  and  a  grand  piano  which  only  daugh- 
ters Carol  and  Shirley  can  play.  And  there  are  family 
portraits  of  everyone  in  big  leather  frames.  The  dining 
room  contains  the  usual  furniture — and  a  mounted  bass, 
which  Jack  caught  ten  minutes  away  from  the  dining 
table.  "That's  why  I  like  living  in  the  country — you  can 
fish  and  trap  right  of?  your  own  property,"  says  Jack. 
"In  the  past  two  years,  I've  trapped  eight  mink,  thirty 
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Whatever  John  and  his  father  catch,  they  can  eat  tonight — or  two  months  from  now.    Compliments  of  the  deep-freezer,  of  course. 


raccoon,  and  thirty  red  foxes  right  here  at  home." 

Upstairs,  all  three  family  bedrooms  reveal  Jack  Berch 
manias.  In  the  closet  of  the  room  shared  by  son  John 
and  daughter  Shirley  is  Jack's  arsenal — fifteen  rifles  and 
shotguns,  of  differing  calibers  and  gauges.  Come  Sun- 
day, Jack  carries  them  all  tenderly  down  to  the  cellar 
for  cleaning.  The  rest  of  the  time  (except  when  they're 
in  active  use)  they're  kept  locked  away  from  small 
Johnny's  hands — by  the  simple  system  of  keeping  the 
closet  key  on  the  high  ledge  of  the  door-frame! 

In  the  room  shared  by  daughters  Carol  and  baby 
Molly  is  a  great  and  hideous  brov^n  Navy  diving  chest, 
with  a  ponderous  padlock  swinging  from  it.  "I  got  it  at 
a  Navy  sale  at  a  bargain,"  says  Jack  proudly,  "and  some 
day  soon  I'm  going  to  sandpaper  it  down  and  it'll  look 
stunning.    Besides,  it's  as  sturdy  as  a  safe!" 

The  big  master-bedroom  shared  by  Jack  and  Margo 
has  special-built  seven-foot  twin  beds  in  it.  "I  got  tired 
of  sleeping  with  my  toes  curled  up,"  grins  tall  Jack.  In 
Margo's  closet  is  another  Berch  enthusiasm — most  of 
Margo's  best  looking  clothes.  "I  buy  out  of  the  win- 
dow, so  I  can't  miss,"  Jack  says  modestly.  But  Margo 
is  still  raving  about  one  complete  outfit  he  brought  home 
as  a  surprise  last  Winter — a  navy  blue  suit,  navy  blue 
shoes,  and  a  red  sweater  and  hat.  His  own  clothes  are 
what  he's  least  enthusiastic  about.  "I  like  'em  after 
they're  worn  out,"  he  admits. 

Near  Jack's  bed  is  a  nightstand  holding  something 
that  he  waxes  ardent  about  too — a  combination  electric 
radio  and  alarm  clock.  "See,  you  set  the  clock,  and  in- 
stead of  the  alarm  going  off,  a  radio  program  starts  play- 
ing. It's  the  only  chance  I  get  to  hear  a  program,  too!" 

He's  right  about  that.  Early  morning  is  definitely  his 
only  time  to  listen.  At  7:50  every  morning,  armed  with 
a  newspaper  and  a  biographical  book,  he  climbs  up  the 
steps  of  a  commuter's  train,  waves  goodbye  to  Margo 
in  the  family  car  and  is  off  to  {^Continued  on  page  70) 
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Mount    Kisco's    nice;    sometimes    even 
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the  Berches  just  sit  back  and  enjoy  it. 

Jack  Berch  stars  in  his  own  Jack  Berch  Show, 
Monday  through  Friday  at  11:30  A.M.  EDT,  on  NB<:. 
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Coyering  the  Cover  Girl:  a 

boy-meets-girl  story  that  proves 

love   can  be  simple  and 


unmistakable  and  wonderful- 


even  out  in  Hollywood 


By  IRIS  NOBLE 


Violin  study  in  Germany  opened  lane's  career  with  a  flourish. 


TAKE  two  young  people — ^Tom  and  Jane,  very 
much  in  love;  mix  two  equal  parts  of  talent  and 
jobs;  add  one-part  newly-purchased  white  bun- 
galow home;  sprinkle  with  liberal  portions  of  dreams 
and  laughter.  And  what  do  you  haye?  For  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Tom  Tumage  (she's  Jane  Adams  of  the  radio 
program  Darts  for  Dough  and  this  month's  cover 
girl)   the  answer  comes  out:    happiness. 

It  doesn't  matter  that  the  one-part  home  is  only 
one-half  furnished.  The  Tumages  haven't  even  fin- 
ished impacking  yet  and  it's  true  there's  only  one 
chair  in  the  living  room  now,  but — ^Jane  laughs  and 
says:  "That's  just  a  good  excuse  for  sitting  on  his 
lap!"  They  are  decorating  their  home  together, 
watching  it  grow  and  become  beautifvd,  planning 
each  room,  working  out  every  detail  themselves.  No 
flossy  interior  decorator  is  going  to  spoil  their  fun. 
It  doesn't  matter  that  fuU  working  days  for  both 
Tom  and  Jane  mean  two  very  tired  people  at  night. 
Double  harness  in  jobs  suits  them  both,  they  claim. 


Tom  is  delighted  with  Jane's  three-year  success  on 
Darts  for  Dough,  every  Sunday  over  the  American 
Broadcasting  Company  stations.  He  is  backstage 
every  week  to  watch  and  give  her  the  high-sign  of 
approval.  He  helped  select  her  agent  to  handle  her 
movie  career,  since  she  is  now  under  contract  to 
Universal-International.  He  will  tell  you,  with  pride, 
how  she  has  moved  steadily  in  motion  picttires  from 
bit  parts  to  leads  in  Westerns  and  that  now  she's  had 
her  option  picked  up  again  by  the  studio — ^when 
Universal-International  recently  made  its  decision  to 
film  no  more  B-pictures  and  so  released  many  of  its 
contract  players. 

It  isn't  one-sided — ^this  pride.  The  keen  interest 
Jane  takes  in  her  husband's  work  and  plans  could 
be  a  lesson  in  morale-boosting  that  would  keep  any 
ex-GI  from  having  readjustment  problems. 

Right  now  Tom  and  his  brother  are  setting  up  a 
laimderette — one  of  those  miraculous  labor-saving 
depots  where  housewives  can  bring  the  laimdry,  shove 

Darts  for  Dough,  on  which  Jane  Adanu  can  be  heard,  is  an  American  Broadcsast 
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NOT  PIAIN 


Dinnera-for-two  are  more  Important  than  party  nights  for  the  Turnagea.    There's  so  much  to  talk  aboat! 


it  into  one  of  the  dozen  or  so  washing  machines,  read 
and  gossip  until  it  is  done,  and  then  take  home  the 
family's  clean  wash  all  ready  for  the  ironing  board. 
And  who  is  helping  decorate  this  l^iunderette?  None 
other  than  wife  Jzme. 

She's  excited,  too,  about  his  plans  for  returning  to 
school  next  fall.  Tom's  had  three  years  at  Texas 
A.  &  M.;  now  he  hopes  to  finish  at  UCLA. 

Jane  Adams'  radio  work  has  paid  oflf  for  her  in 
more  ways  than  one.  Contestants  on  Darts  for  Dough 
can  win  a  hundred  dollars  every  Sunday,  if  they  are 
lucky,  but  Jane  won  more  than  that.  It  was  through 
the  program  that  she  came  to  the  attention  of  the 
motion  picture  talent  scouts.  And  it  was  through  the 
program  that  she  met  and  won  a  husband. 

The  time  Weis  October  of  1944,  and  there  was  a 
war  on. 

Tom  was  stationed  at  Camp  Cook,  with  the  97th 
Infantry  Division.  Another  GI  of  the  same  Division 
knew  Orval  Anderson,  who  is  M.   C.   of  Darts  for 


Dough,  and  took  a  chance,  one  day  when  he  and  Tom 
were  on  a  three-day  pass  in  Hollywood,  on  sending 
their  names  backstage  in  hope  of  getting  to  see  the 
show.  Orval  Anderson  did  better  than  that  for  the  two 
servicemen.  He  came  out  front  to  see  them;  con- 
ducted them  personally  to  the  sponsor's  booth  where 
they  could  watch  the  show  in  comfort;  and  after  the 
program  was  over,  introduced  them  to  the  members 
of  the  cast. 

Tom — meet  Jane.  Jane — m,eet  Tom.  Shake  hands 
— and  fall  in  love. 

For  three  weeks  aftei'wards  Tom  wangled  passes 
so  he  could  go  to  Hollywood  and  visit  the  show.  On 
the  third  try  he  mustered  up  enough  courage  to 
ask  Jane  for  a  date. 

She  would  have  gone  out  with  him  that  first  day, 
if  he'd  asked  her. 

Jane's  always  had  certain  definite  qualifications  for 
the  man  she's  hoped  to  marry:  Item  one — sincerity. 
Item  two — ^an  active  interest  {Continued  on  page  68) 


lag  Company  program,  Sunday  aftemoona  at  5:40  EIDT. 


33 


,.  Prixe  Po^"" 


^°  °"*"rMreon>ea  mod  dr 


The  summer  sun  qWes 

Vitamin  0 

To  everyone 
But  me.  , 

H  mokes  me  burn 
To  o  turn 


Some  peot^e  conr 

Gel  enough 

6'  Sunshme  'couse 

My  Hyde  .s  o  Jei'Y 

I  treckle.     _^^^den  Rogers 


Ginfterbvea      d  ^^^le  -,;„ a  people ; 

n.e^  "«^f  iSe  tovn^S  clock  and 

'VVianV.s  w  ^^^^^^ 


_j  tittle  DO 


HASTE  TH»       ^^^  j^„ 


Ha 


34 


<-^ji, 


^^M    ~^^ 


\: 


r 


y'W^ 


■s 


'   'O  bed. 


A- 


.'^<>^^r-. 


.4$^^ 


/-^^ 


f^ 


^n 


^^^. 


^r^  ^^W- 


^  ^M  ^=& 


'TIceKc^^ 


^ere  com,^     .  fortunate 

Now  fun, 

^econverf^^  *^^*  fh«  wjii  ,i,  , 


'J^ 


^^••s 


.j^ 


^«    sure    to    I- 
^^«"-'«  mo™"*'"    *»    Ted 

"^'    «ver   ABC. 


\^ 


V'  ^y\c^ 


./}^.^ 


Gi. 


Gi, 


Sf^'^e  i, 


'""-^-t^S^ 


_P  •  P'ease.    ^ 


•o/,- 


^ 


^^£a 


35 


"Dexter,"  Corliss  announced,  "I  have  ari  idea!"  And  Dexter  inward- 
ly braced  himself.  He'd  had  a  lot  of  experience  with  Corliss'  ideas ! 


IN  the  late  afternoon  the  Archer  garden  was  a 
peaceful  spot.  For  once,  ev&a  Corliss  and  Dex- 
ter were  quiet,  loiuiging  on  the  grass  and 
serenely  licking  the  tops  of  ice-cream  cones. 

Peace  .  .  .  and  quiet. 

And  Mrs.  Archer,  looking  out  of  the  kitchen 
window,  shuddered.  How  well  she  knew  her 
daughter!  How  well  she  knew  that  quiet  mo- 
ments like  these  were  the  lulls  before  the  storm, 
the  fruitful  moments  that  could  blossom  into 
trouble  for  the  Archer  family.  Indeed,  if  she  had 
been  close  enough  to  listen,  she  might'  well  have 
shuddered,  because  Corliss  was  even  then  saying 
to  Dexter: 

"Dexter,  I  have  positively  the  most  utterly 
super  idea!  I'm  going  to  be  a  politician." 

"Huh?"  Rolling  over  on  his  back,  Dexter 
Franklin  managed  to  get  ice  cream  all  over  his 
chin.  He  wiped  it  off  carefully,  only  half-heartedly 
listening  to  Corhss.  "You  mean  making  speeches 
and  kissing  babies  and  things  like  that?  When 
you  grow  up?" 

"When  I  grow  up?  Dexter  FrankUn — a  person 
doesn't  have  to  be  old  and  decrepit  before  a 
person  begins  to  take  an  active  interest  in  gov- 
ernment affairs!"  Then  from  the  lofty,  she 
switched  abruptly  to  the  practical.  "I'm  going  to 
nm  for  high  school  Student  Body  President. 
Elections  are  two  weeks  from  now." 

Gone  was  Dexter's  indifference.  He  sat  bolt 
upright,  staring  at  the  girl.  When  he  spoke  his 
voice  was  the  voice  of  outrage.    "You  can't  do 


that!    A  girl  can't  be  Studrait  Body  President!' 

"Why  not?" 

"Why — why  because.  Because  we've  never  had 
a  girl  Stud^it  Body  President  Holy  cow,  Corliss 
— you  just  aren't  the  type,  anyway!" 

"I  might  have  expected  you  wouldn't  have  any 
faijih  in  me.  Our  friendship  has  r\m  its  course, 
Dexter  Franklin.  It  seems  that  I'm  good  enough 
for  you  to  take  to  the  movies  every  Saturday 
and  buy  me  cokes  and  take  me  dancing  and  to 
baseball  games  and  spend  all  your  aUowance  on 
me — but  when  I  ask  one  little  single,  teensy- 
weensy  favor  like  voting  for  me  to  be  Student 
Body  President  you — oh,  hello,  Minnie — "  Corliss 
broke  off  her  heated  remarks  to  vrelcome  a  new- 
comer into  the  garden.  "What  brings  you  here? 
I  thought  you  were  helping  Miss  Lane  plan  the 
volleyball  tournament  for  next  week?" 

"I  already  did."  Minnie  Jenkins  was  a  tiny, 
brown-haired  girl,  whose  habitual  worried,  earn- 
est and  careworn  expression  seemed  specially 
contrived  to  make  people  forget  she  was  also  a 
very  pretty  girl.  Now  she  stood,  irresolutely,  on 
one  foot  and  then,  the  other,  and  suddenly  thrust 
a  book  at  Corliss.  "You  forgot  your  history  book. 
You  left  it  behind  in  the  classroom  and  I  was 
worried  you  might  need  it  for  your  homework 
so  I  brought  it  along  to  you.  What  were  you 
saying  about  voting  for  you?" 

"Sit  down,  Minnie.  I  was  just  telling  Dexter 
that  it  was  time  a  girl  was  elected  Student  Body 
President  .  .  .  and  I'm  (Continued  on  page  95) 
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This  is  an  oriKiiial  story,  written  especially  for  Radio  Mimir,  based  on  the  Meet  Corlisa  Arciier  radio  show 
characters  created  by  F.  Hugh  Herbert.  Janet  Waldo  plays  Corliss;  Sam  Edwards  is  Dexter;  Irene  Tedrow 
is  Mrs.  Archer;  Fred  Shields,  Mr.  Archer.  Meet  Corliss  Archer  is  heard  Sunday  nights  9  EDT,  on  CBS. 


m  a  BMKHOi 


Bowing  gallantly  to  her  inescapable  destiny,  Corliss  Archer 
flings  her  hat  into  the  political  arena.  It  was  last  year's  hat  anyway 


"Is  it  right  for  a  candidate 
to  tmy  votes?"  Corliss  de- 
manded of  her  anrprised  parents. 


I 


(W 


AND  THE 


1.  Helen  Brandt  is  an  ambitious  young  artist.  But  her  interview  with  Jean  Thornton,  Art  Director 
of  the  William  Farrel  Company,  an  advertising  agency,  is  fruitless.  Jean  admits,  as  she  takes  a 
cigarette  from  her  music-box  case,  that  the  sketches  are  very  good.  But  she  is  not  interested  in  hir- 
ing a  new  assistant  at  the  montent — ^there  will  be  no  room  for  Helen  as  long  as  Jean  works  for  Farrel. 


SUSPENSE  has  a  large  and  avid  number  of  lis- 
teners who  would  not  under  any  circumstances 
miss  a  single  program,  for  it  creates  in  those  who 
listen  exactly  the  sensation  which  the  title  implies. 
It  stands  far  above  the  average  mystery  program  in 
story,  in  direction,  in  acting.  The  actors  who  play 
the  parts  in  Suspense  each  week  are  top  Hollywood 
radio  stars  who  fonn  the  Suspense  stock  company. 
Here,  as  on  the  air,  Helen  Brandt  is  played  by 
Cathy  Lewis;  Jean  Thornton  is  Dolores  Crane; 
Lurene  Tuttle  is  the  secretary,  Marie  Harris;  Elliot 
Lewis  (he's  Cathy's  husband)  is  Bill  Farrel  and  the 
two  reporters  are  Wallace  Maher  and  Joe  Keams. 


2.  Only  a  little  while  ago,  Jean  was  alive — Helen  had 
seen  her  with  that  cigarette  box  in  her  hand.  Walking 
along  the  street  after  her  interview,  Jean  heard  a  cry,  saw 
a   woman   hurtle   from   the   window   above — it   was   Jean. 
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eREATH-TAKING  STORY  OF  A  LIVE  GHOST  WHO  RETORiD  TO  THE  SCENE! 


3.  Now  that  Jean  is  gone,  Helen  derides  that  this  is 
no  lime  for  scruples.  Even  as  Bill  Parrel  tries  to  get 
rid  of  questioning  newspaper  reporters,  Helen  is  after 
Jean's  position  as  Art  Director  of  Bill  Parrel's  agency. 


t.  Weeks  pass.  Helen  has  made  good  at  her  new  job.  More 
important,  she  has  fallen  in  love  with  Bill.  She  would 
l>e  happy  if  Marie  Harris,  Bill's  secretary,  did  not  con- 
stantly remind  her  that  she  is  taking  a  dead  girl's  place. 


S.  That  photograph  of  Jean  Thornton — how  did  it  get  on 
Helen's  desk?  Helen  is  terrified — which  is  exactly  the 
way  Marie  Harris  wants  her  to  be — as  she  reads  the  in- 
scription   on    it.    "With    love,    to    Bill"    it    is    signed. 


6.  And  the  tune  of  Jean's  musical  cigarette  box!  Is  it 
really  in  the  room  or  only  in  Helen's  mind?  Marie  says 
that  the  music  may  have  been  recorded  on  the  office  dic- 
taphone some  time  before,  but  Helen  is  still  terrified. 
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Suspense 


AND  tbue:  breath-taking 

STORY  OF  A  UVE  GHOST 
WHO  RETURNED  TO  THE  SCENE 


Thi*  story  ia  adapted  from  an  original 
Suapenae  script  written  by  Eleanor  Beeaon. 
Myatery  lovera  hear  Siupenae  for  half  an 
boor  each  Thuraday,  8  P.M.  EDT,  over  CBS. 


7.  Helen  goes  to  Bill  for  comfort,  bnt  'althoagh  he  does 
assure  her  of  his  love  for  her,  he  cannot  explain  away 
the  picture  or  the  mnsic.  Instead,  he  tells  Helen  that 
he  is  in  trouble  himself.  But  he  cannot,  he  says,  tell 
her  about  it,  and  Helen  is  more  frightened  than  ever. 


10.  To  save  Bill,  whom  she  loves,  Jean  poshed  from  the 
window  of  her  o£Bce  an  unknown,  innocent  girl,  dressed 
in  Jean's  clothes,  with  a  duplicate  of  Jean's  musical 
cigarette  boJc.  The  authorities  thinking  Jean  dead.  Bill 
was  able  to  collect  her  life  insurance  and  save  himself. 


II.  Marie  Harris  has  always  known  the  truth — and 
she,  too,  loves  Bill  and  wants  him  for  herself.  She 
has  been  waiting,  and  chooses  this  moment  to  come 
in— her  authority  a  gun.  It  was  she  who  frightened 
Helen  with  the  picture  and  the  music  box  recording. 


10 


8.  That  night,  Helen  retnrns  to  the  office.  She  is 
determined  to  get  out  of  BUI  the  truth  aboiit  this 
trouble  of  his,  perhaps  about  the  picture  and  the 
music  box  as  well.  But  there  is  someone  with  him — a 
woman  whose  shadowed  profile  looks  like  that  of  Jean ! 


9.  Jean — who  is  supposed  to  be  dead!  But  the  girl  in 
the  room  with  Bill  is  Jean,  nevertheless.  This  is  the 
explanation  she  offers:  Bill  has  embezzled  some  money 
from  the  firm.  Jean's  life  insurance  was  of  an  amount 
that  would  cover  the  embezzlement.  So  Jean  disappeared. 


12.  "You  were  supposed  to  have  jumped  out  the  win- 
dow once  before,"  Marie  tells  Jean,  ^his  time  you 
will  really  do  it!"  Revealing  that  she  has  dicta- 
phone records  of  everything,  including  the  murder, 
she  forces  Jean  to  do  what  she  had  once  pretended. 


13.  This,  thinks  Helen,  is  payment  for  my  ruthless  ambi- 
tion! For  she  has  seized  the  gun  which  Marie  put  down  in 
her  struggle  with  Jean.  And  Helen  holds  the  man  she 
loves  and  the  girl  who  loves  him  enough  to  do  anything 
for  him  until  the  police  come  to  take   Bill  Farrel  away. 
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TWO  WHITE  AND  TWO  NEGRO 
Radio  Mirror's  $100  Letter 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I'd  like  to  tell  you  about  a  nurse  who  taught 
four  old  ladies,  two  white  and  two  negro,  that 
life  can  be  beautiful  and  taught  us  a  lesson  in 
tolerance,  too. 

You  see,  this  nurse  had  a  brilliant  war  record, 
but  she  was  stricken  with  paralysis  soon  after 
she  was  discharged.  She  made  a  brave  comeback 
and  is  now  working  in  a  V.  A.  hospital  here  in 
Texas.  I'm  getting  ahead  of  my  story.  After  her 
recovery  she  found  out  that  two  of  us  were  being 
evicted  from  the  house  where  we  lived.  We,  too, 
had  had  paralysis,  so  she  came  to  see  us  and 
asked  us  to  live  with  her.  She  provided  the  best 
medical  care  and  gave  us  treatments  every  day 
until  we  were  able  to  use  our  bodies  better.  I 
mustn't  leave  out  the  fact  that  we  got  the  love 
and  understanding  that  older  people  need  more 
than  anything  else. 

About  three  months  after  we'd  been  here  she 
brought  two  negro  women  who  were  in  the  same 
circumstances  in  which  she  found  us.  At  first  we 
were  pretty  hostile  toward  them,  but  she  did  not 
make  any  difference  in  the  way  she  acted  toward 
us.  She  gave  them  what  she  had  given  us,  same 
treatments,  love  and  understanding.  They  tried 
to  be  friendly  with  us  but  we  repelled  any  ad- 
vances imtil  she  had  a  talk  with  us  and  explained 
that  since  we  believed  in  God  that  we  should  be 
friends  to  everyone  since  that  was  what  He 
advocated. 

We  thought  this  over  and  after  a  while  we  ten- 
tatively made  friendly  advances  and  found  that 
our  companions  were  just  like  ourselves,  intelli- 
gent and  willing  to  be  friends  if  we'd  only  give 
them  a  chance.  Now  we  are  one  big  happy  family 
though  it  wasn't  at. all  as  easy  as  it  sounds,  but 
we've  learned  the  hard  way  that  lesson  in  toler- 
ance. Our  nurse,  even  though  she's  very  busy 
in  her  new  work,  still  finds  time  to  write  us 
letters  of  encouragement  every  day.  Her  mother 
carries  on  where  she  left  off  and  we  are  all  be- 
ginning to  love  this  as  much  as  our  own  home. 
We've  told  this  pretty  badly  but  maybe  you'll 
understand  what  we've  been  trying  to  tell  you 
about  this  great  person  who's  made  life  beautiful 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  ivritten  by  Carl  Bixby  and  Don  Becker. 


^ 


ik.       ^ 


for  four  old  women,  otherwise  lonely  and  friend- 
'^^^"  D.  M.,      H.  M.,      M.  A.,      S.  A. 

P.S. — Papa  David,  if  you  decide  to  print  our 
letter,  please  make  out  the  check  to  our  nurse. 
We'd  like  to  do  something  to  show  our  apprecia- 
tion of  the  things  she's  done  for  us. 

The  Editors  of  Radio  Mirror  have  selected  for 
this  month's  $15  checks  the  letters  that  follow. 

"IF  YOU  GO-  WITH  ME" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  was  bom  with  a  fear  of  the  dark.  My  mother 
has  often  said  she  could  not  leave  me  alone  even 
as  a  baby. 

As  I  grew^  older  I  can  vividly  remember  the 
horror  that  would  grasp  and  hold  me  with  icy 
fingers  as  I  would  lie  awake  in  the  dark.  My 
parents  would  have  scoffed  at  the  idea  of  a  light. 
Foolish  to  be  afraid!    I  suffered  alone. 

My  grandfather  was  a  Methodist  preacher  and 
one  of  the  kindest,  sweetest  persons  who  ever 
lived  in  this  world.  He  and  my  parents  taught 
me  how  God  was  always  near  to  take  care  of 
children  or  anyone  who  trusted  Him.  Because  I 
could  not  explain  my  fears  to  them,  I  poured  out 
my  childish  fears  to  Christ  who  was  very  real  to 
me.  One  night  in  the  dark  hours  before  mid- 
night, I  woke  and  the  horror  of  smothering  dark- 
ness fell  over  me  like  a  stifling  blanket. 

In  desperation  I  said,  "Christ,  I'm  a  silly  child 
to  be  afraid,  but  if  you  will  go  with  me,  I'll  walk 
around  the  house  and  not  run  a  step." 

I  immediately  rolled  out  of  bed  and  was  soon 
out  the  front  door.  Very  slowly  I  walked,  deeply 
conscious  of  a  Presence  beside  me.  Slower  and 
slower  and  happier — happier  as  I  walked  further. 
The  front  door  came  back  to  me  all  too  soon.  I 
stood  there  looking  up  at  the  stars.  I  was  not 
afraid!  The  night  was  beautiful.  I  went  to  bed 
and  felt  the  darkness  about  me  like  the  loving 
warmth  of  a  velvet  robe.  A  great  beauty  had 
come  into  my  life. 

Never  again  have  I  been  afraid  in   the  dark. 

Strength  and  peace  come  with  the  beauty  of. the 

night  and  I  love  each  night  even  more  than  the 

beautiful  day.  td    x^    tt 

B.  K.  H. 


i8  heard  at  12  Noon  PDT.  I  P.M.  MDT,  2  P.M.  CDT,  3  P.M.  EOT,  on  NBC  stations 


HAPPINESS  IS  CULTIVATED 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  my  first  baby  was  very  little  I  went  to 
a  Montana  sheep  ranch  in  Bozeman  Canyon.  I 
had  spent  aU  of  my  life  in  a  city  with  the  fun  and 
friendships  one  takes  for  granted.  Then  to  be 
transplanted  into  a  frontier  country  where  all 
about  me  was  new  and  strange  and  lonely,  was 
almost  overwhelming. 

My  only  companion  was  an  old  woman — kindly 
and  very  wise.  The  days  were  ages  long  to  me. 
She  suggested  that  I  ride  horseback.  I  didn't 
know  how  and  I  didn't  want  to  learn.  She  sug- 
gested that  I  take  a  walk  and  gather  wild  flowers 
through  the  afternoons  of  the  beautiful  spring 
days  we  were  having.  But  I  said  I  didn't  have 
anyone  to  gather  flowers  for. 

One  evening  as  we  sat  on  the  doorstep  looking 
out  into  the  twihght  she  said,  "I  wonder,  dear, 
if  you  wouldn't  like  to  make  a  mattress  for  your 
baby — make  every  bit  of  it  with  your  own  hands 
— so  she  can  have  it  when  she  grows  up  and 
realizes  how  it  was  made  and  how  much  love 
was  put  into  it?  If  you  would  like  to  hear  it,  I 
will  tell  you  about  one  I  made  for  my  little 
grandson."  I  said  I  would  and  she  told  me  how 
she  had  gathered  the  wool  that  clung  to  the 
barbed    wire    fences    {Continued    on    page   89) 


RADIO  MIRROR  OFFERS  $100  EACH  MONTH 
FOR  YOUR  LETTERS 

Somewhere  in  everyone's  life  is  hidden  a  key  to 
happiness.  It  may  be  a  half-forgotten  friend,  a  period 
of  sutTering,  an  unimportant  incident,  which  sud- 
denly illuminated  the  whole  meaning  of  life.  If 
there  is  such  a  memory  in  your  life,  won't  you 
write  to  Papa  David  about  it?  For  the  letter  he 
considers  best  each  month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay 
one  hundred  dollars;  for  each  of  the  others  that 
we  have  room  enough  to  print,  fifteen  dollars.  No 
letters  can  be  returned.  Address  your  Life  Can  Be 
Beautiful  letter  to  Papa  David.  Radio  Mirror  Maga- 
zine, L'QS   East  42  Street.  New  York   17,  New  York. 
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<3m 'p^dvenkm  ol 


The  nero  of  anotner  Jay 
proves  tkat  Ri^kt  will  always 
win  o'er  Migkt,  wkile  ke 
demonstrates    uncanny    prowess 
on  tke  Fieia  ot  Honor 


Joe  NIansfield  is  director  of  tke  AJventurea.  Rekearsing  one 
of  tkem  are  tke  principal  ckaracters — La^irson  Z^rbe,  ^rko  is 
Franki  Elaine  Rost,  wko  is  Inza;  Hal  Studer,  wko  plays  Bart> 


AH  for  Yale!"  . 

"Three  cheers  for  Frank  Merriwell!" 

Listen  to  them  roar  approval  for  that  glamor- 
ous gladiator  of  the  gridiron,  that  great  Amer- 
ican hero!  It's  a  nostalgic  echo  from  the  era 
when  "Twenty-three  skidoo!"  was  gay  talk 
and  £01  ice  cream  soda  set  you  back  five  cents. 

He's  back — ^big  as  life  and  twice  as  exciting, 
right  out  of  the  dime  novel  pages.  The  idol  of 
all  Young  America  (ask  Dad,  he  knows)  goes 
back  into  action  every  Saturday  morning  in 
NBC's  The  Adventures  of  Frank  MerriweU. 

That  immortal  character,  created  at  the  turn 
of  the  century  by  Burt  L.  Standish  and  now 
adapted  for  radio,  has  not  been  streamlined  or 
modernized.  Daumtless  Frank  is  involved  in 
stirring,  action-accented  stories  that  recreate  all 
the  chivalry  and  charm  of  the  gas-light  period. 

Famous  landmarks  like  the  Yale  Campus,  the 
student  Fence,  the  New  Haven  House  are  back- 
ground for  Frank's  adventures.  Back,  too,  are 
lovely  Inza  Burrage,  his  heart-interest,  and 
Bart  Hodge,  his  campus  chum  plus  such  mem- 
orable characters  as  Harry  Rattleton,  Jack 
Diamond,  Dismal  Jones,  Lazy  Bruce  Browning, 
Coach  and  Dean  Clark. 


Tke  clop -clop  of  koofs,  tke  scrape  of  car- 
riage wkeels  start  eack  program — courtesy 
of  tke  busier-tkan-usual  NBC  Sound  Staff 


Adapted  for  radio  by  Ruth  and  Gilbert  Braua  and  WiUiam  Veiah,  Frank. MerriweU  is  heard  Saturdays,  10  A.M.  EDT,  NBC. 


iiil  MittlW 


1.  Desperately,  Bart  informs  Inxa  that  Frank  and 
anotker  student,  Robert  Marline,  are  to  settle  a 
§rua^  leitli  swords.  Inza  must  come  and  intervene! 


-a»^T*a^»'j«— :■■ 


2.  But  tbe  duel  is  already  on.  Marlinr,  lunging  at 
bis  cool  opponent,  is  furious  and  baffled.  1  ivice  bas 
Franb  disarmed  tbis  supposedly  expert  swordsman. 


3.  For  a  tbird  time  Franb  Merri'well  sends  Marline's 
blade  spinning.  Inza  and  Bart  bave  arrived,  but 
it   looks  as  if  Frank  will  not  need  belp  from   tbem. 


4.  Tbe  victor!  A  fine  figure  of  a  man,  Frank  shakes 
bands  witb  Marline,  turns  to  accept  congratulations 
from    bis   friends,   a   prideful     well  done"  from  Inza. 
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JUNE  3,  of  1940,  it  was,  the  day  we 
met.  Back-stage  at  the  Schubert 
Theater  where  I  was  rehearsing 
the  small  part  I  played  in  the  Al 
Jolson  show,  "Hold  On  To  Your 
Hats." 

Tex,  who  was  at  the  time  chief 
editorial  writer  for  the  New  York 
Daily  Mirror,  had  come  to  the  thea- 
ter to  cover  the  show.  As  I  passed 
him,  bright  yellow  as  I  was,  in  a 
California  playsuit,  and  barefoot,  in 
the  dim  and  dusty  wings,  "Who  is 
that  character?"  he  asked  producer 
Georgie  Hale. 

Georgie  introduced  us.  We  started 
talking  California,  and  Spain,  where 
I  was  bom,  and  I  recall  thinking  that 
this  young  nian  with  the  newspapers 
under  his  arm  was  a  very  very 
serious  young  man— grim,  really — 
and  wondering  why  he  never  smiled. 
But  liking  him,  and  feeling  pleased 
and  proud  because  I  seemed  to  in- 
terest him  a  little  bit.  Then  my  watch 
crystal  fell  out,  and  by  the  time  we 
found  it  we  were  friends  and  we 
knew  it. 

My  mother  remembers  the  letter 
I  wrote  her,  that  night  of  June  3, 
1940,  in  which  I  told  her  about  the 
show  but  more  about  "A  very  nice 
young  newspaperman  who  did  a  sort 
of  interview  with  me." 

But  days  passed,  weeks  passed  and 
Tex  didn't  come  to  the  theater  again. 
There  were  no  calls  from  him.  No 
word.  Nothing,  nothing,  nothing. 
There  was  the  beginning  of  the 
nothing,  nothing,  nothing  that  was  to 
be,  seemingly,  all  there  would  ever 
be  between  us.  All  there  was  be- 
tween us,  certainly,  for  months,  and 
years.  .  .  . 

Then,  one  day,  he  showed  up  at 
the  theater  again.  And  we  talked 
again.  About  tennis,  this  time. 
("Jinx's  conversation,"  Al  Jolson 
used  to  tell  people,  kidding  me,  but 
meaning  it,  "is  three  ways  to  string 
a  tennis  racket!")  Then  Tex  asked 
me  how  I  liked  New  York.  I  told 
him  I  loved  it.  I'd  been  told,  I  said, 
that   New   Yorkers   are   unfriendly. 


uninterested  in  strangers.  "But  gee, 
it's  amazing,"  I  said,  "I  walk  home 
from  the  theater  alone  every  night — 
not  dressed  up  at  all,  you  know,  just 
as  I  am  in  my  bareback  dress,  carry- 
ing my  flower — and  lots  of  people 
stop  and  talk  to  me!"  That  made  Tex 
laugh  his  practically  (in  those  days) 
once-a-year  laugh.  Then  he  said, 
"I'll  walk  home  with  you  tonight. 
You  shouldn't  be  walking  home 
alone,  you  know,  late  at  night." 

I  thought.  He'll  forget.  He'll  dis- 
appear again.  .  .  . 

But  he  didn't  forget.  When  I  came 
out  of  the  stage-door  that  night, 
there  he  was  and  we  walked  from 
the  theater  to  the  Plaza  in  Rocke- 
feller Center  (which  I  think  is — 
next  to  Cairo — the  most  romantic, 
place  in  the  whole  world  because 
that  is  where  Tex  and  I  really  began) 
and  sat  at  one  of  the  little  tables 
outside  the  French  Grill  and  had 
lemonade. 

If  I  had  thought  that,  seven  years 
later,  we'd  practically  be  living  here 
at  the  Plaza,  broadcasting  from  NBC 
in  a  studio  overlooking  the  Plaza  .  .  . 
but  I  didn't  think  seven  years,  oi 
even  seven  days,  ahead.  ...  It  was 
nice,  it  was  exciting,  right  then,  in 
that  moment,  with  Tex  saying,  as  he 
ordered  me  the  lemonade  I  asked 
for,  "My  God,  don't  you  drink?" 
Then,  offering  me  a  cigarette,  which 
I  refused,  "Don't  you  smoke?"  and 
when  I  said  "No"  to  both  questions, 
"This  is  the  girl  for  me!"  he  said. 
But  grinning,  not  serious. 

Later,  maybe  an  hour  later,  after 
he'd  asked  me  many  questions  about 
me  and  my  two  brothers,  Bob  and 
Tom,  and  about  Barcelona,  Spain, 
where  I  was, born,  and  about  Brazil 
and  Chile,  where  I  spent  most  of 
my  girlhood,  and  about  Hollywood 
where,  later  on,  I  was  a  movie  ac- 
tress, he  said,  "You  seem  a  nice, 
family  sort  of  girl,  so — be  careful 
and  don't  get  hurt  in  New  York." 

Then  there  was  a  pause  in  which, 
I  remember,  Tex  seemed  to  go  very 
far  away.   Then  he  said,  "I'd  like  to 
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JINX  FALKENBURG 


Hi,  Jinx  im  heard  on  WNBC  8:30  A.M.,  EDT, 
Monday  through  Friday,  and  Sunday  at  noon. 
Jinx  and  Tex  substitute  for  Ehiffy's  Tavern 
this    summer — Wed., '  9    P.M.,    EDT,    NBC. 


He  was  .christened  John  Reagan  MeCrary,  but  Tex  and  Jinx  call  him  Paddy. 


Every-morning  job  for  Tex  is  dressing  young 
Paddy  for  the  day — and  it's  a  job  he  loves. 


Their  life.  Jinx  says,  is   right  for  her  and 
right  for  Tex,  and  right  for  their  marriage. 
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At  her  own  front  gate  or  overseas  with  the  USO, 
— wherever  Jinx  goes  is  home  because  she's  happy. 


The  flood  of  mail  their  programs  bring  is  one 
of  the  tasks  that  the  McCrarys  tackle  together. 
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see  you  a  lot  but  I  won't  fall  in  love  with  you  be- 
cause if  I  fell  in  love  with  you,  I'd  only  hurt  you." 
Then  he  added,  slowly,  "I  just  want  to  tell  you  that 
I've  been  married  and  will  never  marry  again." 

It  had  not  occurred  to  me  at  that  time — ^why 
should  it? — that  I  was  the  least  in  love  with  him,  or 
ever  would  be.  But  those  words  made  such  an  im- 
pression on  me  that  I  never  forgot  them  or,  actually, 
ever  will.  Even  now,  now  we  are  married,  are  even 
"Mr.  and  Mrs."  on  the  air,  have  a  baby,  are  neyer 
apart,    those    words    come    back    to    me,    haunting. 

WE  walked  home  together  that  night  and  I  didn't 
see  him  again  for  months,  many  months.  .  .  .  Nor 
hear  from  him.  And  didn't  really  care,  didn't  think 
about  it.  By  this  time,  I'd  got  to  know  people  in 
New  York.  I  was  playing  tennis  a  lot.  Al  Jolson  and 
I  had  become  good  friends  and  every  evening  eight 
or  ten  of  us  froih  the  cast  would  go  to  the  21  Club 
for  dinner.  And  there  were  weekends  with  friends 
in  the  country.  And  visits  with  friends  in  from  Holly- 
wood. And  the  very  serious  young  man  with  the 
newspapers  under  his  arm  began  to  seem,  if  I  thought 
about  him  at  all,  far  away  and  long  ago.  .  .  .  Then, 
months  later,  in  Chicago  with  the  show,  in  my  mail 
one  day  I  found  a  full-page  poster  of  myself  as  the 
"First  Miss  Rheingold"  (which  I  was!)  enclosed  in 
an  envelope.  And  by  my  pictured  hand,  a  pen-and- 
ink  sketch  of — a  penguin.  Simply  that  and  nothing 
more.  Instantly  I  looked  at  it,  "Tex!"  I  said,  "Tex 
McCrary!"  For  a  penguin  is  Tex's  sort  of  signature. 
He  loves  to  draw  penguins.  He  draws  penguins  all 
over  tablecloths,  on  walls,  anywhere  and  everywhere 
he  finds  an  inch  of  space.  He  had  drawn  penguins  on 
the  table  at  the  French  Grill  that  night  in  Rockefeller 
Plaza.  HeM  drawn  penguins  on  the  walls  of  Al  Jol- 
son's  dressing-room  in  the  theater  in  New  York. 
(When  Paddy  was  bom,  he  drew  pictures  of  a  pen- 
guin papa  running  madly  up  and  down  a  hospital 
corridor!) 

In  New  York  again,  a  few  weeks  after  the  show 
opened  there,  I  was  told  that  Tex  McCrary  wanted  to 
do  an  "Only  Human"  sketch  of  me.  (One  of  the  "Only 
Human,  by  Candide"  sketches  he  did  for  the  Mirror 
in  those  days.)  "Tex  is  going  to  do  the  story  after  the 
show  tonight,"  our  elated  press-agent  told  me.  "He 
wants  to  know  if  you  will  go  to  his  apartment,  where 
he  works.  He  thinks  you  can  talk  more  comfortably 
there  than  in  a  restaurant."  When,  somewhat  in  doubt 
as  to  the  decorum  of  going  to  a  young  man's  apart- 
ment, I  arrived,  Tex  greeted  me  affably  but  imperson- 
ally and  offered  me,  by  way  of  refreshment,  gra- 
ham crackers,  honey  from  Chile  and  a  glass  of  milk! 

We  talked,  I  remember,  for  an  hour  or  two — mostly 
about  my  background,  my  family  and  what  my  ideal 
life  would  be.     When  the  interview  was  over  Tex 


Tex  Afce^e 
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took  me  downstairs,  called  a  cab  for  -me,  saw  me  into 
the  cab  and  said  "Goodbye;  you're  on  your  own 
now!" 

That  was  that.  And  I  didn't  see  him  again  for 
three  months! 

When  the  story  came  out — the  best  story  ever  done 
on  me,  by  the  way — it  was  titled  "Girl  of  the  Future." 
"She  is  the  Girl  of  the  Future,  because,"  Tex  ex- 
plained, "she  speaks  Spanish  and  English  equaUy 
well  and  in  the  future  there  will  be  many  girls  of 
Latin -American  parents  who  will  speak  both  lan- 
guages equally  well." 

Mostly  very  much  in  earnest,  as  he  mostly  is  about 
everything,  Tex  in  the  story  also  poked  a  Httle  fun 
at  me.  "When  I  asked  this  Beauty,"  Tex  wrote, 
"what  her  ideal  life  would  be,  she  said  she  wanted 
to  be  married,  have  five  children,  live  in  a  ranchy 
sort  of  place  in  California,  with  tennis  court  and 
swimming  pool."  He  wrote  this  blue-print  of  the 
ideal  life  as  a  quote  from  me,  then  closed  the  quote 
and  added,  "Nothing  pretentious."     Oh,  and  he  also 


quoted  me — and  correctly — as  saying  I  would  never 
marry  an  actor  because  I  couldn't  stand  a  man  wear- 
ing make-up  aroiind  the  house!  I  have  a  lot  of  fun 
with  Tex  now,  laugh  at  him  when,  for  our  television 
shows,  he  puts  make-up  on  to  cover  the  fact  that  he 
isn't  well  shaved. 

Six  months  later,  having  gone  back  to  Hollywood, 
made  a  picture  and  returned  to  New  York  again,  I 
was  staying  at  Elizabeth  Arden's  apartment  when  the 
phone  rang  for  me  one  day  and  a  voice  said,  "Re- 
member me?"  "Hullo,  Tex,"  I  said.  "How  are  you? 
Where  are  you?"  Tex  said,  "At  the  airport.  Leav- 
ing, this  minute,  for  England.  Just  thought  I'd 
call  you." 

During  the  year  that  followed — ^the  year  of  no  word 
from  Tex — at  the  movies  one  night  there  was  one 
of  the  short  subjects  in  the  screen  series  Tex  was 
doing,  titled  "Ringside  Seat  with  Tex  McCrary"  and 
there  was  Tex,  looking  out  from  the  camera,  with 
that  very  grim,  never-smiling  look  of  his  and  saying 
in  a  voice  that  eloquently   {Continued  on  page    78) 


Jinx's  family  convenes:  brother  Bob  and  his  wife,  and   (right)    mother   "Mickey"   and    stepfather   Lcroy   Wagstaff. 
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MARY  and  SAM  YOUNG  are 
Pepper's  parents.  Still  much 
in  love,  they  are  adored  in 
turn  by  their  children.  Mary, 
kindly  and  energetic,  manages 
her  home  with  a  benevolent 
hand.  Sam's  hair  turns  grey 
but  his  sense  of  humor  is  un- 
dimmed.  Grandson  Hal  is  the 
apple  of  their  eye.  Right  novr, 
Sam  is  faced  with  business 
losses ;  his  factory  was  recently 
destroyed  by  fire.  (Marian 
Barney,    Thomas     Chalmers) 
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PEPPER  and  LINDA  (right), 
PEGGY  and  CARTER,  are 
happy  young  married  couples. 
Peggy  Young  married  the  son 
of  the  wealthy  Trents.  Linda 
and  Pepper,  who  were  child- 
hood sweethearts,  turned  to 
each  other  again  when  they 
were  mature  enough  to  recog- 
nize the  true  depth  and  sta- 
bility of  their  affection. 
(Played  by,  left  to  right:  Betty 
Wragge,  Burt  Brazier  and 
Eunice  Howard,  Mason  Adams). 
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and  Pepper,  who  were  child- 
hood sweethearts,  turned  to 
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NIGK  HAVENS,  chubby  young  bachelor, 
complains  that  all  the  girls  he  loves  love 
someone-  else.  This  leaves  Nick  free  to  be 
the  good-natured  "extra  man,"  beloved 
by  all  the  young  people  and  indispensable 
Avhenever  the  crowd  meets  for  a  party. 
( played  by  John  Kane  ) 
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HATTIE  WILLIAMS,  widowed  and  with  a 
small  son,  came  long  ago  to  be  the  "house- 
hold help"  at  the  Youngs'.  But,  youthful 
enough  to  understand  the  problems  of  Pep- 
per's generation,  old  enough  to  be  a  steady- 
ing, experienced  counselor,  it's  years  since 
Hattie's  been  considered  less  than  a  friend, 
(played  by  Greta  Kvalden) 


HANK  is  caretaker  at  Lake  Beauregard, 
where  the  Youngs  spend  their  summers. 
Each  year  Hank  fishes  with  Sam  Young, 
befriends  the  young  people,  and  hopes  he 
can  convince  Hattie  that  she  ought  to 
take  his  proposals  of  marriage  seriously. 
(  played  by  G.  Swaye  Gordon  ) 


Pepper  Young's  Family  is  Iieard  each  Monday  through 


HORACE  and  IVY  TRENT,  Carter's  parents, 
live  in  Elmwood  as  gentlemen  farmers.  Their 
luxurious  country  estate  represents  the  simple 
life  to  these  two  who,  before  they  knew  the 
Youngs,  lived  a  sophisticated  urban  life  in 
Chicago.  Horace  is  contented,  feeling  that  in 
Elmwood  he  has  learned  the  true  values  of  ex- 
istence; but  Ivy,  missing  the  excitement  of 
social  Chicago,  often  clashes  with  her  unaf- 
fected, Elmwood-bred  daughter-in-law  Peggy. 
(  Charles  Webster  and  Irene  Hubbard  ) 


ANDY  HOYT,  while  he  was  Major  Hoyt 
during  the  war,  fell  madly  in  love  with  Peggy's 
best  friend,  EDIE  GRAY.  Marriage  has 
changed  Edie  from  a  fluttery  girl  to  a 
thoughtful,  intensely  happy  young  wife,  who 
adores  her  husband  and  her  small  daughter. 
Devoted  to  his  little  family,  air-minded  Andy 
is  also  making  plans  for  the  commercial 
air  transport  line  which  he  founded,  and  which 
he  has  been  operating  out  of  Elmwood. 
( Jean  Sothern  and  Blaine  Cordner  ) 


Friday  at  3:30  P.M.  EDT,  on  NBC  stations. 
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IT'S  a  warm  summer  evening  and  all 
over  this  land  of  ours  families  are  sit- 
ting down  to  supper.  In  spite  of  the 
good  things  on  the  table  many  a  young- 
ster, and  many  a  grownup  as  well,  is 
more  interested  in  the  dessert  course 
that's  coming — hoping,  if  by  some  chance 
he  hasn't  already  made  sure,  that  it  will 
be  ice  cream.  Year  in  and  year  out,  ice 
cream  remains  our  top  choice  for  dessert 
and  for  between-meal  refreshment. 
Luckily  for  family  health,  ice  creams  and 
shei'bets  are  nutritious;  luckily  for  the 
mothers  of  growing  families,  there  is  an 
almost  unlimited  variety  to  choose  from. 
If  cake  with  ice  cream  is  a  favorite 
combination  in  your  household,  try  serv- 
ing it  as  it  is  pictured  here.  The  ice  cream 
is  flavored  with  peppermint  stick  candy 
and  the  cake  is  chocolate.  To  achieve 
the  cake  design,  bake  your  cake  in  a 
square  pan  and,  when  cake  has  cooled, 
cut  a  square  piece  from  the  center  por- 
tion, leaving  a  frame  of  the  cake.  Cut 
the  square  piece  diagonally  to  make  four 
triangles  and  place  them  at  the  sides. 
Fill  the  center  of  the  cake  frame  with  ice 
cream  and  there  you  are. 

Peppermint  Stick  Candy  Ice  Cream 

1  tablespoon  plain  gelatin 

2  cups  milk 

1/^  pound  peppermint  stick  candy,  crushed 
V4  teaspoon  salt 
1  pint  heavy  cream,  whipped 

Combine  gelatin,  milk  and  half  the 
candy  in  a  saucepan.  Heat  but  do  not 
boil,  stirring  occasionally,  until  gelatin 
dissolves.  Cool.  Fold  in  salt  and  cream. 
Pour  into  freezing  tray  of  refrigerator 
and  freeze  with  cold  control  set  at  cold- 
est point.  When  mixture  has  frozen 
1  inch  from  sides  of  tray,  turn  into  a 
chilled  bowl  and  beat  with  a  rotary 
beater  until  mixture  is  smooth  but  not 
melted.  Fold  in  remaining  candy.  Re- 
turn to  freezing  tray  and  freeze  until 
firm.    Makes  1  quart  ice  cream. 

Mock  Pistachio   Ice   Cream 

1  cup  milk 

20  marshmallows,  quartered 
Few  drops  green  coloring 
1/4  teaspoon  salt 
IV4  teaspoons  almond  extract 
14  teaspoon  vanilla 
1  cup  heavy  cream,  whipped 

Scald  milk,  add  marshmallows  and 
heat    until    marshmallows    are    melted, 


stirring  constantly  so  that  mixture  is  light 
and  fluffy.  Cool.  Add  coloring  (until 
mixture  is  the  desired  shade  of  green), 
salt  and  flavoring.  Fold  in  cream.  Pour 
into  freezing  tray  of  refrigerator  and 
freeze  with  the  cold  control  set  at  the 
coldest  point.  When  mixture  has  frozen 
about  1  inch  from  edge  of  tray,  turn  into 
a  chilled  bowl  and  beat  with  a  rotary 
beater  until  mixture  is  smooth  but  not 
melted.  Return  to  freezing  tray  and 
freeze  until  firm.   Makes  6  servings. 

Mexican   Chocolate   Ice  Cream 

1  package  plain  ice  cream  mix 

2  squares  baking  chocolate,  melted 
V2  teaspoon  cinnamon 

1/4  teaspoon  ginger 
1/4  teaspoon  cloves 
V4  teaspoon  nutmeg 
Vz  teaspoon  vanilla 

Follow  directions  on  package  for  type 
of  ice  cream  mix  used.  When  mix  is  pre- 
pared, stir  in  remaining  ingredients. 
Pour  into  freezing  tray  of  refrigerator 
and  freeze  with  cold  control  set  at  cold- 
est point.  When  mixture  has  frozen 
about  1  inch  from  edge  of  tray,  turn  into 
chilled  bowl  and  beat  with  a  rotary 
beater  until  mixture  is  smooth  but  not 
melted.  Return  to  freezing  tray  and 
freeze  until  firm.  Makes  6  servings. 

Peach    Mousse 

1  cup  finely  cut  peaches 
V2  cup  sugar 
y4  teaspoon  salt 
%  cup  water 

1  tablespoon  plain  gelatin 
1/4  teaspoon  almond  flavoring 

1  cup  heavy  cream,  whipped 

Heat  first  five  ingredients  over  bofling 
water  until  gelatin  dissolves.  Remove 
from  heat,  add   [Continued  on  page  83) 


By 

KATE  SMITH 

RADIO    MIRROR 
FOOD  COUNSELOR 


Listen  Monday  through  Friday  at  noon 
when  Kate  Smith  Speaks,  on  stations 
of   the    Mutual    Broadcasting    System 
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There's  no  ■way  to 
disguise  ihe  coming 
l>al»y.  but,  as  Shirley 
Mili'liell  show.s,  you 
i-u(i  l>e  u  trim  aiitl 
l»mi y  ))t-i'.son  anyway. 


Extra — extra  .  .  .  but  gel  a  glamorous  "at 
home"  garment  if  you  can.  jNothing  like 
it  for   nior.'ilc;    and   useful   long   al'tervar<l. 


lor    |iul)lii'    aiipeaiaiucf,    there 
are      ingenious     tlresses,     suits. 
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FINDING  maternity  fashions  which 
place  more  emphasis  on  fashion  and 
less  on  maternity  has  always  been 
a  problem  for  mothers-to-be,  but 
thanks  to  the  well- designed  maternity 
clothes  available  today,  it  is  possible  for 
an  expectant  mother  to  be  as  well 
dressed  during  pregnancy  as  at  any 
other  time.  Some  of  these  clothes  are 
modeled  here  by  Shirley  Mitchell.  Shir- 
ley, who  is  Leila  Ransome  in  NBC's  The 
Great  Gildersleeve,  in  private  life  is  the 
wife  of  Dr.  Julien  H.  Frieden.  Some 
day  she  hopes  to  be  buying  such  a 
wardrobe  for  herself.  Meantime,  she 
is  taking  notes  for  that  future  day. 

Designed    by    Edith    Phillips,    these 
clothes  are  adaptations  of  the  smartest 


Fatal  to  look  less  than  your 
best  even  while  at  the  stove. 


of  regular  fashions.  All  are,  necessarily, 
expandable. 

Fortunately,  a  very  moderate  sum 
plus  careful  planning  can  result  in  a 
wardrobe  which  will  turn  the  wearer 
out  well  dressed  at  all  times.  An  im- 
portant detail  is  to  have  the  maternity 
wardrobe  varied  as  to  style,  color  and 
fabric,  but  faithful  to  the  type  of 
clothes  which  are  becoming.  Expectant 
mothers  should  try  to  have  two  pretty 
wash  frocks  for  home  wear,  a  hostess 
robe,  a  classic  dress  and  a  suit. 

To  foctis  attention  on  the  face  rather 
than  on  what  irrevocably  becomes  a 
"bulging  middle,"  select  dresses  which 
use  a  contrasting  fabric  at  the  neck  and 
shoulder   and   wear   eye-catching   hats. 


Nurse  Hale,  of  the 
Hobby  Horse  Shop, 
helps  Sharon  Dong- 
las  shop  with  an  eye 
on  "how  necessary?" 


£<}■?. 


Charming  and  elegant  as  these  confections  are,  Sharon 
still  decides  "no".  The  baby  may  look  adorable  in  tlieiii 
— and  wear  them  twice.  Better  bank  the  money   .  . 


IF  you  are  expecting  your  first  baby 
and  have  recently  experienced  the 
thrill  of  buying  the  first  small  gar- 
ments for  the  newcomer,  Sharon  Doug- 
las has  a  few  pointers  for  you.  Sharon, 
heard  in  NBC's  The  Life  of  Riley  and 
on  the  Dennis  Day  and  Judy  Canova 
shows,  is  the  wife  of  movie  executive 
Edward  Nassour  and  the  mother  of  very 
young  Edward  Junior.  One  of  radio's 
newest  mothers,  she  took  some  pains  to 
become  well  informed  on  the  basic  re- 
quirements of  a  first  wardrobe. 

Your  pediatrician  no  doubt  has  told 
you,  as  Sharon's  told  her,  that  except 
for  special  occasions  babies  are  better 
off  wearing  simple  nighties,  shirts  and 
wrappers.  Sharon's  basic  list  includes  a 
half  dozen  shirts  and  a  half  dozen 
nighties  of  the  tie  or  slip-on  variety, 
made  of  knit  wear,  which  is  easy  to 
wash  and  requires  no  ironing;  three 
dozen  diapers,  which  is  a  minimum 
number  but  enough  for  the  inevitable 
daily  laundry;  four  simple  cotton  re- 
ceiving blankets,  which  are  useful  at 
bath  time  and  as  light  covers;  and  sev- 
eral nursery  pads  which  she  considers 
life  savers  both  for  holding  the  baby 
and  for  keeping  his  bed  clean  and  fresh. 

For  the  "special"  occasions  most  par- 
ents will  want  one  or  two  pretty  dresses 
or  nighties  and  a  wrapper  or  sacque, 
but  because  they  will  be  outgrown  so 


soon  these  are  definitely  extra.  A  sum- 
mer baby  or  one  born  in  a  mild  climate 
will  not  need  many  outer  garments,  so 
booties  and  caps  are  another  extra. 
Winter  babies  will  need  light  but  warm 
covering  for  head,  shoulders  and  feet. 

The  general  trend  is  to  keep  rooms 
at  an  even  temperature  and  use  light 
coverings  for  the  baby.  In  place  of  a 
bassinet,  which  an  infant  outgrows 
quickly,  a  basket  with  diapers  and  a 
small  pad  for  bedding  may  be  substi- 
tuted, at  quite  a  saving.  Three  or  four 
crib  sheets  and  two  or  three  blankets 
will  provide  sufficient  cover. 

A  very  important  part  of  any  layette 
is  the  array  of  nursing  bottles  and  the 
sterilizer.  The  type  of  bottle  used  may 
vary  according  to  personal  preference. 
A  half  dozen  eight-ounce  bottles  with 
nipples,  a  smaller  bottle  for  water  and 
orange  juice,  a  bottle  and  nipple  brush 
and  a  pitcher  for  formula  mixing  are 
sufficient.  Sterilizing  equipment  can  be 
as  simple  or  as  elaborate  as  desired; 
even  a  large  pan  will  be  adequate. 

Toiletries  are  important.  Many 
pediatricians  recommend  plain  boric 
acid,  cornstarch  and  mild  oil  rather  than 
fancy,  but  not  always  necessary,  prod- 
ucts. 

"Your  baby  is  a  person,"  Sharon  says 
earnestly,  "not  a  doll  to  be  dressed  up 
and  played  with." 


...  or  divide  it  \,  i-ely  among  the 
indispensable  items  on  Sharon's  list. 
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IISIDE  RADIO 


All  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  DAYLIGHT  TIME 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  DAYLIGHT  TIME.  Subtract  One  Hour 


SUNDAY 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  to  Order 
i/V orris  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Ra'jbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Bible  Highlights 
Circle  Arrow  Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernaires 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

1 
1 
1 

1 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

Design  For  Listening 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Arthur  Van  Horn 
Dixie  Four  Quartet 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartette 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

Aorirt  Front  ftiews 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

F  H.  LaGuardia 

String  Orchestra 
Raymond  Swing 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

America  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Mutual  Music  Show 

Warriors  of  Peace 
Sammy  Kaye 

People's  Platform 

Time  For  Reason 
Howard  K.  Smith 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 
Frank  Black 
James  Melton 

Married  For  Life 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veteran's  Information 

Deadline  Mystery 
Sunday  Vespers 

Weekly  News  and 

Quiz 
"Here's  To  You' 

3:00 
3:15 

Carmen  Cavallaro 

Lassie  Drama 
Johnny  Thompson 

CBS  Symphony 
Orchestra 

3:30 
3:45 

One  Man's  Family 

Quiet  Please 

This  Week  Around 
The  World 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 

The  Author  Meets 
The  Critics 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
Lee  Sweetland 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

NBC  Symphony 

Under  Arrest 

The  Abbott  Mysteries 

Darts  for  Dough 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Jean  Sablon 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 

The  Catiiolic  Hour 

Adventures  of  Ellery 
Queen 

Those  Vt  ebsters 
Nick  Carter 

Drew  Pearson 
Don  Gardiner 
Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Ozzie  and  Harriet 
Sound  Off 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

The  Jack  Paar  Show 
Roguos'  Gallery 

Mysterious  Show 
California  Melodies 

Willie  Piper  Comedy 
The  Clock 

Gene  Autry 
Blondie 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Alec  Templeton 
Dorothy  Lamour 

A.  L.  Alexander 
Voices  of  Strings 

Detroit  Symphony 
Orchestra 

Sam  Spade 
Crime  Doctor 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Manhattan  Merry- 
Go- Round 
American  Album 

Exploring  the 

Unknown 
Listen  Carefully 

Walter  Winchell 
Louella  Parsons 
Jimmie  Fidler 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Tony  Martin  Show 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Take  It  or  Leave  it 

The  Big  Break 
Eddie  Oowling 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Show 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

Theatre  Guild 

— had  her  own  radio  program,  in 
Memphis,  at  fourteen.  She  is  now 
the  featured  vocalist  on  Colum- 
bia's Arthur  Godfrey  Show. 


cMenn^  /  ^cuflo^ 


— has  been  a  constant  commuter 
to  Europe  since  1932.  He  made  an 
outstanding  contribution  to  war- 
time journalism  and  his  assign- 
ments are  recorded  in  his  books, 
"Time  Runs  Out",  "Men  in  Mo- 
tion", and  "Men  in  Power".  Recently  returned  from 
a  trip  around  the  world  which  completes  150,000 
miles  of  wartime  travels,  he  is  now  heard  over  Mu- 
tual Broadcasting  System  on  Mondays  and  Fridays. 


MONDAY 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  New 

York 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 

1(<:3u 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Club  Time 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Coast  Guard  on 

Parade 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage.  News 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
V\  omen  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Maggie  McNeills 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Afternoon  Edition 
Bill  Harrington 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 

Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Rad  Hall 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Cavalcade  of  America 
Voice  of  Firestone 

Did  Justice  Triumph 
Scotland  Yard 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Sherlock  Holmes 

Inner  Sanctum 
Joan  Davis 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Victor  Borge 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Guy  Lombardo 

Treasury  Agent 
Sammy  Kaye 

Lux  Radio  Theater 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Contented  Program 
Dr.  1.  Q. 

Fishing  and  Hunting 

Club 
Family  Doctor 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Buddy  Wse  .  Trio 

Bob  Hawk  Show 

WuulnedWolle 


whose  portrayal  of  Teddy, 
adopted  daughter  in  One  Man's 
Family,  has  won  her  the  affections 
of  a  coast-to-coast  audience.  She 
first  appeared  on  the  program  five 
years  ago  when  Teddy  was  a  little 
girl  who  was  visiting  next  door  to  the  Barbours. 
Winifred  was  bom  and  has  always  lived  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. One  Man's  Family  is  heard  over  the  National 
Broadcasting     Company     network     every     Sunday. 


7^7 

NBC 

"^^ 

8:30 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 

8:45 

Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Editor's  Diary 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 

9:15 

Shadv  Vai.ev  Folks 

Oklahoma  Roundup 

9:30 

Clevelandalres 

9:45 

Nelson  Olmsted 

10:00  1 

Arthur  Gaeth 

Mv  True  Story 

Look  Your  Best 

10:15 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 

Faith  In  Our  Time 

10:30 

Road  of  Life 

Sav  It  With  Music 

Betty  Crocker.  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 

Evelyn  Winters 

10:45 

Joyce  Jordan 

Listening  Post 

David  Harum 

11:00 

Fred  Waring 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Tom  Breneman 

Arthur  Godfrey 

11:15 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

11:30 

Jack  Berch 

Heart's  Desire 

Galen  Drake 

Grand  Slam 

11:45   'Lora  Lawton 

Ted  Malone 

Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


T    1/    £    S 

DAY 

A.M. 

N3l 

;.irfs 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
B:45 

Do  You  Remember 

News 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 

9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandalres 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shadv  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
(toad  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  in  Our  Time 
Sav  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AfTIEiRNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15    Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 

Aunt  Jenny 

Jamboree 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Naval  Academy  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Bobby  Norris 
Strings 

Nancv  Craiq 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Marv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggie  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Women  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  Wortd 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seate'' 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Sky  King 

!:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  BannslanJ 

4:4o 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  '^evarpi  1 
In  My  Ooinion 
Red  Barber 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
Nevs  of  the  Vvorld 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis.  Jr 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 

Elmer  Davis 

Green  Hornet  Drama 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Sob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 

8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Milton  Berle 

A  Date  With  Judy 

Warren's  Crime 

Cases 
Official  Detective 
Adventures  of  the 

Falcon 

Lum  and  Abner 

Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Boston  "Pops" 
Concert 

Big  Town 

Mel  Blanc  Show 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Fred  Waring  &  Co. 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
American  Forum 

Local  Programs 

We.  The  People 
Studio  One 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Adventures  of  Philip 

Marlowe 
An  Evening  With 

Romberq 

Vic  Damone 
International  Quiz 

Hank  D'Amico  Orch. 
Hoosier  Hop 

Open  Hearing 

12:00 

Kate  Smifti  Soeaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tronics 

Chec'  erhoarit 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Army  Air 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Force  Band 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggie  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masauerade 

The  Martin  Block 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Show 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:0C 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladles  Be  Seated 

Double  Or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:3C 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

The  Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girt  Marries 

Hod  Harrigan 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Sky  King 

5:30 

JusI  Plain  Bill 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

From  Page  Farrel 

Tom  Mil 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  Mac  Vane 
Serenade  lo  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Talks 

Red  Barber 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr 
Dance  Orchestra 
Leiand  Stowe 
Inside  of  Spcrts 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Range' 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:0J 
8:15 
6:30 
8:45 

Dennis  Day 

Summerfield 
Bandstand 

Crime  Club 
Jo.innv  Madero 

Lum  and  Abner 
Booby  Doyle  Show 
Paul  iVhiteman 

American  Melody 

Hour 
Or.  Christian 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:4a 

Mr   District  Attorney 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
What's  the  Name 
of  That  Song 

Beulah  Show 
Eddie  Albert 

Rhaosody  in  Rhythm 

Ford  Showroom  with. 
Merediti  Wilson 

10:00 
IOiIj 
10:30 

The  Big  Story 
Kay  Kyser 

Opinion  Aire 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Phil  Silvers 
Lign:s  Jul 

The  Whistler 

Be^iiond  J!.eKno4(A 


— who  plays  Geoffrey  Barnes,  nar- 
rator and  host  of  National's  Mys- 
tery Theatre,  Fridays  at  10:00 
PJVr.,  EOT.  A  native  of  Bingham- 
ton,  New  York,  Cornell  educated, 
he  later  taught  speech  at  Hunter 
College  in  New  York  City  and  at  Iowa  State,  where 
he  was  ako  director  of  the  Iowa  State  Players.  He 
came  east  to  play  in  the  Broadway  production  of 
Ten  Million  Ghosts  and  '^looked  into  bigtirae  radio." 
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T    H    U    R    S    D  AY 

A.M. 

NBC 

IVIdS 

AUG 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:<15 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

G>lllQHMeH- 


—  was  a  pre-n»ed  student  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pittsburgh  when  lack  of 
funds  made  him  turn  to  radio.  His 
first  job  was  as  an  annouricer  at 
KDKA.  This  made  too  tough  a 
schedule  along  with  his  pre-med 
work  so  he  switched  and  became  a  Bachelor  of  Arts. 
Next  he  tackled  New  York  and  joined  CBS.  Now  he's 
m.c.  on  the  "Winner  Take  All  program  and  announces 
several  of  the  other  popular  shows  of  that  network. 


AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


'n 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
U.  S  Navy  Band 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Ma  one 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queon  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Maggie  Mc  Nellis 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  o(  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
6:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farreli 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 

Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Serenade  to  America 
Clem  McCarthy 
Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Grand  Marquee 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr 
Vincent  Lopez 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Challenge  of  the 
Yukon 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Gramps-Comedy 
Frances  Langford 

Let's  Go  to  the 

Movies 
Count  of  Monte 

Cristo 

Lum  and  Abner 
Erwin  D.  Canham 
America's  Town 
Meeting 

Suspense 
Mr.  Keen 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Nelson  Eddy 
Eve  Arden 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Hour  of  Song 

Mr.  President 

l.awyer  Tucker 
Crime  Photographer 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Abbott  and  Costello 

Blue  Ribbon  Music 
Time 

Family  Theatre 

Those  Sensational 

Years 
Ralph  Norman 

Reader's  Digest 
Radio  Edition 
Man  Called  X 

AM. 

isi^r 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  Tn 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:13 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Arthur  Gaeth 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
Campus  Salute 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Ga!  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Maggie  McNeills 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  AH 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Adventure  Parade 

Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farreli 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 

Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Parly 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 
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J.aMAa  J.eille 


-born  nineteen  years  ago  in  Fink^- 
burgh,  Maryland,  pop.  300,  she 
grew  up  singing;  had  a  weekly 
.sponsored  spot  on  WBAL  while 
attending  high  school  in  Baltimore 
and  got  another  sponsor  on  WFBR 
for  a  graduation  present.  She  went  to  Los  Angeles  for 
some  club  bookings;  tired  of  West  Coast  night  life; 
caipe  home  and  auditioned  for  Sammy  Kaye  when  he 
was  appearing  at  a  Baltimore  theater.  So  he  signed  her. 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 

6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From  The 
United  Nations 
Red  Barber  Soo-ts 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 

8:45 

Highways  in  Melody 

Rexall  Theater,  Pat 
O'Brien  and  Lynn 
Bari 

Burl  Ives 

Holly  House 

Leave  It  To  The  Girls 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Babv  Snooks 
Thin  Man 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Bulldog  Drummond 

Break  the  Bank 
The  Sheriff 

Arthur's  Place 

Arthur  Godfrey's 
Talent  Scouts 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theatre 
Snorts 

Meet  The  Press 
Date  Night 

Boxing  Bouts 

It  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
Mv  Friend  Irma 

S    A    T    U    R    D   A   Y 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Perculafor  Party 

Coffee  With  Congress 
Bill  Herson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Bobby  Norris 

Al  Pearce  and  His 
Gang 

CBS  Morning  News 
The  Garden  Gate 
Renfro  Valley  Folks 

10:00 

10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Franl<  Merriwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Bill  Harrington 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Johnny  Thomson 

Show 
Buddy  Weed 
Junior  Junction 

Barnyard  Follies 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Teentimers  Club 

Home  IS  What  You 
Make  It 

Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 
Say  It  With  Music 

Tune  Time 
String  Ensemble 
Piano  Playhouse 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurers  Club 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Arthur  Barriault 
Consumer  Time 

Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 

This  Wee'<  In  Wash- 
ington 
Flight  Into  the  Past 

Texas  Jim  Robertson 
Melodies  to 

Remember 
American  Farmer 

Theatre  of  Today 
Stars  Over  Hollywood 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

Nature  Sketches 

Veterans'  Aid 
Elmer  Peterson 

Bands  For  Bonds 
Oance  Music 

Fascinating  Rhythm 

Grand  Central  Sta. 
County  Fair 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Nat'l  Farm  Home 

The  Baxters 

Camp  Meotin'  Choir 

Harlem  Hossitality 

Club 
This  Is  Jazz 

Our  Town  Speaks 

Hill  Toppers 
This  Is  For  You 

Give  and  Take 
Country  Journal 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Local  Program 

Dance  Orchestra 
Sports  Parade 

Phil  BrestofI 
Sunset  Roundup 

Treasury  Bandstand 

The  Seth  Grainer 
Show 

4:00 
4:15 

4:30 

4:45 

Musicana 

Horse  Races 
Dance  Orchestra 

Dance  Orchestra 

Horse  Racing 
Stars  in  the 
Afternoon 
Treasury  Show 

Horse  Racing 
Joey  Kerns  Orch. 

Adventures  in 

Science 
Of  Men  and  Books 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

Edward  Tomlinson 
Art  Mooney 
Three  Suns  Shine 
King  Cole  Trio 

For  Your  Approval 

Dance  Orchestra 
Jan  August  and  His 
Piano  Magic 

Saturday  Concert 

Cross  Section  U.  S.  A. 
Dance  Orchestra 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 

6:45 

Rhapsody  of  the 
Rockies 

Boston  Tune  Party 

The  Art  of  Living 

Dance  Orch. 
Cecil  Brown 

Jimmie  Blair 

Many  Wismei 
Ubor  U.  S.  A. 

Bill  Shadell 
Word  From  the 

Country 
Saturday  Sports 

Review 
Larry  Lesueur 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Curtain  Time 

Hawaii  Calls 

News  and  Sports 
F.  H.  LaGuardIa 

It's  Your  Business 
Song  Spinners 
Candid  Microphone 

Hawk  Larabee 

F.B.I.  In  Peace  and 
War 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Life  of  Rilev 

Trurh  or  Conse- 
quences 

Twenty  Questions 
The  Better  Half 

1  Deal  in  Crime 
Famous  Jiiry  Trials 

Vaughn  Monroe 
Sweeney  and  March 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Ynur  Hit  Parade 
Can  You  Top  This 

Mighty  Casey 
High  Adventure 

Gangbusters 

Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone 

The  Bill  Goodwin 
Show 

Saturday  Night 
Serenade 

10:00 
10:15 
10-30 

Judy  Canova 
Grand  Ole  Opry 

Theater  of  the  Air 

Professor  Quiz 
Hayloft  Hoedown 

Dance  Orch. 

IcHudeAniUuA. 


—  the  New  Orleans  redhead,  was  a 
dancer  at  thirteen  but  had  to  con- 
quer a  syrupy  Southern  accent  be- 
fore she  could  become  an  actress. 

~  She  currently   combines  work  in 

the  theater  and  movies  with  her 
radio  career  and  is  Annie  Marfe  Templeton  on  NBC's 
Woman  in  White,  Mondays  through  Fridays  al  2:15 
RM.,  EDT.  Her  work  in  a  full  length  16  mm  film.  The 
People's  Choice,  is  bringing  her  fan  mail  from  South 
Africa,   India,   Hawaii   and   the   Philippine  Islands. 


0¥¥  WE  AIR 


JACK  SMITH'S  practically  running  a  sideline  busi- 
ness. All  last  Spring  he  was  busy  shopping  for 
antiques.  He  worked  himself  up  a  stock  of  them 
that  filled,  the  way  it  looked  to  us  it  would  be  better 
to  say,  jammed,  three  rooms  and  his  garage.  Now 
he's  being  kept  on  the  run  all  the  time  by  calls  from 
swank  New  York  galleries  and  the  people  who  run 
antique  shows.  They're  always  tracking  famous 
pieces  to  him  and  asking  to  borrow  them  for  exhibi- 
tions. I'd  hate  to  be  sitting  on  one  of  his  fine  chairs 
when  a  request  came  through  for  it  to  be  shown. 


Nick  Carter  has  become  such  a  radio  feature  that 
we're  willing  to  bet  almost  no  one  ever  thinks  of  the 
original  books  on  which  the  character  in  the  script 
is  based.  Lon  Clark,  who  plays  Nick,  decided  to  do 
a  little  special  remembering  on  his  own  and  recently 
paid  a  visit  to  the  widow  of  the  author  at  the  house  in 
Connecticut  where  many  of  the  books  were  written. 
Lon  was  kind  of  thrilled  to  see  all  the  mementoes  of 
"Carter"  which  Mrs.  Haryot  H.  Dey  has  kept  intact. 
He  was  particularly  pleased  to  be  allowed  to  use  an 
old  cylinder-keyed  Multiplex  typewriter,  on  which 
the  serials  were  first  written  by  Frederick  Dey — and 
to  find  the  machine  still  in  working  condition. 


You'd  think  that  any  young  girl  who  works  for 
Perry  Como  and  comes  up  against  the  glamor  of  radio 
all  the  time  would  be  inclined  to  have  mike  ambi- 
tions. But  Edith  Landesman,  who  acts  as  Perry's 
secretary  when  she  isn't  attending  classes  at  New 
York  University,  has  no  such  inclinations.  She's 
majoring  in  radio,  but  she  says  she's  the  only  student 
who  doesn't  want  to  sing  or  act.  What  she  really 
wants  to  do  is  become  a  movie  producer  and  her  big- 
gest disappointments  in  life,  to  date,  have  come  about 
when  Como  has  gone  to  the  coast  for  his  picture 
appearances.  She  has  always  been  right  in  the  middle 
of  classes  and  has  had  to  stav  in  New  York. 


A  lot  of  hopeful  radio  actors  are  getting  valuable 
experience  and  making  a  little  money  on  the  side, 
through  an  idea  started  by  Jackie  Kelk,  who  plays 
Homer  in  the  Aldrich  Family  show.  A  while  back, 
when  Jackie  was  rehearsing  with  a  Broadway  show, 
he  couldn't  make  all  the  rehearsals  of  the  radio  pro- 
gram. It  was  Jackie's  suggestion  that  line-reading 
stand-ins  be  used  when  he  couldn't  be  there.  That 
worked  out  so  well  that  now  lots  of  radio  directors 
are  breaking  in  new  talent  by  using  the  actors  and 
actresses  as  stand-ins  when  regular  cast  members 
have  conflicting  time  schedules. 


The  next  Charlie  Chan  picture  you  see  will  have  a 
new  actor  in  the  role  of  the  smooth-spoken  Chinese 
detective.  Roland  Winters  has  been  signed  to  re- 
place the  late  Sidney  Toler  in  the  part  originally 
created  by  Warner  Oland.  Winters  is  a  featured  actor 
now  on  the  MBS  roster,  appearing  regularly  on  the 
Treasure  Hour  of  Song  and  the  Fishing  and  Hunting 
Club  shows  on  that  network. 


We  hear  that  Georgia  Gibbs,  who's  been  doing  such 
a  swell  job  as  one  of  the  singing  leads  in  the  summer 
show  that  replaced  the  Eddie  Cantor  stanza,  has  been 
offered  the  lead  in  a  Broadway  musical  that  debuts  in 
October.  Hope  the  rumor  is  true.  Her  Nibs  deserves 
the  breaks,  already.  She's  been  one  of  the  best  song 
stylists  in  these  parts  for  years  and  with  her  that  label 
doesn't  mean — as  it  so  often  does  with  "stylists" — 
that  she  can't  sing.  She  can  take  a  tune  and  twist  it 
around  where  you  live,  better  than  anybody  we've 
heard  in  a  long  time.    Good  luck,  Georgia. 
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I.  John  Howard  came  home  from  his  office  one 
night  to  find  his  wife,  Martha,  angry  and  7-year- 
old  Larry  in  tears.  To  John's  worried,  "What's  the 
trouble,  son?"  Larry  sobbed,  "I  just  asked  Mom 
for  a  baby  brother — why  did  that  make  her  mad?" 


2.  After  Larry  was  in  bed  John  said,  "I  know  you 
want  another  child  just  as  much  as  I  do,  dear." 
Memory  of  the  searing  pain  of  Larry's  birth 
swept  over  Martha  and  she  shook  her  head.  "I 
can't   go   through   that   again,  John.     I'm   afraid." 


Exploring  the  Unknown 
is  broadcast  over  MBS 
Sunday,  9:0<)  P.M.  EDT. 
Martha  Howard  played 
by  Virinnia  Robinson; 
John,  by  Stephen  Court- 
leigh;  Dr.  Lewiston,  by 
Wendell  Holmes;  Larry, 
by  Keith  Fitzpatrick. 
Photographs  made  with 
the  cooperation  of  The 
New  York  Infirmary. 


JOHN  and  Martha  Howard  and  7- 
year-old  Larry  were  a  happy  family, 
but  fear  shadowed  their  happiness. 
Though  she  passionately  longed  for 
another  child,  Martha  was  unable  to 
forget  the  pain  Larry's  birth  had 
caused.  She  and  John  had  been  vaca- 
tioning when  her  labor  began;  miles 
from  modem  drugs  and  skilled  care, 
with  only  John's  help,  she  had  gone 
through  such  agony  that  she  could  not 
face  the  thought  of  another  child. 

Dr.  Lewiston,  who  understood  her 
conflict,  explained  maternity  anes- 
thesia to  Martha.  "Twilight  Sleep  was 
the  combination  of  morphine,  to  relieve 
pain,  and  scopalamine,  to  induce  for- 
getfulness  of  the  ordeal.  When  it  was 
foiind  that  morphine  tended  to  inter- 
fere with  the  baby's  breathing  if  given 


too  close  to  birth,  a  new  drug,  demerol, 
replaced  it.  Another  technique,  con- 
tinuous caudal  anesthesia,  is  the  injec- 
tion of  metycaine  into  the  caudal  end 
of  the  spinal  canal.  Usually  it  does 
away  with  all  pain  by  numbing  the 
lower  part  of  the  body,  which  is  why 
it  is  not  used  in  all  cases.  You  see,  a 
certain  amount  of  pain  prompts  the 
mother  to  bear  down  and  help  move 
the  baby,  but  if  she  is  completely  free 
from  labor  she  doesn't  cooperate.  Then 
delivery  is  delayed.  Nitrous  oxide,  now 
used  widely,  allows  the  patient  to  re- 
main conscious  so  she  can  cooperate, 
but  dulls  first-stage  labor  pains  and 
takes  the  agony  out  of  the  second  stage." 
Visits  to  the  New  York  Infirmary 
completed  Martha's  re-education.  Lar- 
ry's delighted  with  the  newest  Howard! 


RADIO     MIRROR     for     BETTER     LIVING 


EXPLORING  THE  UNKNOWN  SIBSTITUTES  FACTS  FOR  FEARS 


3.  At  John's  urging  Martha  went  to  see  their 
family  doctor.  Dr.  Lewiston,  who  explained  that  a 
second  birth  is  never  so  difficult  as  a  first,  then  sent 
her  to  The  New  York  Infirmary  to  talk  to  mothers 
who  had  been  helped  in  childbirth  by  anesthesia. 
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4.  Encouraged  by  the  mothers'  own  stories  of 
their  experiences  with  anesthesia,  Martha  went  with 
Dr.  MacAfee  of  the  Infirmary  staff  to  see  some  of 
the  babies.  "I  want  a  baby  of  my  own  more  than 
ever  now,"  she  said  softly,  "and  now  I'm  not  afraid." 


5.  The  Howards  are  still 
one  of  the  nicest  young 
families  you  will  ever  meet, 
and  they  are  one  of  the  very 
happiest,  too.  There  is  a 
brand  new  brother  for  Larry, 
and  Martha  now  knows  that 
her  fear  of  delivery  was  ex- 
aggerated. Medical  science 
has  made  normal  birth  so 
nearly  painless  that  no  woman 
need  fear  it,  or  worry  for 
her  own  snfety  or  her  child's. 
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Step  up  and  ask  your  questions — we'll  try  to  find  the  answers 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— If  there's  something  you  want 
to  know  about  radio,  write  to  Information  Booth,  Radio 
Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  St.,  N.  Y.  We'll  answer  if  we  can,  either 
in  Information  Booth  or  by  mail — but  be  sure  to  sign  full  name 
and  address,  and  attach  this  box  to  your  letter. 


LET'S  BE  FAIR 

Dear  Editor: 

Can  you  please  give  me  the  addresses  of  the  following  radio 
artists  for  which  I  am  enclosing  a  stamped  envelope?  Thank  you 
very  much!    (And  there  follows  a  list  of  twenty-six  names.) 

Miss  E.  C- 
Northfork,  W.  Va. 

We  said  it  in  March  and  we  say  it  again.  We  cannot  give  the 
personal  addresses  of  radio  artists.  I'm  sure  if  you  stop  to  con- 
sider you'll  realize  ivhat  it  would  mean  if  we  did.  Radio  stars 
love  to  get  your  letters  of  approval — or  of  criticism — but  it's  hardly 
fair  to  bombard  their  homes  with  these  evidences  of  your  interest 
when  all  radio  networks  have  departments  well  equipped  and 
ivaiting  for  your  letters.  So  address  all  letters  in  care  of  the 
studio  or  network.  Remember  that  you  value  your  own  privacy — 
let's  let  our  favorite  radio  people  have  theirs. 

GOLDEN  VOICE  STILLED 

Dear  Editor: 

I  would  like  to  know  what  has  hap- 
pened to  Frank  Munn,  who  sang  for  such 
a  long  number  of  years  on  the  American 
Album  of  Familiar  Music.  Is  he  on  an- 
other program? 

E.  E.  S. 
Atlanta,  Ga. 

Frank  Munn,  known  for  years  as  "the 
Golden  Voice  of  Radio,"  is  no  longer  on 
the  air.  He  had  a  serious  illness  some  time 
ago,  and  his  physician  has  ordered  rest.  He 
thought  he  might  give  up  radio  work  temporarily,  but  doctor's 
orders  say  his  retirement  must  be  permanent.  Many,  many  people 
have  written  us  about  him — he  is  sincerely  missed  by  a  large  and 
devoted  audience. 

MCK  AND  NORA 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  been  buying  your  magazine  for 
years  and  enjoy  it  very  much,  especially 
your  revised  edition.  Will  you  please  print 
pictures  of  The  Adventures  of  the  Thin 
Man?  Listening  to  radio  programs  and 
collecting  pictures  of  radio  stars  is  my 
hobby  and  The  Thin  ^lan  is  my  favorite 
program.  Thank  you. 

Miss  R.  L. 
Moultrie,  Ga. 

Look  right  for  the  picture  you  want, 
Les   Damon   and   Claudia   Morgan,   Nick 

and  Nora  Charles,   respectively.   The   Thin   Man  series   is   heard 
over  CBS  stations  Friday  evenings  at  8:30  EDT. 

SEQUEL 

Dear  Editor: 

Please  tell  me  what  has  become  of  Cliff  Arquette  and  Tyler 
McVey,  of  Glamour  Manor.  And  also  I  used  to  listen  to  Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful.  Can  you  tell  me  where  it's  gone?  This  is  a  program 


of  which  I've  always  been  fond  and  I  hate  to  miss  it. 

Mrs.  H.  F.  W. 

Danville,  Va. 

We  told  our  readers  a  while  back  about  Cliff  Arquette — that  he 
has  gone  into  the  toy  business  in  California.  Tyler  McVey  is  free- 
lancing on  such  shows  as  ABC's  Dark  Venture  (Mondays).  Life 
Can  Be  Beautiful  did  change  networks  some  time  ago;  it  is  now 
heard  over  NBC  stations  weekday  afternoons  at  3:00  EDT. 

ORIGINAL  RADIO  GIRL 

Dear  Editor: 

My  hobby  has  been  clipping  news  of 
radio  stars.  I  have  three  books  I  have 
made,  which  I  am  very  proud  of.  I  have 
quite  a  bit  of  news  in  my  first  book  about 
a  certain  lady  who  was  called  "the  Orig- 
inal Radio  Girl."  My  clipping  tells  how 
she  went  up  in  an  elevator,  then  climbed 
three  flights  of  creaky  stairs  to  meet  a 
famous  radio  engineer.  The  building  was 
the  old  World  Building  in  New  York. 
He  turned  a  switch;  strange-looking 
bulbs  lighted  up.  He  glanced  at  a  meter 
on  the  wall,  placed  a  crude  microphone 

before  the  wondering  girl  and  said,  "You  are  about  to  become  the 
first  woman  ever  to  sing  for  people  and  continents  invisible."  That 
famous  radio  engineer  was  Dr.  Lee  DeForest,  and  the  lady's 
name  was  Vaughn  DeLeath. 

Mrs.  B.  E.  C. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

That  was  in  January,  1920,  when  radio  was  in  its  infancy.  Dr. 
DeForest's  remark  on  that  first  historic  occasion  was  prophetic — 
Miss  DeLeath  was,  some  time  later,  among  the  first  American 
radio  artists  to  be  heard  by  European  listeners  in  a  transatlantic 
broadcast. 


WHICH  SIDE  OF  THE  LAW? 


Dear  Editor: 

We  have  listened  to  The  Adventures 
of  Sam  Spade  ever  since  it  came  on  the 
air.  We  think  Howard  Duff  plays  the 
part  beautifully,  and  we  would  like  to 
see  a  picture  of  him  in  your  magazine. 
Couldn't  you  just  print  one  little  picture? 
Misses  T.  and  W. 
Wynnewood,  Pa. 


Gladly  we  give  you  a  picture  of  Sam 
Spade.  Strangely  enough,  Howard  Duff's 
first   dramatic   role   was   that   of   a   mur- 
derer! And  the  great  ambition  of  radio's 
tough  private  detective  is  to  play  that  arch-murderer,  Richard  UL 

AND  NEVER  THE  TWAIN  SHALL  MEET 

Dear  Editor: 

1  noticed  a  letter  from  Mrs.  F.  P.,  Vallejo,  California,  ask- 
ing about  a  program  you  said  was  Heart's  Desire.  We  never  heard 
that,  but  we  do  hear  one  that  answers  Mrs.  F.  P.'s  description — 
Free  For  All,  heard  over  CBS  Saturday  afternoon  at  1 :30  PST. 

Mrs.  E.  A.  S. 
Silverton,  Ore. 

So  many  of  our  West  Coast  readers  have  written  us  about  this 
that  we  feel  an  explanation  is  called  for.  Neither  program  is 
heard  all  over  the  country.  And  just  as  Mrs.  S.  doesn't  hear 
Heart's  Desire,  Eastern  listeners  can't  get  Free  For  All.  Which  is 
what  caused  the  mixup  in  the  first  place. 


( /d£i(L>  Q^oJoC/kM^  of  New  York  City  is  blonde  and  blue-eyed.  Her 

complexion  has  the  soft  freshness  of  a  Renoir  painting.  Daughter  of  the 
Joseph  Park  Babcocks,  she  attended  New  York's  fashionable  Finch 
Junior  College,  is  engaged  to  Peter  Van  Dyk  Berg  of  Short  Hills,  N.  J. 
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HER  RING— a  large 
diamond,  with 
baguette  diamonds 


"Blush- Cleanse  your  face 
Tonight" 

ADVISES  THIS  LOVELY  ENGAGED   GIRL 

"A  blush-cleanse  makes  me  feel  I've  done 
something  special  for  my  face,"  says  Celia 
Babcock.  Read  how  her  new  "blush-cleanse" 
beauty  care  with  Pond's  Cold  Cream  can  help 
your  skin  have  that  lovely,  soft  look. 

Warm  your  skin  thoroughly  with  a  face 
cloth  drenched  in  good  warm  water. 

— your  face  is  ready  for  real  cleansing 

Over  your  receptively  warm,  moist  skin 
"blush-cleanse^^  by  swirling  on  plenty  of 
Pond's  Cold  Cream.  Tissue  off  well. 

— this  softens  away  dirt  and  make-up 

Now — a  quick  second  swirling  of  Pond's  to 

rinse  pore-openings  thoroughly.  Tissue  off. 

— last  traces  of  dirt  "blush-rinse"  away 

Tingle  your  clean,  clean  face  with  a  splash 
of  cold  water.  Blot  dry. 

— fresh  color  floods  your  skin 

RESULT — you  glow  with  cleanness! 

See  how  the  persuasive  demulcent  action 
of  Pond's  Cold  Cream  has  helped  free  your 
skin  of  make-up  and  dirt.  Your  face  feels 
clean-fresh  .  .  .  softer,  silkier  to  touch  .  .  . 
has  a  lovely  blush  of  color!  Every  night  give 
your  face  this  blush-cleanse  and  rinse  with 
Pond's.  Every  morning  just  a  brisk  blush- 
rinse  with  Pond's.  Buy  a  big  convenient-to- 
use  jar  of  Pond's  Cold  Cream  today. 


Women  know 

what  Pond's  Cream  can  do 

for  them 

That  is  why  far  more 

women  use  Pond's  Cream 

than  any  other 


Celia  Babcock  says,  "My  face  has  the  nicest  feeling  after  I  blush-tleanse  with  Pond's" 


Some  of  the  Beautiful  Women  of  Society 
who  use  Pond's 

Viscountess  Bridport,  Duchess  of  Bronte 
Mrs.  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt,  Jr. 

Mrs.  Ernest  du  Pont,  Jr. 

The  Princess  Guy  de  Polignac 

Mrs.  George  Whitney,  Jr. 

The  Marchioness  of  Milford  Haven 
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STEELE 


Strictly   a   man    of   his    word,   he    rides    out 
of   town   at   3 :00   A.M.,  pays  a   bet  he  lost. 


Once  a  welterweight  boxer.  Bob  spars  with 
featherweight   Willie    Pep,   strictly   for   fun. 


Strictly  Sports   on  the  air,  strictly  family  man  at  home,  Bob 
poses  with  his  wife  Astrid  and  sons  Paul,  Robert  and  Philip. 


ONE  of  New  Engand's  best  known  radio  voices  belongs 
to  Bob  Steele,  a  many-sided  young  man  of  36  sum- 
mers  whose  Hooper  keeps  to  a  proud  level  whether 
he's  doing  news,  sports  or  a  wake-up  show  at  Hartford's 
WTIC.  A  ten  year  man  at  the  same  spot  on  the  dial,  Bob 
has  won  his  popularity  just  by  being  himself — alter- 
nately funny  and  deadly  serious,  wide  awake  and  almost 
sotmd  asleep.  He's  never  been  sure  just  how  his  lis- 
teners react  to  the  "sound  asleep"  sessions. 

His  sportshow,  Strictly  Sports,  at  6: 15  P.M.  finds  him 
bouncing  into  the  loudspeaker  with  ball  scores  and 
shrewd,  analytical  comment  as  though  he  were  stretch- 
ing a  double  into  a  triple.  At  7  A.M.,  The  Morning 
Watch  (a  one  hour  ad  lib-record-news-show)  finds  him 
being  dragged  into  the  studio  by  the  heels.  Bob  then 
proceeds  to  tickle  the  funny  bones  of  his  tremendous 
audience  which,  it  is  estimated,  numbers  more  than  one 
million. 

What  makes  the  program  listenable  is  the  human 
touch.  A  family  man  himself.  Bob  knows  what's  going 
on  in  homes  all  around  New  England  at  the  breakfast 
hour.  He  knows  Pa  is  looking  for  a  shirt  with  buttons 
on  it.  Ma  is  frying  eggs,  Junior  is  spilling  his  orange 
juice  and  Sis  is  applying  nail  polish  and  his  drolleries 
fit  the  situation  so  well  many  listeners  write  in  to  in- 
quire if  Bob  "really  can  see  through  his  microphone  like 
he  says."  Bob  says  he  can;  all  it  takes  is  common 
sense,  a  good  memory,  an  eye  for  detail,  plenty  of 
nerve,  the  ability  to  put  yourself  in  another  guy's 
shoes  .     .  that's  all. 

When  it  comes  to  sports,  Bob's  varied  experiences 
stand  him  in  good  stead.  ("Anyone  who's  never  stood 
in  a  stead,"  Bob  has  just  remarked  over  our  shoulder, 
"hasn't  really  lived.")  He  boxed  as  an  amateur  and 
professional  in  his  native  Kansas  City,  Missouri,  raced 
motorcycles  in  the  Middle  West  and  in  California  and 
played  a  bit  of  semi-pro  baseball  in  various  places.  "But 
mostly  around  second  base,"  he  comments.  And  he 
spent  six  years  in  high  school. 

Celebrities  he  has  interviewed  over  the  "mike"  in- 
clude names  all  the  world  knows:  Jack  Dempsey,  Jack 
Sharkey,  Willie  Pep,  Bill  Tilden,  Don  Budge,  Bobby 
Riggs,  "Ted  Williams,  Babe  Ruth,  Tommy  Armour,  Eddie 
Cantor,  Vaughn  Monroe,  and  a  hundred  others  of  similar 
renown.  And  what  a  sports  prognosticator!  His  fans 
have  made  millions  as  a  result  of  "Strictly's"  predictions 
— betting  against  them.  But  occasionally  he  comes 
up  with  duper  picks  that  are  startling,  even  to  himself. 
In  1944  he  was  one  of  three  commentators  in  the  country 
to  pick  the  St.  Louis  Browns  for  the  American  League 
pennant,  the  first  in  the  team's  history.  Last  year  he 
picked  St.  Louis  in  the  National  League,  Boston  in  the 
American,  and  the  Cards  in  the  World  Series.  Every 
one  right  on  the  nose,  as  any  fan  can  tell  you.  For  this, 
you  have  to  know  your  game — and  Bob  Steele  does. 


The  stwry  of  a  guy  that  vfomn  go  ferj 


JOHN  GARFIELD 
LILLI  PALMER     ^ 

and  introducing  exciting  ^Bm\ 

HAZEL  BROOKSiNERn 


with  ^^9  Diricteii  tw 


as  ALICE 


Dirtcted  by 
WILLIAM  CONRAD  •  JOSEPH  PEVNEY      ROBERT  ROSSEN 

LLOYD  GOFF  •  CANADA  LEE  Pcoductd  by 

OriiinilsciMiipliybyABRAHAhfl  POLONSKY      BOB  ROBERTS 
RELEASED  THRU  UNITED  ARTISTS 
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in  the  world  and  current  events.  Item 
three — an  intense  enjoyment  of  life. 
Item  four  (and  a  must) — a  sense  of 
humor. 

You  can't  be  around  Tom  Turnage 
for  long  without  responding  to  his  ir- 
repressible sense  of  humor — or  recog- 
nizing that  behind  it  is  a  fellow  with 
plenty  on  the  ball.  A  man  who  knows 
what  he  wants  and  isn't  too  impressed 
by  luck.  Most  men,  married  to  a  very 
lovely  radio  star,  would  want  to  take 
her  out  and  show  her  off,  to  parade 
his  choice.  But  Tom  and  Jane  spend 
their  evenings  quietly,  reading  or 
bickering  in  friendly  fashion  over  two- 
handed  bridge  or  gin-rummy. 

He'll  never  be  just  the  "husband"  of 
Jane  Adams.  Tom  isn't  too  proud  to 
help  her  with  the  dishes  when  they're 
both  tired  at  night,  or  share  in  her 
problems — but  his  ambitions  are  as 
great  for  himself  as  for  her.  He's  a 
man  Jane  can  look  up  to.  And  he's  a 
man  who  knows  what  he  wants  and 
goes  after  it. 

THERE  was  no  one  particular  rival, 
when  he  met  Jane.  But  the  way  that 
phone  kept  ringing  every  time  he 
visited  her  house!  Plenty  of  hopeful 
suitors  were  burning  up  the  wires  to 
get  a  date  with  Jane. 

But  the  lady  said  no.  And  "yes"  to 
Tom. 

They  were  engaged  three  months 
after  they  met.  "Then  he  was  shipped 
off  to  Germany  and  Jane  was  left  to 
wait,  impatiently,  at  home.  Their 
plans  were  made,  but  it  was  for  mar- 
riage after  the  war. 

Instead,  when  Tom  came  home  on  a 
thirty-day  leave,  preparatory  to  head- 
ing westward  for  the  Pacific  and  the 
war  with  Japan,  they  threw  those  care- 
ful, sedate  plans  out  the  window  and 
hunted  up  a  preacher.  Arguments  for 
and  against  waiting  until  the  end  of 
the  war  had  taken  up  twenty  days  of 
his  precious  leave;  they  only  had  ten 
left  for  the  honeymoon.  And  then 
there  were  thirteen  long  months  more 
of  waiting  until  Tom  was  finally  home 
and  released  in  the  winter  of  1946. 

So,    actually,   they   are   still   newly-  " 
weds,  though  it  was  two  years  ago  they 
married. 

They  are  having  all  the  problems — 
and  the  fun — ^of  starting  out  their 
lives  together  this  year.  The  same 
post-war  problems  of  housing  they 
shared  with  millions  of  other  veterans' 
families  in  America.  Though  they 
have  finally  found  their  little  white 
bungalow,  in  the  San  Fernando  Valley 
and  just  fifteen  minutes  from  Holly- 
wood'and  the  radio  station — now  they 
are  running  into  the  exasperations  of 
ordering  rugs  and  furniture — and  then 
waiting.     And  waiting. 

The  floors  of  some  rooms  are  bare. 
The   living   room   has   only   one   chair. 

That  chair  stands  for  something. 
Perhaps  for  Jane's  exquisite  taste  and 
her  desire  for  beautiful  things — but 
also  it  stands  for  Tom's  patient  under- 
standing. 

The  first  time  he  saw  it — and  the 
piano — and  the  dozens  of  gorgeous, 
rare,  antique  cups  Jane  had  collected — 
he  cast  a  dubious  eye.  The  chair  had 
lovely  lines.  Its  high  curved  back 
and  its  graceful  legs  and  arm  rests 
II  spoke  softly  of  the  expert  hands  that 
M      had  fashioned  it,  centuries  ago. 

But  Tom  is  a  big  man.    The  size  that 
needs  a  durable  support  when  he  leans 
68 


Jane — Not  Plain 

(Continued  from  page  33) 

or  sits.  And  the  first  time  he  sat  in  The 
Chair — "crack!"  went  the  arm  rest. 

It's  the  test  of  his  understanding  that 
Tom  still  sympathizes  with  Jane's  pas- 
sion for  rare,  old  things.  He  didn't  yell 
"Take  it  away!"  the  first  time  he  saw 
the  magnificently-carved — but  over- 
size— grand  piano  that  is  much  too 
large  for  their  cottage  living  room. 
Instead,  he  waited  for  Jane  to  make 
up  her  own  mind.  Now  she  sighs  a 
little  wistfully  as  she  looks  at  it,  but 
she's  quite  reconciled  to  seeing  it  go. 

She's  still  keeping  her  Eighteenth 
Century  decor  firmly  in  mind  as  she 
and  Tom  plan  and  paint  and  paper 
their  house.  But  she  has  scaled  it 
down  to  size,  and  is  subtly  blending  in 
some  modern  pieces.  As  she,  herself, 
says:  "I  kept  collecting  all  the  time 
Tom  was  away.  Now  we  have  an- 
tiques— and  nothing  else.  And  not 
enough  of  those  to  go  around!" 

Now  she  and  Tom  are  starting  with 
fundamentals  and  working  up  to  the 
final  touches.  They  painted  bedroom 
and  hallway  and  kitchen;  papered  the 
dining  room.  It's  kitchen  curtains  Jane 
is  worrying  about  now — the  petit  point 
can  wait  for  later.  And  she'll  have  you 
know  that  nine  yards  of  gingham  went 
into  that  one  ruffled  kitchen  window 
valance,  and  she  ruffled  every  yard 
herself.  She's  making  her  own  lamp- 
shades and  there'll  be  no  botched 
edges  or  slap-dash  about  them  .  .  . 
she's  taking  a  course  in  lamp-shade- 
making  at  a  local  department  store. 

Cooking  is  cooperative  at  the 
Turnages.  Jane  is  learning  and  Tom 
contributes  the  specialties  he  picked 
up  back  in  Texas  and  in  the  Army. 
The  steaks  he  broils.  The  fancy  des- 
serts are  hers.  For  vegetables  and 
casseroles  and  such  Jane  sticks  to  the 
cookbook  and  Tom  kibitzes.  They 
wash  the  dishes  together. 

BEST  of  all  Jane  and  Tom  prefer  quiet 
evenings  at  home  when  they  can  just 
catch  up  on  all  the  back  talk  they've 
been  hoarding  during  those  last  two 
war  years.  All  their  childhoods  they 
have  to  share  with  each  other  .  .  .  and 
their  plans. 

And  Tom  can  never  get  over  mar- 
veling at  all  the  different  lives  his 
Jane  has  packed  into  her  few  years. 

He  has  to  hear  all  about  how  she 
studied  the  violin  in  Germany.  And 
how  she  was  a  model  for  Harry  Con- 
over  in  New  York.  Her  television  ap- 
pearances— ^her  radio  career. 

For  such  a  young  person,  Jane  has 
crammed  a  lot  of  adventurous  living 
into  her  life.  She  has  made  public 
appearances  under  three  different 
names — no,  four — now  that  she's  Mrs. 
Tom  Turnage. 

Born  Betty  Jane  Bierce  in  San  An- 
tonio, Texas,  her  family  moved  to 
California  when  she  was  still  a  child. 
Jane  never  went  through  the  ugly 
duckling  stage— right  from  the  first 
she  was  the  belle  of  the  pigtail-and- 
skinned'-knee  grammar-school  crowd. 
And  the  little  boys  who  fought  over 
who  should  carry  her  schoolbooks 
home  were  properly  overawed  when 
it  was  found  that  little  Betty  Jane  had 
brains  as  well  as  looks. 

At  the  age  of  five  she  had  been  given 
an  IQ — Intelligence  Quotient — test, 
and  found  to  be  the  second  brightest 
child  in  the  state  of  California! 

At  fifteen  she  graduated  from 
Beverly  Hills  High  School.     The  violin 


was  the  ruling  passion  of  her  life  at 
this  time,  and  a  year  later — so  talented 
was  she — she  was  chosen  concert 
mistress  of  the  Los  Angeles  All-City 
High  School  Orchestra.  She  was  of- 
fered two  musical  scholarships  and  she 
was  sent  to  Germany  to  study  under 
the  European  masters. 

Betty  Jane  Bierce  was  off  to  a  fine 
start  in  a  highly  promising  career. 

Then  how  was  it  that  a  few  years 
later  we  find — not  Betty  Jane,  concert 
violinist — but  "Poni"  Adams,  a  New 
York  model?  One  and  the  same  per- 
son? 

The  cause  of  it  all  was  that  Betty 
Jane  had  discovered  the  stage  and 
knew  that  more  than  anything  else 
she  wanted  to  be  an  actress.  "The 
violin  was  a  fine  instrument  of  self- 
expression,  but  it  paled  beside  the  dis- 
covery of  finding  that  she,  herself, 
could  be  an  instrument — iier  voice, 
her  hands,  her  hidden  talents  for  act- 
ing. She  abandoned  music  and  took 
up  drama,  studying  at  the  Pasadena 
Playhouse. 

A  FEW  years  later  she  decided  it  was 
time  to  try  her  wings.  She  would 
go  to  New  York  and — since  would-be 
actresses  must  eat — she  would  get  a 
job  as  a  model. 

It's  hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say 
she  became  a  model  the  minute  she 
stepped  off  the  train.  Jane  went 
straight  from  the  station  to  the  famous 
Harry  Conover's  office,  and  without 
any  introduction  other  than  her  very 
photogenic  face,  she  was  hired.  And 
two  days  later  she  became  Poni  Adams, 
christened  so  by  Conover.  The  new, 
odd  name  had  publicity  value. 

In  New  York  she  went  right,  on 
studying.  And  in  between  modeling 
engagements  she  brushed  up  on  her 
contacts  with  radio  producers.  Her 
first  job  was  in  television — which 
showed  sense  on  the  part  of  somebody. 
Poni  was  definitely  a  girl  to  be  seen, 
as  well  as  heard. 

A  while  ago  the  same  sponsor  who 
now  engages  Jane's  talents  on  Darts 
for  Dough  sent  her  to  Hollywood  to 
make  commercial  motion  picture 
shorts  to  advertise  his  product.  Holly- 
wood was  captivated  by  young  Poni 
and  talent  scouts  buzzed  around. 

When  Darts  for  Dough  was  put  on 
the  air,  Poni  came  with  it  and  has 
been  on  the  show  ever  since,  for  three 
years.  Through  it,  she  was  signed  to 
a  contract  by  Universal  Studios,  and 
her  name  was  changed  once  again. 

This  time  the  christening  was  not 
left  in  the  hands  of  one  individual. 
The  studio  held  a  contest  for  service- 
men to  name  their  new  starlet,  and 
mail  loads  of  suggestions  came  from 
GIs  stationed  all  over  the  world.  Per- 
haps it  was  a  tribute  to  Jane's  fresh, 
wholesome  beauty.  Perhaps  it  was  in- 
dicative of  the  men's  longings  for  home 
— of  the  dreaming  of  American 
soldiers  stationed  in  foreign,  exotic 
lands  for  the  familiar  and  the  weil- 
remembered;  for  the  girl  next  door 
and  the  corner  drug  store  and  family 
ties — that  these  soldiers  voted  over- 
whelmingly for  just  plain  "Jane." 

And  so  Jane  she  became — Jane 
Adams. 

As  Jane  Adams  she  has  built  her 
radio  success,  not  only  on  Darts  for 
Dough,  but  with  frequent  appearances 
on  Radio  Theater  and  on  The  Whistler. 

Now,    to    all   these   different   careers 


she  has  had,  Jane  is  adding  another. 
Marriage.  And  to  this  new  one  she 
brings  the  best  she  has  learned  from 
the  others. 

She  has  brought  a  fine  sense  of 
give-and-take,  which  is  only  learned 
through  years  of  working  with  other 
people.  Take  the  matter  of  the 
Turnage  rumpus  room,  for  example. 

How  many  servicemen  have  come 
home  bearing  precious  mementos  of 
their  battle  experience  and  their  life 
in  foreign  lands — ^only  to  see  these 
souvenirs  stuffed  away  in  a  closet  be- 
cause the  wife  can't  fit  them  in? 

Not  so  Jane.  Tom  was  lucky  .  .  .  be- 
cause she  is  planning  the  room  around 
the  souvenirs.  It's  an  amazingly  at- 
tractive room — amazing,  because  it's 
coming  out  just  the  way  she  planned. 
Grass  rugs  on  the  floor,  fish  netting 
looped  over  walls  and  for  window 
drapes,  big  comfortable  couches,  and 
room  for  all  of  Tom's  war  souvenirs 
to  blend  in  nicely.  The  Japanese 
samurai  swords,  the  lanterns,  the  fans, 
embroidery  pieces,  the  Japanese  hand- 
made dolls  and  the  exquisite  tea  set — 
these  are  the  motif  around  which 
the  rest  of  the  room  is  being  built. 

She  still  plays  the  violin- — beauti- 
fully— but  only  for  her  own  and  Tom's 
enjoyment.  Their  tastes  are  the  same 
and  she  can  switch  easily  in  one  eve- 
ning from  Sibelius  to  simple  folk  songs. 

From  her  modeling  Jane  learned  the 
easy,  efficient  care  of  face  and  figure. 
Such  grooming  is  bread  and  butter  to 
Harry  Conover  girls  and  Jane  taught 
herself  to  avoid  the  over-dressed  look 
— the  too-difficult  hair-do — the  too- 
complicated  routine  with  fancy  creams 
and  lotions.  She  does  her  own  hair 
and  its  style  is  simple  and  suitable  for 
the  good  bones  of  her  face.  She  keeps 
in  trim  at  the  movie  studio  gym  every 
morning,  but,  in  the  past  when  she  had 
no  gym,  she  exercised  at  home. 

MODELING  also  gave  her  poise  which 
is  invaluable  before  the  microphone 
or  on  the  movie  set  or  even  just  when 
she  is  being  hostess  at  home.  She 
likes  to  do  things  with  a  certain  air — 
the  best  linen  and  candles  on  the  table 
even  when  it's  only  dinner  for  two. 

Even  when  she's  in  blue  jeans  and 
out  weeding  in  the  garden  she  never 
seems  to  have  that  grubby,  harassed 
air  that  amateurs  usually  get.  She 
enjoys  it,  but  she  doesn't  let  it  get  the 
best  of  her.  At  least,  not  often — and 
then  only  when  it  concerns  gophers. 

Gophers.  Jane  and  Tom  always 
thought  of  them  fondly,  as  little  imp- 
ish Disney-like  characters.  When 
they  thought  of  them  at  all.  But  not 
now. 

Not  since  they  have  become  home- 
owners and  gardeners.  And  a  gopher 
moved  right  in  with  them,  taking  up 
residence  in  their  front  lawn. 

This  particular  one  (they  hope  it's 
only  one)  has  been  making  the  young 
Turnages'  life  a  thing  of  frustration. 
Tom  has  tried  every  way  to  get  I'id  of 
it,  but  still  it  flourishes,  going  merrily 
on  its  way,  uprooting  lawn  and  bur- 
rowing under  hedge  and  nibbling  down 
the  choicest  plants  to  the  roots.  Traps 
were  recommended,  so  Tom  set  them 
out  ...  no  luck.  He  bought  out  the 
stores  on  fancy  poisons  and  what-not. 
Finally,  in  desperation,  he  flooded  the 
gopher  holes — but  all  he  accomplished 
was  a  drowning  swamp  of  a  lawn  and 
a  brand  new  tunnel  which  the  gopher 
dug  in  retaliation. 

Now  Tom  and  Jane  are  becoming 
philosophical  about  it.  After  all,  in  a 
life  as  perfect  as  theirs,  some  gopher  or 
other  must  appear. 
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When  you  are  'sunk'  with  washing 
work  —  try   Fels-Naptha   Soap. 
It's  a  real  "Washday  Life  Saver." 


Fels-Naptha  Soap 
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Come  and  Visit  Jack  Berch 


New  York  City  for  the  day.  He  doesn't 
return  until  seven  that  night,  and  in 
between  he's  been  leading  a  vigorous 
business  life  all  over  Manhattan. 

Every  morning  at  11:30  A.M.,  EDT, 
Monday  thru  Friday,  he  conducts  the 
Jack  Berch  Show  over  NBC — which 
consists  of  singing  in  his  easy  baritone, 
telling  little  stories,  and  reciting  a 
recipe  with  a  musical  background. 
(Example:  When  he  mentions  the 
word  "milk"  in  a  recipe,  a  cow's  moo 
follows  instantly.  When  he  mentions 
the  words  "French  dressing"  there's  a 
quick  organ  rendition  of  The  Marseil- 
laise.) "The  opening  theme  song  of  the 
program  is  a  Jack  Berch  invention, 
dashed  off  enthusiastically  one  after- 
noon seven  years  ago.  It  goes  like  this: 
Jack  whistles,  and  then  sings, 

"I'm  a-whistlin' — are  you  listenin' 

To  this  pretty  little  ditty 

That  I'm  singing  all  in  rhyme? 

It  says  Hi,  friends — 

Glad  you're  my  friends. 

I'm   a-whistlin' — are   you   listenin'?" 

AFTER  his  fifteen-minute  show  Jack 
is  off  to  his  office  to  write  his  mate- 
rial for  future  shows,  and  to  work  with 
his  two  secretaries  answering  his  3,000 
fan  letters  a  week.  Furthermore,  he 
carries  on  a  tremendous  correspondence 
with  the  salesmen  of  his  sponsor,  a 
large  insurance  company.  Fridays  he 
conducts  a  two-hour  meeting  with  the 
insurance  salesmen,  not  as  a  singer 
but  as  a  former  businessman — -for 
Jack  has  a  business-like  attitude  toward 
his  radio  show  that  is  unlike  any  other 
radio  entertainer's.  "I'm  not  interested, 
any  more  than  any  sponsor  is,  in  how 
many  listeners  I  have,  so  much  as  in 
how  much  insurance  is  the  program 
selling,"  says  Jack — ^and  he  means  it. 
He's  been  working  all  his  life,  since  he 
left  school  at  the  age  of  fourteen. 
Since  he's  thirty-eight  now,  that's 
quite  a  time.  And  without  his  en- 
thusiasm, he'd  be  miles  from  a  micro- 
phone today. 

He  was  born  in  Sigel,  Illinois,  on  a 
farm.  His  father  ran  a  general  mer- 
chandising store  that  sold  everything 
from  incubators  to  hairpins,  and  Jack 
and  his  sisters  Mary  and  Helen  went 
to  the  local  school.  Sigel  was  a  Ger- 
man community  where  half  the 
students  couldn't  speak  English.  If 
you  asked  them,  "What's  your  name?" 
they  would  reply,  "Six  years  old" — 
their  sole  English  sentence.  Jack  was 
eleven  when  his  father  died.  He 
struggled  on  through  two  years  of  a 
Catholic  self-help  school  where  all  the 
pupils  worked  for  their  lessons.  At 
fourteen  and  the  end  of  the  eighth 
grade,  he  left  school  and  became  a 
drummer  with  a  dance  band. 

This  meant  that  he  traveled  all  over 
the  country  until  he  was  nineteen — 
pinch-hitting  for  the  singer  whenever 
necessary  because  he  had  a  loud  voice 
and  those  were  the  pre-microphone 
days. 

At  nineteen,  after  being  stranded  in 
New  York  with  a  band  and  washing 
dishes  to  pay  for  his  hotel  room,  he 
gave  up  the  entertainment  world — 
he  thought  for  good.  He  went  to  visit 
a  friend  in  Youngstown,  Ohio,  and 
decided  to  stay  there  as  a  door-to- 
R  door  tea  and  coffee  salesman.  He 
M  went  back  into  the  entertainment 
world  for  one  reason:  he  couldn't 
sell  any   tea  and   coffee   as   a   straight 
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salesman!  So  he  managed  to  get  on 
the  local  Youngstown  radio  station 
as  a  singer,  dedicated  his  songs  to  "that 
sweet  little  lady  on  the  south  side  of 
town" — and  the  next  day  was  able  to 
sell  tea  and  coffee  to  every  little  lady 
on  the  south  side  of  town! 

But  eventually  he  gave  up  tea  and 
coffee  selling  for  full-time  singing  on 
WKBN  in  Youngstown;  then  he  went 
to  Cleveland  in  radio,  then  to  Cin- 
cinnati— and  finally  headed  for  big 
time  radio  in  New  York  City.  That 
took  a  year  of  struggling.  Then  he 
had  his  own  radio  program.  He 
promptly  wrote  his  widowed  mother  to 
come  and  visit  him  in  New  York.  She 
did.  But  with  her  she  brought  a 
clever  scheme.  (She  has  her  en- 
thusiasms, too.) 

"Jack,  my  son,  you  should  be  mar- 
ried," said  she  over-casually,  the  min- 
ute her  suitcase  was  impacked.  Then, 
idly,  she  walked  over  to  his  dresser 
and  put  a  framed  picture  on  it.  The 
picture  revealed  a  lovely  blonde  girl. 
Trying  to  seem  careless,  Mrs.  Berch 
added,  "That's  Margo — a  friend  of  your 
sister  Helen's.  A  darling  girl.  I 
thought  of  inviting  her  here  to  visit 
us." 

A  rush  of  no-enthusiasm  came  over 
Jack  instantly.  "No.  I  refuse,"  said 
he  flatly.  He  then  walked  to  the 
dresser  and  swung  the  picture  around 
with  its  back  to  the  room.  No  use 
being  monotonous  about  this  recital — 
but  for  the  next  few  weeks  Jack  and 
his  mother  expended  all  their  energy 
on  switching  that  picture  around.  At 
the  end  of  that  time,  his  mother  spoke 
again. 

"Your  sister  Helen  is  arriving  to- 
morrow to  visit  us.  She  met  Margo  at 
Washington  University,  while  study- 
ing nursing;  and  lately  they've  both 
been  nurses  at  a  Los  Angeles  hospital. 
So  she's  bringing  Margo  with  her  to 
visit." 

JACK  was  enraged.  He  stormed 
around  the  house,  bursting  with  in- 
dignation at  the  way  his  mother  was 
trying  to  force  a  wife  down  his  throat. 
Then  he  flung  out  of  the  house,  and 
carefully  planned  every  minute  of  the 
two  weeks  Margo  would  visit  them — 
leaving  Margo  out  of  his  plans. 

The  next  day  he  came  home  from  his 
radio  labors  just  in  time  to  watch 
Margo  get  out  of  a  taxi  in  front  of 
his  home.  He  stood  silently  on  the 
sidewalk  until  she'd  disappeared  in- 
side the  front  door.  Then  he  followed 
her  indoors,  met  her,  and  heard  him- 
self saying,  "I  have  every  minute  of 
the  next  two  weeks  planned  just  to 
entertain  you."  At  the  end  of  the  two 
weeks,  they  were  married — and,  of 
course,  they've  lived  happily  ever 
after! 

Not  that  they  don't  have  occasional 
spats.  Their  most  famous  one  hap- 
pened last  summer.  It  was  a  broiling 
hot  Sunday  afternoon,  and  Jack  asked 
Margo  to  drive  him  to  the  golf  course 
and  drop  him  off  for  his  eighteen 
holes. 

Margo  glared  at  him.  "The  children 
and  I  were  expecting  you  to  take  us 
out  on  this  sizzling  day,"  said  she.  "I 
won't  drive  you.  Walk  there — it'll  be 
just  like  your  eighteen  holes,  any- 
way." 

Jack  glared  back.  "I  won't  walk. 
If  you  won't  drive  me,  I'll  drive  my- 
self— which   means   keeping   the   car," 


said  he.  He  did.  But  throughout  his 
golf  game  he  feit  guilty  and  imhappy, 
while  the  hot  sun  baked  down  on  him 
and  he  thought  of  his  family  stewing 
miserably  at  home.  Finally  it  was  too 
much  for  him.  He  broke  up  the  game 
and  started  hastily  home.  Once  there 
he  instantly  knew  how  much  of  a 
villain  he  was. 

There  was  no  trace  of  Margo  any- 
where; and  none  of  the  women  would 
speak  to  him — daughters  Carol  and 
Shirley  kept  their  distance. 

"Where's  Margo?"  he  kept  demand- 
ing. No  one  answered.  Finally  he 
bribed  the  news  out  of  one  of  the 
maids — Margo  had  gone  off  shopping  to 
the  village,  on  foot,  and  boiling  with 
rage. 

That  was  all  Jack  had  to  hear.  He 
jimiped  in  his  car  and  drove  violently 
toward  the  village.  A  half-mile  out- 
side it  he  saw  Margo,  staggering  along 
in  the  heat  with  her  arms  full  of 
bundles,  headed  in  the  direction  of 
home.  He  pulled  up  the  car  and 
yelled  out  the  window,  "Hey,  babe — 
want  a  ride?" 

MARGO  apparently  didn't  hear  him. 
Nose  in  the  air,  she  continued 
marching  toward  home.  Hastily  Jack 
made  a  U-turn  and  stopped  the  car 
right  beside  her.  "Hey,  Margo,"  he 
begged,  "hop  in!" 

Again  Margo  snubbed  him.  She 
kept  walking,  and  he  began  easing  the 
car  along  beside  her,  asking  her  to 
get  in.  Then,  suddenly,  he  became 
aware  of  a  third  person — a  motorcycle 
cop  in  full  uniform. 

"Okay,  bub — that's  enough.  Pull 
up,"  said  he.  Once  Jack  had  stopped 
the  car  (with  Margo  pausing  too,  in 
surprise)  the  cop  demanded  of  Margo, 
"Is  this  man  bothering  you?" 

Margo  maintained  a  blank  silence. 
But  Jack  said  hastily — and  to  his  as- 
tonishment, stutteringly — "Er,  er — 
we're  m-married!" 

"Oh,  yeah?"  sneered  the  cop.  Again 
he  said  to  Margo,  "What  about  it — is 
this  man  annoying  you?" 

Margo  came  to  life.  "Yes,"  she 
snapped.  "I  never  saw  him  before  in 
my  life!" 

"That's  all  I  want  to  know!"  sang 
the  cop.  With  one  huge  hand  he 
pulled  the  car  door  open.  With  the 
other  he  began  pulling  Jack  out — and 
it  was  then  that  Margo  broke  down, 
shaking  with  laughter,  and  told  the  cop 
the  whole  story.  Being  a  married  man, 
he  luiderstood.  But  the  whole  experi- 
ence had  so  unnerved  Jack  that  Margo 
had  to  drive  home! 

Their  spats  never  have  a  hangover, 
though.  And  neither  does  anything 
else  Berch-wise — including  Jack's  en- 
thusiasms, once  they're  over  and  done 
with.  But  there's  always  a  new  one 
over  the  bend.  When  you're  visiting 
the  many,  many  Berches,  be  prepared 
to  see  Jack  himself  out  in  the  kitchen 
Sunday  morning,  cooking  the  ban- 
quet-like Sunday  breakfast  complete 
with  muffins.  And  if  it's  pheasant 
season  in  South  Dakota,  be  prepared 
to  go  off  with  Jack  on  the  hunting 
trip  he's  been  dreaming  about  for  years. 
Or  if  it's  siunmer  time,  be  ready  to  go 
horseback  riding,  golfing,  tramping 
through  the  woods  and  tennis  playing 
near  the  Berch  home  ...  In  short,  be 
ready  for  anything  that  makes  Jack's 
eyes  light  up — and  that  means  any- 
thing ! 


No.  2188  (Above)  A  modern  design  in 
matched  Mahogany  finished  in  a  soft 
wheat  color.  Hand  rubbed,  polished  finish. 
Has  Lane's  patented  automatic  tray. 
No.  2180  (Allefl)  A  magnificent  chest  with 
front  panel  of  matched  American  Walnut 
stump  flanked  with  exotic  African  Zebra 
wood,  and  A-matched  American  Walnut. 
V-matched  top  and  balance  of  case  is 
American  Walnut.  Has  Lane's  patented 
automatic  tray. 


Slighlly  higher 
in  the  West 
and  Canada 


It's  love  for  keeps  with  a  Lane  Cedar  Hope 
Chest.  Give  your  sweetheart  this  sanctuary  for 
her  trousseau  —  this  real  love  gift  that  starts 
the  home  of  your  dreams. 

Tfie  only  lesled  AROMA-TIGHT  Cedar  Chett  in  the  world, 
with  Lane's  exclusive  pa/ew/et/  features.  Baclced 
by  free  moth  insurance  policy  written  by  one  of 
the  world's  largest  insurance  companies.  The 
LaneCompany,  Inc.,  Dept.  K,  Altavista,  Virginia, 
la  Canada:  Knechtels,  Ltd.,  Hanover,  Ontario. 


...PLEASES  THAT  LAD  IN  MY 

LIFE! "...says  Mrs.  ALAN  LADD, 

. . .  delightful    wife 

If  you  want  your  lips  to  be  teasingly  pleasing 
...to  look  glamourous  and  amourous  .  . .  tc 
hove  that  exciting,  inviting  glow  that  brings  a 
warm  glow  in  every  man's  heart... then  do 
OS  so  many  Hollywood  beauties  do  — for  your 
very  next  lipstick,  choose  that  terrific  new 
Tangee  hit-shade  ...  Red  Majesty! 


CONSTANCE  LUFT  HUHN 

Head  of  the  House  of 
Tangee  and  creator  of 
langee  Red  Moiesty 
Lipstick  and  Petal- 
Finish  Cake  Make-Up. 
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MEDIUM-RED 


THEATRICAL-RED         NATURAL 


YOUR  husband  may  be  a  hearty  break- 
faster  or  a  light  one.  But  whatever  he 
chooses,  it  will  taste  better  to  him  if 
you  look  like  a  "tempting  dish"  too! 

Get  up  a  few  minutes  earlier  than  he 
does,  so  you  can  use  the  bathroom  first, 
slip  into  a  clean,  becoming  negligee  or 
housecoat,  and  prepare  him  the  kind  of 
breakfast  he  likes  best.  If  you  do,  he  may 
not  bury   his   nose  in   a  newspaper. 

That's  what  Dorothy  Kilgallen,  well- 
known  authority  on  how  to  make  a  hus- 
band open  his  sleepy  eyes  in  early  morning 
admiration  of  your  charms,  advises.  She 
and  her  husband,  Richard  Kollmar,  have 
the  popular  Breakfast  with  Dorothy  and 
Dick  radio  program.  Dorothy  wouldn't 
dream  of  not  looking  her  prettiest  for  Dick, 
even  on  the  few  occasions  when  there  are 
no  interesting  guests   at  their  broadcast. 

Before  going  to  bed,. Dorothy  cleanses  her 
face  thoroughly.  In  the  morning  she 
splashes  cold  water  over  it  to  refresh  and 
tone  her  skin,  and  to  help  her  get  awake. 
Because  she  doesn't  believe  in  appearing 
with  the  orange  juice  in  an  absolutely 
naked  face,  she  pats  on  a  little  face  powder. 
If  your  skin  looks  sallow  without  a  founda- 
tion cream,  lotion,  or  cake  make-up,  she 
suggests  using  a  pinkish  shade  of  powder. 
Next,  Dorothy  applies  a  light  pink  lip- 
stick, a  tiny  bit  of  matching  rouge,  and  just 
a  touch  of  petroleum  jelly  to  her  eyelids  to 
make  them  shine.  That's  enough  make-up, 
she  thinks,  to  have  on  your  "morning  face". 
After  brushing  the  snarls  from  her  hair, 
she  combs  it  simply,  then  fastens  it  neatly 
in  place  with   small   combs,   or  a  ribbon. 

People  say  to  Dorothy,  "It's  different  with 
you.  You  have  a  radio  engineer  present, 
and  often  guests."  This  is  true,  she  admits. 
"But,"  she  adds,  "my  two  small  children 
are  as  critical  as  my  husband  of  my  looks. 
They  deserve  to  have  a  fresh,  immaculate 
woman  to  look  at,  even  at  breakfast." 

You  may  not  have  a  Clark  Gable  across 
your  breakfast  table.  But  aren't  your  hus- 
band and  family  worth  pleasing? 


At  the  Breakfast  with  Dorothy  and  Dick  table,  Mrs, 
Kollmar's  pre-breakfast  beauty  routine  shows  results 
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fir  flew  COAmRr- 
fieu/  FO/SB- 

ir|^  MEDS ! 


Have  a  happy  vacation  —  free 

from  nagging  worry !  Pack  a  box 
of  Meds  tampons  in  your  bag— 
be  secure  on  "difficult"  days! 

Meds  are  so  different— the 
famous  "Safety-Well"  for  extra 
protection;  soft,  luxurious  cotton 
for  added  comfort;  tidy,  compact 
applicators,  so  easy  to  use!  Enjoy 
EVERY  day!  Say  goodbye  to  pads 
and  belts,  binding  and  chafing! 

Ask  for  Meds  TODAY  at  your 
favorite  store— or  use  the  cou- 
pon below  for  trial  package  of 
REGULAR  Meds  — the  absorb- 
ency  most  mature  women  need. 


Slender    MEDS 

with  REGULAR 

absorbency  in  the 

light  blue  box 


De  Luxe  MEDS 

with   SUPER 

absorbency  in  the 

dark  blue  box 


29^  for  10  in  applicators 
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Red  Shoes  for  Luck 

{Continued  from  page  21) 


"  Guaranteed  by  <^ 
I  Good  Housekeeping /^ 

Martha  Steele  ^^"""""-S^    | 

Personal  Products  Corporation  RM-9 

Milltown,  New  Jersey 

Dear  Martha  Steele:  I  want  to  try  REGULAR 
Meds.  Please  send,  in  plain  wrapper,  with 
full  directions,  trial  package  for  which  I  en- 
close 10^  (stamps  or  coin)  to  cover  mailing. 


Name 

Address.. 
City 


..State.. 


Acceptable  for  advertising  in  the 
Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association 


said,  that  she  wrote  to  Arthur  Godfrey 
and  the  next  thing  I  knew  I  had  an 
appointment  for  an  audition. 

The  Talent  Scouts  is  a  CBS  program 
(I  started  on  ABC,  was  heard  at 
NBC,  and  wound  up  on  CBS)  designed 
to  give  performers  a  chance  to  be  seen 
and  heard  under  the  most  favorable 
circumstances  before  the  largest  pos- 
sible audience,  to  give  them  the  one 
big  break  that  is  so  important  in  get- 
ting a  start  in  show  business.  A 
"talent  scout"  recommends  an  audi- 
tion and  if  the  candidate  passes,  he  or 
she  gets  a  chance  on  the  program. 
Five  acts  are  presented  on  each  broad- 
cast and  the  performer  who  is  se- 
lected as  the  best  by  the  studio 
audience — applause  is  recorded  on  an 
audience  reaction  indicator — is  re- 
warded with  "prizes"  that  are  really 
important.  He  is  invited  to  appear  on 
Mr.  Godfrey's  morning  show  on  CBS 
and  gets  introductions  to  radio,  Broad- 
way and  movie  producers. 

To  get  back  to  the  audition,  you  bet 
I  was  nervous  that  day  at  CBS.  I 
didn't  have  to  wait  too  long  for  my 
turn,  but  when  I  got  into  the  studio  I 
was  really  scared.  It  was  such  a  big 
place  and  there  was  hardly  anybody 
in  it.  Of  course,  there  was  a  pianist, 
and  in  the  control  booth  I  could  see 
Miss  Bessie  Mack,  who  is  in  charge  of 
the  auditions;  and  Mr.  Irving  Mans- 
field, director  of  the  program;  and  an 
engineer  and  a  secretary.  But  on  Miss 
Tucker's  program  there  are  always 
lots  of  people  in  the  studio. 

The  girl  at  the  piano  was  kind  and 
tried  to  help  me;  she  told  me  that 
"everything's  going  to  be  fine."  Then 
I  heard  Miss  Mack's  voice  from  the 
control  booth  and  I  really  looked  at 
her  for  the  first  time.  She  has  a 
kindly  face  and  seemed  to  me  to  be  the 
kind  of  person  who  would  be  honest 
and  frank  with  everyone.  In  answer 
to  her  questions,  I  told  her  I  was  a 
coloratura  soprano  and  that  I  was 
going  to  sing  "If  I  Loved  You." 

After  my  song,  there  was  complete 
silence  in  the  studio.  Not  a  word,  not 
a  murmur  of  applause.  I  just  stood 
there  and  watched  them  talking  in  the 
control  booth.  I  could  almost  hear 
them  saying  "What  a  horrible  voice!" 
and  things  like  that.     Those  few  min- 


utes were  nerve-racking.  Then  Miss 
Mack's  voice  broke  that  awful  silence. 
She  said,  "Come  in,  Gloria,"  and  when 
I  got  into  the  control  booth,  I  realized 
that  they  were  pleased  and  surprised. 
I  relaxed,  and  before  I  left  I  was  told 
that  they  had  a  "spot"  for  me  on  the 
August  6  broadcast. 

Between  the  audition  and  the  broad- 
cast, there  were  three  weeks  during 
which  I  thought  of  nothing  else.  I 
didn't  rehearse  my  song  because  I  al- 
ready knew  the  words  so  well  I  was 
afraid  I'd  forget  them  if  I  went  over 
and  over  them  too  much.  But  I  lis- 
tened to  the  broadcast  every  week  and 
I-  told  all  my  friends  to  keep  their 
fingers  crossed. 

The  night  of  the  broadcast,  when  I 
set  out  for  the  CBS  Playhouse  with 
my  father  and  mother,  I  had  just  one 
thought  in  my  mind:  that  this  might 
be  the  break  I  had  been  looking  for, 
the  turning  point  that  would  prove  to 
me  whether  or  not  I  could  make  the 
grade.  I  knew  there  would  be  a  big 
audience — the  Playhouse  seats  more 
than  eleven  hundred  people — and 
that  the  audience's  reaction  to  my 
song  would  mean  a  lot. 

Backstage  at  the  Playhouse,  Miss 
Mack  greeted  me  and  took  me  into  a 
little  room  where  I  waited  for  my  turn 
with  the  other  performers.  I  had  met 
them  at  the  rehearsal  in  the  afternoon. 
There  was  an  amplifier  there  so  that 
we  could  hear  the  whole  broadcast. 
Before  the  show  began  we  talked  and 
tried  to  encourage  each  other.  But 
my  hands  were  ice-cold.  Sonny 
Sparks,  the  comedian,  was  wonderful. 
I  think  he  realized  how  nervous  I  was 
and  when  he  took  my  hands  in  his  he 
said,  "My  goodness,  how  clammy!" 
Then  he  told  some  jokes  and  made  some 
funny  faces — I  guess  you  call  it  "mug^ 
ging" — until  I  simply  had  to  laugh.  H 
felt  my  hands — they  were  warm  agair 
— and  said,  "Okay,  I've  done  my  job 

Mr.  Godfrey  helped  too  when 
came  in  to  see  us  before  the  broadcast 
He  looked  just  as  I  had  always  pic 
tured  him  and  he  was  so  full  of  fun 
In  fact,  he  reminds  me  of  somebod} 
I'd  like  to  have  as  a  brother  and,  re 
gardless  of  what  anybody  says,  I  lov< 
his  red  hair!  He  gave  us  a  little  pei 
talk,  ending  with  "good  luck  to  every 
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That's  how  women  feel  about  the  dramas, 
the  conversations,  the  people  they  hear 
about  on  "My  TRUE  STORY"  Radio 
Program.  They're  real  people!  Listen  in 
and  share  their  joys  and  problems.  A 
complete  story  every  morning  Monday 
thru  Friday.  Your  American  Broadcast- 
ing Company  Station;  see  your  news- 
paper for  time  and  station. 

TUNE   IN 

"MY   TRUE   STORY" 
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body,  may  the  best  act  win!"  But  I 
knew  I  couldn't  win;  the  other  acts 
were  too  good. 

During  the  broadcast,  Mr.  Godfrey 
sits  on  one  side  of  the  stage  at  a  kind 
of  desk  where  there  are  two  micro- 
phones and  before  each  act,  he  inter- 
views the  performer's  talent  scout — 
in  my  case,  Miss  Kirby,  who  told  the 
audience  how  she  had  happened  to 
recommend  me  for  an  audition. 

First,  Beatrice  Fung  Oye,  a  Chinese- 
American  girl,  sang  "Daddy"  in  English 
and  Chinese.  Sonny  Sparks  was  second 
with  impersonations  of  Peter  Lorre 
and  Bonnie  Baker,  and  a  take-off  on  a 
baritone  singing  "Stout-Hearted  Men." 
I  was  third  with  the  same  song  I  had 
sung  at  the  audition,  and  I  know  I 
didn't  do  my  best.  My  nervousness 
cramped  my  style.  The  fourth  act  was 
Norman  Paris,  a  pianist,  who  played 
variations  on  "Loch  Lomond"  and  the 
fifth  was  Johnny  Ames,  a  crooner,  who 
sang  "Embraceable  You." 

After  the  five  acts,  we  were  all  called 
back  on  the  stage  together.  I  knew 
that  now  the  audience's  applause 
would  be  recorded  on  the  indicator. 
Each  performer  sang  a  few  phrases 
of  his  song  or  did  a  bit  of  his  act. 
When  my  turn  came,  I  saw  my  mother 
in  the  audience  and  it  made  me  laugh 
to  see  how  wildly  she  was  clapping 
her  hands. 

BUT  all  the  applause  sounded  alike  to 
me  and  I  was  sure  Sonny  Sparks 
had  won.  I  turned  to  walk  off  the 
stage  just  as  Mr.  Godfrey  was  saying, 

"The  winner  tonight  is ,"  and  then 

he  paused.  The  broadcast  was  a  bit 
short,  you  see,  and  he  was  taking  his 
time.  He  probably  paused  for  thirty 
seconds,  at  the  most,  but  my  mother 
said  it  seemed  like  hours.  When  he 
finally  said  my  name,  somebody — I'm 
not  sure  but  I  think  it  was  Johnnie 
Ames — pulled  me  back  and  said,  "Hey, 
it's  you!"  I  had  heard  my  name  but 
I  was  dazed  with  excitement.  Finally, 
somebody  pushed  me  just  a  little,  so 
that  my  feet  started  moving  again, 
and  I  fairly  ran  across  the  stage  to  sit 
at  the  desk  with  Mr.  Godfrey. 

He  asked  me  my  age,  where  I  went 
to  school  and  where  I  lived  (I  gave 
my  home  address  and  I've  been  get- 
ting fan  mail  ever  since — and  do  I  love 
it!).  Then  he  told  me  that  I  would  be 
paid  $100  for  my  performance  that 
night  (each  performer  gets  the  same 
amount)  and  that  I  would  get  another 
$100  for  appearing  on  his  show  the 
next  morning.  "Gee!"  I  said.  "I'll  be 
rich!"  I  just  babbled  and  giggled;  I 
don't  think  anybody  understood  a 
word  of  what  I  was  saying. 

Backstage  again  after  the  broadcast, 
■Mr.  Godfrey  gave  me  a  big  hug  and 
said,  "Congratulations,  honey."  Then 
my  father  and  mother  and  I  cele- 
brated with  some  friends  at  a  party  at 
the  Cafe  Rouge,  and  I  received  a  beau- 
tiful orchid.  I  don't  know  what's  go- 
ing to  happen  to  me  in  the  future  but 
I'm  sure  I'll  never  again  be  so  ex- 
cited as  I  was  that  night. 

Although  it  was  rather  late  when  we 
got  home,  I  was  up  bright  and  early 
the  next  morning  to  get  ready  for  Mr. 
Godfrey's  program.  Remembering 
what  had  happened  at  the  Perry  Como 
show,  I  wanted  to  wear  my  black  and 
white  suit  again  for  good  luck  (did  I 
say  I  wasn't  superstitious?)  and  as  I 
was  dressing,  I  remembered  that  the 
red  shoes  I  had  worn  needed  repairs. 
One  of  the  straps  was  loose  and  I  had 
to  wear  those  same  shoes.  It  was  only 
half   past    eight    and    the    shoe   repair 


]Vfy  souvenir  of  Bermuda 


At  Belmont  Manor  we  bicycled,  swam,  and  danced  together.  "I'm  building 
day-dreams  about  these  soft  little  hands,"  you  said  . . .  Most  probably  Jergens 
cared-for . . .  those  dream-soft  hands.  The  loveliest  women  use  Jergens  hand  care.* 


Golden  days  at  Coral  Beach. 

"When  we  go  home,  let's  get 
married,"  you  said.  "You  have  my 
whole  heart  in  your  hands". . , 
Always  have  soft  hands  for  him, 
vkdtli  Jergens  Lotion,  now  more 
dependable  than  ever. 


Truly,  your  hands  feel  smoother, 
dream-softer  than  ever  with  today's 
Jergens  Lotion  care.  They're  pro- 
tected even  longer,  too,  against  dis- 
illusioning roughness.  Recent  re- 
search makes  Jergens  Lotion  more 
effective  than  ever.  Two  exceptional 


skin-softening  and  smoothing  ingre- 
dients many  doctors  use  are  part  of 
today's  Jergens  Lotion.  10(^  to  $1.00 
( plus  tax )  for  this  even-finer  hand  m^ 
care.  No  oiliness;  no  stickiness.         ,fmf 

*For  instance — Hollyucood  Stars 
use  Jergens  Lotion,  7  to  1. 


For  the  Softest,  Adorable  Hands,  use 


JERGENS  LOTION 


:f0£ 


YOUR  CHANCE  to  see  that  Jergens  Lotion  is  even  finer. 

Mail  coupon  now  for  gift  bottle.  ( Paste  on  penny  postcard,  if  you  wish. ) 
Mail  to:  Box  27,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio  rm-iso 


Name- 
City. 


.Address. 


.State- 


( Please  print  plainly.) 


( Sorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only.) 
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^^  !m}m  Alius  'iAAdm-i 

Men  know  kow^  irresistibly  cliarinin§  is  a  xvoman's  hair  tkat  gleams  with 

natural  kighliglits  and  shadows — sparkles  with  silken  softness — delights  with  clean 

fragrance.    Crown   of  carefree   curls,   or   smart   upsweep  —  it's    your    natural 

hair-appeal  that  captivates   men.    Women   of  all   ages   are   discovering 

that  Lustre-Creme   Shampoo   brings   out  the  fullest  natural  glory 

cjuickly  .  .  .  easily  .  .  .  inexpensively.    Not  a  soap,  not  a  li<{uid, 

Lustre-Creme   Shampoo   is   a   new   dainty  cream  that   whips 

instantly    into    creamy    rich    lather    in    hard    or    soft    water 

.    .    .    swiftly    sweeps    dullness    away.     Out    of   her 

wealth  of  cosmetic  lore,  Kay  Oaumit  combined  gentle 

lanolin . 'with   special   secret  ingredients   to   achieve 

this    almost-magic    new   cream  that  offers   shining 

new   appeal   and   obedience  to   your  hair.    Try 

Lustre-Creme    Shampoo.     At   cosmetic   counters. 


Four  ounces,  $1.00; 

Family  1  lb.,  $3.50; 

also  304  and  55<  sizes. 


See  how  a 
flngertipful  of 
Luslre-Creme  -^'^ 

Shampoo  bursts 
..Shinto  heaps  of  fragrant 
L^^^  lather.  And  see  how  fempfing 
\J^^^  it  leaves  your  hair!   Not 

dried — not  dulled — 
not  unruly — but  silken 
soft,  responsive,  sparkling 
as  if  you'd  given  It 
a  hard  brushing. 
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Jusfc-  Ciem£/  ^Stwmbccr 


Kay  Doumit,  Inc. 


(Successor),  919  N.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago  III,    | 


shop  wouldn't  be  open  until  nine  but 
my  mother  knew  where  the  shoe- 
maker lived.  So  she  dashed  off,  shoes, 
in  hand,  to  his  apartment.  Luckily  he 
was  dressed  and  ready  for  work,  and 
his  shop  is  just  around  the  corner,  so 
he  very  kindly  fixed  those  very  im- 
portant shoes,  and  I  arrived  at  CBS 
half  an  hour  before  I  was  expected. 
The  show  was  great  fun  this  time. 

It  wasn't  long  before  I  was  invited 
to  sing  on  some  other  programs.  I  sang 
on  the  Perry  Como  show  (this  time  I 
was  paid  for  it  as  a  professional  singer) , 
on  Lucky  Stars  on  which  Leopold  H. 
Spitalny  conducts  the  orchestra.  And 
Mr.  Spitalny  liked  me  enough  to  recom- 
mend me  to  his  brother,  Phil,  who  was 
just  then  preparing  for  a  concert  tour 
with  his  All-Girl  Orchestra. 

SHOULD  I  say  "the  rest  is  history?" 
I've  gone  over  it  so  often  in  my  mind 
as  if  it  were  a  beautiful  dream  that 
I  didn't  want  to  forget.  I  wasn't 
nervous  when  I  went  to  see  Mr. 
Spitalny  because  it  all  happened  so 
quickly  that  I  didn't  have  time  to  get 
myself  all  worked  up  about  it. 
Luckily,  I  had  had  some  training  in 
the  classics  because  he  asked  me  if  I 
knew  the  "Bell  Song"  from  "Lakme" 
and  at  least  I  knew  the  first  page  so 
I  was  able  to  give  him  an  idea  of  how 
I  could  sing  such  an  aria.  He  looked 
at  me  for  a  moment  after  I  finished 
singing  and  then  he  said,  "Very  good," 
and  from  the  way  he  said  it  I  knew 
he  meant  it.  Mr.  Spitalny  himself 
taught  me  to  sing  the  "Bell  Song"  for 
the  first  tour  with  his  orchestra,  which 
began  December  2. 

But  I'm  getting  ahead  of  my  story. 
I  didn't  just  sign  up  with  Mr.  Spitalny 
and  go  off  on  tour.  Complications  arose 
— in  the  form  of  my  parents.  They 
were  really  upset  when  I  told  them 
I  was  going  to  leave  town.  I'm  an  only 
child,  for  one  thing,  and  I  had  never 
before  been  outside  of  New  York,  ex- 
cept   for    short    trips    to    New    Jersey. 

With  the  help  of  Mr.  Robbins,  Gerald 
Brown  and  other  friends  and  advisers, 
I  got  their  consent.  I  thought  that  every 
body  was  happy. 

One  day  Mr.  Spitalny  called  Mr. 
Robbins  on  the  telephone,  and  this  is 
the  conversation  that  took  place  as  I 
reconstructed  it  later. 

"Her  mother  wants  to  go!"  said  Mr. 
Spitalny.  He  was  obviously  very  much 
upset. 

■"Whose  mother  wants  to  go  where?" 
asked  Mr.  Robbins. 

"Gloria  Benson's  mother  wants  to 
go  with  her  on  the  tour,"  Mr.  Spitalny 
replied.  "She  thinks  it's  all  set  for 
her  to  go  along  as  chaperone  for  her 
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daughter    on    this    trip    of    ours." 

"Oh,"  said  my  manager. 

"Yes,  'oh',"  Mr.  Spitalny  went  on. 
"And  you'd  better  do  something  about 
it.  Let  this  kind  of  thing  get  a  start 
and  I'd  have  forty  mothers  along." 

Well,  it  took  a  lot  of  talking  but  it 
was  finally  arranged.  My  mother  said 
goodbye  to  me  with  a  lot  of  good  ad- 
vice: "Gargle  every  night,  (I  had  a 
cold)    and  be  a  good  girl." 

That  first  night  on  the  train  I  was 
wishing  my  mother  had  come  along 
with  me.  I  was  so  homesick  and  every 
minute  the  train  was  carrying  me 
further  away  from  my  parents  and  my 
home  into  a  strange  country  where  I 
knew  absolutely  no  one.  I  think  I  was 
on  the  verge  of  tears  when,  one  by  one, 
about  twenty  of  the  other  girls  came 
in  and  kissed  me  goodnight.  It  cer- 
tainly helped,  took  the  edge  off  that 
lonesome,  lost  feeling  I  had.  I  was 
the  baby  of  the  orchestra,  you  see, 
and  the  other  girls  mothered  me. 

The  two  tours  I  have  made  with  the 
orchestra  have  been  thrilling  ex- 
periences. Each  tour  is  for  two  weeks 
and  we  make  one-night  appearances  in 
fourteen  different  cities.  Part  of  the 
fun,  of  course,  is  wearing  a  beautiful 
evening  dress  trimmed  with  sequins 
and  flowers.  One  night  when  Mr. 
Spitalny  introduced  me,  he  said,  "We 
dressed  her  up  to  look  like  an  old 
lady  but  she's  really  only  sixteen."  We 
were  usually  treated  as  celebrities  and 
invited  to  luncheons,  sometimes  with 
the  mayor  himself  in  attendance. 
There  was  always  a  good  crowd  and 
in  some  cities,  where  "live"  enter- 
tainment is  scarce,  the  house  was 
packed    to    overflowing. 

TEXAS  I  really  love,  and  I  received 
very  good  notices  there  too.  I  was 
introduced  as  "Spitalny's  newest  dis- 
covery" and  the  Amarillo  Daily  News, 
in  its  review  of  the  program,  said  that 
I  "rolled  beautifully  full  tones  off  with 
the  ease  of  an  old  trouper." 

I  mustn't  forget  to  tell  you  about 
what  I  brought  home  for  my  mother 
from  that  first  tour.  We  were  on  our 
way  to  Fairfield,  Iowa,  one  day  and 
we  hadn't  eaten  any  lunch  so  we 
stopped  at  a  store  in  a  small  town  to 
buy  some  apples  and  cookies.  There 
on  the  shelves  I  saw  boxes  of  soap 
flakes  and  I  remembered  hearing  my 
mother  say  that  she  hadn't  been  able 
to  find  any.    So  I  bought  five  boxes. 

"What  have  you  got  there?"  my 
mother   asked   as   I   opened   my   valise. 

"All  for  you,  mother!"  I  said,  point- 
ing proudly  to  the  boxes  of  soap  flakes. 

I'll  never  forget  the  expression  on 
my  mother's  face.  "You  can  put  it  in 
the  closet,"  she  said. 

There  was  something  funny  about 
her  voice.  I  didn't  understand  until  I 
opened  the  closet  and  saw  the  ten 
packages  of  soap  flakes  on  the  shelf. 
After  this  I'm  going  to  check  carefully 
.before  I  carry  five  big  boxes  of  any- 
thing all  the  way  from  Iowa. 

I  celebr.ated  my  seventeenth  birth- 
day on  February  2,  before  we  left  on 
the  second  tour.  What's  ahead  for  me 
now?  Well,  I  still  have  to  finish  high 
school.  I  was  in  my  sixth  term  at  the 
High  School  of  Music  and  Art  when  I 
got  my  chance  on  the  Godfrey  program. 
I  made  up  a  term,  and  I'm  now  in  my 
eighth  and  final  term  at  a  profes- 
sional children's  school.  I  expect  to 
graduate  during  the  summer  and  then 
go  to  college  so  I  can  study  music. 

At  the  moment  I  have  two  ambitions 
— to  go  to  Hollywood  and  to  have  my 
own  radio  program.  Isn't  that  enough? 


84   OUT  OF  95   YOUNG  WOMEN  REPORT  NO  CHAFING 
WITH   FREE-STRIDE  MODESS! 


Girls  in  the  great,  humming  industrial 
plants  ol  the  land — girls  to  whom  com- 
fort is  a  ''must" — found  it  pays  to  in- 
vestigate! 

Young  women  who  had  suffered  chafe 
with  their  regular  napkin  tested  a  new, 
improved  Free-Stride  Modess.  The  pur- 
pose of  the  test  was  to  see  if  Free-Stride 
Modess  gave  freedom  from  chafe. 

The  verdict:  84  out  of  95  girls  re- 
ported no  cliajing  with  Free-Stride  Modess. 

The  secret  of  the  chafe-free  comfort  so 

many  girls  found  in  Free-Stride  Modess 
lies  in  the  clever  fashioning  of  the 
napkin  edges, 

Free-Stride  Modess  has  extra  cotton  on 
its  edges — extra  softness — right  where 
the  cause  of  chafe  begins. 


The  extra  cotton  also  acts  to  direct 
and  retain  moisture  inside  the  napkin, 
keeping  the  edges  dry  and  smooth  longer. 
And  dry,  smooth  edges  just  don't  chafe. 
So  safe,  too!  Free-Stride  Modess  napkin 
has  a  triple  safety  shield  to  keep  you 
confident,  carefree.  On  sale  everywhere 
now.  Product  of  Personal  Products 
Corporation. 
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Even  if  the  Park  Avenue  were  an  ordinary  tumbler,  Federal  would  be  proud  to 
announce  that  today — as  before  the  war — it  siill  costs  a  nickel  or  less. 

But  there's  nothing  ordinary  about  the  Park  Avenue  Tumbler!  Its  design  is  dis- 
tinctive, eye-catching,  and  practical.  Its  brilliance,  color  and  clarity  rival  that  of 
expensive  crystal.  No  wonder  it's  the  All-American  favorite — the  most  famous 
tiambler  ever  made. 


Still  priced  the 

same  as  before 

the  war. 


All  sizes  (except 
reed  tea)   sell 
for  5c  or  less. 


Iced   tea         water  juice       whisky 


Wherever  glassware  is  sold,  you  will  find  Park  Avenue  tumblers  bearing  the  Fed- 
eral Shield  ^  symbol  of  outstanding  quality  and  craftmanship.  It  will  pay  you  to 
buy  some  of  all  four  sizes  at  these  low,  prewar  prices. 
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"Dear  Beauty" 

{Continued  from  page  49) 

answered  the  tragic  question  he  asked, 
"Do  you  know  what  is  happening  in 
Europe?" 

When  the  people  I  was  with  com- 
mented on  the  way  Tex's  personality 
and  message  projected  on  the  screen, 
"But  I  know  him!  I  know  him!"  I  said, 
all  but  jumping  up  and  down  in  the 
sudden,  sharp  excitement  with  which, 
at  the  sight  of  him,  I  was  seized.  "I 
know  him,  I  know  him,"  I  kept  saying, 
but  to  myself,  long  after  I  was 
alone  .  .  . 

And  so  I  did.  I  wasn't  in  love  with 
him.  If  I  was,  I  didn't  know  it.  He 
wouldn't  ever  fall  in  love  with  me  .  .  . 
"I  just  want  to  tell  you  ...  J  will  never 
marry  again."  But  I  knew  him,  and  he 
knew  me,  and  there  was  something  be- 
tween us  that,  if  we  never  met  again 
(which  seemed  more  than  likely) 
would  always  be  there  .  .  . 

At  home,  that  night,  I  wrote  him  a 
little  note.  "Dear  Tex,"  I  said.  "What's 
the  idea  of  stealing  my  stuff?  Saw  you 
in  the  movies  tonight  and  you're  ter- 
rific I" 

LATER  on — oh,  worlds  away  and  time 
out  of  mind  later — Tex  was  to  tell 
me  that  he'd  stuck  that  little  note  in  his 
pocket  and  kept  it.  "It  was  so  spon- 
taneous and  sincere,"  he  said,  "that  I 
liked  it  and  never  threw  it  away."  It 
didn't  occur  to  him,  of  course,  to  an- 
swer it. 

In  May  of  1942,  I  was  in  New  York 
again.  Starting  a  personal  appear- 
ance tour.  Al  Rhylander,  of  the  Co- 
lumbia Pictures  publicity  department 
in  New  York,  met  me  at  the  airport. 
Among  other  messages  he  was  ticking 
off  to  me,  "Oh,  by  the  way,"  he  said, 
"Tex  McCrary  wants  you  to  call  him 
today,  at  the  Mirror."  "Look,"  I  said. 
"You  call  Tex  McCrary  and  tell  him 
I'm  at  the  Ritz  Towers  if  he  wants  to 
call." 

Look,  I  thought,  he  never  has  called, 
he  never  will  .  .  . 

But  he  did.  He  called  and  asked  me 
for  a  date.  Nearly  two  years  after  our 
first  meeting  he  asked  me,  for  the  first 
time,  for  a  date. 

I  said,  "I'm  sorry.  I'm  leaving  for 
Philadelphia  tonight.  Be  back  in  a 
week." 

"Then  we  have  a  date,"  he  said,  "for 
a  week  from  tonight.  How  about  tick- 
ets for  'Banjo  Eyes'?  Okay?"  I  said, 
"Okay." 

At  the  theater  in  Philadelphia,  I  got 
a  wire.  "Dear  Beauty,"  it  said,  "just 
to  remind  you  of  a  week  from  tonight." 
I  must  have  read,  and  re-read  those 
eleven  words,  eleven  times.  The  "Dear 
Beauty" — I  was  terribly  excited  about 
the  "Dear  Beauty" — and  stayed  ex- 
cited about  it  until  it  turned  out  that 
he  called  every  girl  "Beauty" — and 
still  does. 

The  night  I  got  back,  the  night  of  our 
first  date,  Tex  called  for  me  at  the  Ritz 
Towers.  There  was  a  moment,  that  first 
moment  of  meeting,  when  anything,  I 
felt,  might  happen.  But  nothing  did. 
The  moment  passed. 

After  "Banjo  Eyes"  we  went  to  the 
Champagne  Room  at  the  El  Morocco. 
I  had  my  favorite  lemonade.  Tex  had 
his  favorite  vanilla  ice-cream  with 
macaroons.  Tex  drew  penguins  on  the 
table-cloth.  And  on  my  handkerchief. 
He  said,  "I  still  think  you're  the  nicest 
girl.    But  I  am  still  a  tough  guy." 

I  knew  what  he  meant.  He  had 
worked   under   the   late   Arthur   Bris- 


bane  and  worshiped  him.  And  Arthur 
Brisbane  believed  in  Tex.  "You  have 
it,"  he  told  him.  "Very  few  do."  He 
was  going  to  be  a  very  serious  editorial 
writer,  Tex  was.  He  had  a  Message. 
(He  still  has.)  He  felt  he  was  not  the 
type  to  be  married.  He  would  never 
marry.  That's  what  he  meant.  That's 
what  I  knew  he  meant.  Even  so, 
something  was  there,  something  was 
definitely  there,  with  us.  I  knew  that, 
too. 

This  was  a  Friday  night,  this  first 
date.  "How  about  going  to  see  'Porgy 
and  Bess,' "  Tex  asked,  "on  Sunday 
night?"  I  said,  "Okay.  Fine." 

Sunday  night,  it  was  more  fun.  Sun- 
day night  we  hit  it  off,  somehow,  a 
thousand  times  better  than  we  had 
Friday  night.  After  the  theater  we 
went,  again,  to  the  Champagne  Room. 
And  had  our  lemonades  and  ice  cream. 

Two  days  later,  I  left  for  Chicago, 
where  I  was  to  appear  for  one  day  be- 
fore returning  to  New  York,  via  Cleve- 
land. "I'll  call  you,"  Tex  said.  "In 
Chicago."  But  I  remember  feeling  a 
little  sick  as  I  left  Chicago,  because  he 
hadn't  called. 

The  next  day,  in  Cleveland,  there 
were  red  roses.  The  card  said,  "Open 
Your  Window."  Usually,  his  cards  just 
said  "Dear  Beauty"  or  just  "Beauty." 
Nothing  serious,  ever. 

And  in  Cleveland  there  was  a  wire 
saying,  "Hurry  to  La  Guardia  to- 
night." 

At  four  in  the  morning,  I  got  off  the 
plane  at  La  Guardia  and  Tex  was  there 
to  meet  me,  the  early  morning  papers, 
all  of  them,  under  his  arm.  We  didn't 
kiss.  We  said  "Hullo,  how  are  you?" 
We  shook  hands.  We  walked  across 
the  field  and  sat  on  a  baggage  truck, 
dangling  our  legs,  talking  the  dawn  in. 

AFTER  a  few  minutes,  Tex  pulled  a 
gold  bracelet,  a  charm  bracelet,  with 
a  few  gold  discs  dangling  from  it,  out 
of  his  pocket  and  gave  it  to  me.  On 
one  disc  was  engraved  the  letters 
JINXET  which,  read  in  reverse,  gives 
both  our  names-joined.  On  another 
disc  was  engraved  my  name  and  my 
address  in  Hollywood  and  under- 
neath, the  words,  England,  Cairo,  Italy, 
all  the  places  to  which,  since  he  was 
soon  to  leave  for  OTS,  in  Miami,  Tex 
might  shortly  be  going.  So  many 
places,  so  far  away,  that  they  amounted 
to  "Address  Unknown." 

There  were  only  a  few  discs  on  the 
bracelet  that  come-the-dawn  hour  he 
gave  it  to  me.  Now  there  are  a  couple 
of  dozen.  And  on  each  disc  are  en- 
graved words  and  phrases  that  tell  the 
"story"  of  Tex  and  me  from  the  day 
we  met  to — this  day.  On  one  of  them, 
for  instance,  is  the  words  "Four  leaf 
clover"  for  the  clover  I  gave  him  when 
he  left  for  OTS.  On  another,  the  words 
"Revolving  Doors"  which  is  a  Thing 
with  us.  Because  when  we  have  an 
argument,  we  always  go  through  a  re- 
volving door,  separately,  and  when 
everything  is  sweetness  and  light,  we 
go  through  it,  together.  On  another, 
the  words  "Camellias  and  dogwood," 
which  are  Tex's  favorite  flowers.  Mine, 
too,  of  course.  Naturally,  there  is  the 
word  "Penguin"  on  one  of  the  discs. 
And  on  one  very  special  disc,  the  two 
words,  "Anything  else?" — which  is 
what  I  always  say  at  the  end  of  every 
telephone  conversation — and  on  the 
reverse  side,  Tex's  answer — the  two 
words,   "Everything.  Forever." 

We  had  four  days  together  in  New 
York  and  then  we  saw  each  other,  off 
and  on,  for  about  four  months  or  until 
Tex  left  for  Miami.  When  he  left,  we 
figured    we'd    had    together,    since    the 


He  has  34  ways  fo  make 
your  baby  beam  / 

America's  best-known  baby  brings  you  34  of  the  best- 
tasting,  really  nutritious  baby  foods  that  ever  got  a  gurgle 
from  the  spoon-fed  set! 

For  Gerber's  are  more  than  specialists  in  preparing  better 
baby  foods.  They  are  specialists  in  preparing  foods  that 
babies  like  better,  too ! 

More  doctors  approve  Gerber''s.  So,  ask  your  doctor  how 
soon  you  can  start  your  new  baby  on  Gerber's  special 
cereals.  And  when  you  can  follow  up  with  Gerber's 
Strained  and  Junior  Foods. 


ONE  MOTHER  TO  ANOTHER 

Write  for  your  copy  of  the  original  Gerber  Baby 
picture.  Suitable  for  framing.  Enclose  10"^  for 
mailing.  Gerber's,  Dept.  W9-7,  Fremont,  Mich. 
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3  CEREALS    •    18  STRAINED  FOODS   •    13  JUNIOR  FOODS 
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A  NEW  BEAUTY  TREATMENT  FOR 
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irS  A  NEW  KIND  OF  HAIR  BEAUTY 

FROM  A  WORLD-FAMOUS  COSMETIC  HOUSE. 
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NOW  COMES  A  SHAMPOO  that  really  restores 
life  and  "lovelighted"  radiance — even  to  dull, 
unmanageable,  sun-split  hair. 

ENRICHED  WITH  REAL  EGG!  A  luxurious  sham- 
poo and  reconditioning  treatment  in  one.  Con- 
tains rich  egg,  nature's  own  aid  in  overcoming 
hair  damage  and  lack  of  lustre. 

YOU'LL  THRILL  at  how  quickly  and  thoroughly  this 
new  shampoo  works.  The  creamy,  egg-enriched 
liquid  bathes  your  hair  so  luxuriously,  even  in  the 
hardest  water.  Then  rinses  out  instantly,  thor- 
oughly. Your  hair  "squeaks"  clean. 

NOT  A  SOAP.  Not  a  drying,  chemical  shampoo. 
Richard  Hudnut  Egg  Creme  Shampoo  is  truly 
different  in  so  many  delightful  w-ays! 


'^^. 


Introductory  offer! 
A  trial  kit  of  the  new 
4-way  Hair  Beauty 
Ritual  for  only  $1.00 
(plus  tax).  Contains 
generous-size  bottles 
of  Egg  Creme 
Shampoo,  CremeRinsCi 
Dandruff  Treatment 
and  Creme  Hair 
Dressing. 
At  your  drug  or 
department  store, 
$1.00  for  the  big 
family  size. 


spmpoo/ 


Don't  miss  Jean  Sablon  . .  .  every  Sunday  afternoon  over  Columbia  Broadcasting  System. 
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day  we  first  met,  about  sixteen  days,  in 
all.  Which  added  to  very  little  time  .  .  . 

It  was  on  October  1,  1942  that  Tex 
left  for  Miami.  It  was  on  December 
14,  1944,  two  years  and  three  months 
later,  that  I  saw  him  again  ...  in  Cairo. 
Six  months  after  our  meeting  in  Cairo, 
we  met  again — when  I  got  off  a  plane 
at  six  in  the  morning  and  we  were 
married  at  four  that  afternoon. 

In  that  very  close-to-three-years- 
apart,  we  were  so  far  apart,  Tex  and  I. 
Tex,  a  Lieutenant-Colonel,  attached  to 
the  Army  Air  Forces,  seeing  action 
during  the  blitz  in  England  as  a  photo- 
graphic officer  .  .  .  later,  as  a  para- 
trooper in  France  .  .  .  still  later,  as 
head  of  public  relations  for  the  Medi- 
terranean Allied  Air  Forces  and,  at  the 
end  of  the  war,  in  charge  of  combat 
camera  units  and  public  relations  for 
B-29  operations  in  the  Pacific.  I,  mean- 
time, serving  with  USO  units  over- 
seas ...  in  China,  in  Italy,  in  Egypt, 
in  Africa.  And  whenever  I  was  in 
Italy,  Tex  had  just  left  Italy.  Or  when 
Tex  was  in  China,  I  had  just  left 
China. 

BUT  at  last,  at  last,  at  last,  after  miss- 
ing each  other  at  sea,  in  the  air, 
everywhere,  we  met  in  Cairo  ...  oh, 
Cairo!  .  .  .  the  most  romantic,  the  most 
exciting,  the  most  glamorous  place  in 
the  whole  wide  world! 

It  was  in  Cairo  that  we  first  gave 
that  "something"  between  us  the  name 
of  love.  One  hour  after  we  met  in 
Cairo,  Tex  knew,  he  told  me  later,  that 
we  would  be  married,  or — never  see 
each  other  again. 

The  story  of  how-come  Tex  and  I 
met  in  Cairo  is  a  long,  involved  story 
of  intricate  maneuvers  on  both  our 
parts,  each  finding  out,  first,  where  the 
other  was,  each  wangling  permission 
to  meet,  and  to  remain  a  few  days  in 
Cairo  from  our  superior  officers. 

So  I  will  tell  only  the  most  impor- 
tant detail  of  my  half  of  the  story, 
which  is  that  my  "superior  officer," 
the  head  of  our  USO  unit  was  Pat 
O'Brien.  And  it  is  thanks  to  Pat  that 
Tex  and  I  found  each  other  in  Cairo 
and,  well,  found  each  other,  period. 
For  when  word  came  to  me,  while  we 
were  still  in  Burma,  that  Tex  had  ar- 
ranged to  arrive  in  Cairo  the  day  we 
planned  to  be  there  and  I  asked  Pat 
if  I  could  leave  the  unit  and  stay  be- 
hind, in  Cairo,  for  a  few  days,  "Sure 
you  can  stay,"  he  said,  "I'll  take  full 
responsibility." 

But  when  we  arrived  in  Cairo,  on 
the  afternoon  of  the  day  designated — 
there  was  no  Tex.  Nor  any  word  of, 
or  from,  him.  I  was  panicky.  I  was 
going  crazy.  Pat  and  the  troupe  were 
leaving  that  afternoon  for  Casablanca. 
"If  Tex  doesn't  show  by  seven  o'clock 
tonight,"  Pat  said,  "you'd  better  come 
along  with  us.  I  can't  leave  you 
stranded,  and  alone,  in  Cairo." 

That  afternoon,  spent  in  one  of  the 
rooms  in  the  Cairo  Terminal,  is  still 
a  recurrent  nightmare.  I  was  calling 
Operations,  calling  the  Control  Tower, 
everyone  on  the  field,  asking  over  and 
over,  "Isn't  there  a  takeoff  from  Italy 
with  someone  named  McCrary?"  And 
being  told,  over  and  over,  "No." 

While  we  were  waiting  for  dinner, 
and  the  hands  of  the  clock  racing  to- 
wards seven  o'clock  and  Pat  saying, 
worriedly,  bless  him,  that  he  couldn't 
leave  me  alone  in  Cairo,  a  message 
came  in  for  me.  It  said,  "There's  a 
Colonel  McCrary  coming  in  on  a  P-38, 
He's  looking  for  a  place  to  land.  Could 

this   be   your   Mc "   but  before   the 

last  syllable  of  the  name  was  said,  1 


was  flying  across  the  John  Payne  Field. 
Halfway  across,  I  saw  a  P-38  landing. 
And  there  was  Tex,  newspapers  under 
his  arm,  walking  towards  me.  And 
then  I  just  sort  of  blacked  out. 

What  happened,  that  whole  next 
day,  or  most  of  it,  was  sort  of  forced. 
Tex  had  managed  to  be  in  Cairo,  to  get 
a  few  free  days  there,  by  telling  his 
General  he  wanted  to  meet  his 
"fiancee"  in  Burma.  I  knew  this.  I'd 
thought  it  meant  that  we  would  be 
married  in  Cairo.  But — he  didn't  ask 
me.  We  were  friends.  We  were  good 
friends.  Tex  talked  about  meeting  Tito. 
I  talked  about  General  Stilwell.  And 
I  have  the  greatest  respect  and  ad- 
miration for  General  Stilwell  but  his 
name  stuck  in  mj^  throat.  But  I  just 
had  to  be  gay,  talk  about  my  trips  .  .  . 
had  to  be,  for  this  was  friendship.  It 
wasn't  love. 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  we  went  to 
the  Blue  Mosque.  It  was  very  warm, 
very  balmy.  Perfume  was  in  the  air, 
and  spice.  The  only  light  coming  into 
the  Mosque  was  coming,  it  seemed, 
from  millions  of  light  miles  above, 
coming  straight  down.  It  was  un- 
earthly beautiful.  But — it  hadn't 
clicked  .  .  . 

.  .  .  until,  as  we  were  leaving  the 
Mosque,  with  no  single  word  spoken, 
an  Old,  old  man,  a  fakir,  stopped  us. 
In  his  hands  he  held  beads,  blue  beads. 
He  asked  us  to  touch  the  beads,  each 
of  us  .  .  .  and,  standing  together,  side 
by  side,  Tex  and  I,  we  touched  the 
beads,  together.  And  suddenly,  the 
old  old  fakir  seemed  a  priest,  marry- 
ing us.  And  suddenly,  holding  the 
beads,  while  the  old  man  mumbled, 
at  that  moment,  in  just  the  right  light, 
just  the  right  mood,  Tex  and  I  looked 
at  each  other  and  that  was  it  .  .  . 

THEN,  everything  looked  different. 
Cairo  was  enchanted.  The  Perfume 
Shops.  The  Spice  Lanes.  The  tiny 
bazaars  in  which  I  bought  gold  lame 
material.  The  wonderful  places  we 
went  to  dine.  The  Mena  House  .  .  . 
and  afternoons,  the  terrace  of  Shep- 
heard's  Hotel,  where  we  had  tea  and 
lemonade,  and  talked  with  the  boys  Tex 
knew  from  Italy,  and  with  the  boys 
who  had  flown  me  over  the  Hump  .  .  . 

.  .  .  but  we  weren't  married  in  Cairo. 
Tex  didn't  ask  me  to  marry  him  in 
Cairo.  I  wished  he  would.  I  wanted 
him  to.  We  were  in  love.  We  talked 
of  marriage.  But  not  when,  nor  where. 
So  that  when,  four  days  later,  four 
magical,  divine  days  later,  we  said 
goodbye  again,  I  still  wasn't  sure, 
didn't  know  .  .  . 

Six  months  later,  on  June  10,  1945, 
I  got  off  the  plane  at  LaGuardia  field 
at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  after  an 
overnight  fiight  from  California,  and 
we  were  married  at  four  that  after- 
noon. Tex  had  wired  me,  in  California, 
to  "stall"  another  USO  tour  I  was 
planning  to  make.  "Guy  who  wants 
to  marry  you  arriving  New  York  June 
10"  his  wire  read.  He'd  wired  me  to 
have  a  blood-test  made,  in  California, 
and  made  other  practical  suggestions. 
But — not  until  I  had  been  in  New 
York  for  several  hours  and  finally 
said,  point  blank,  "Are  we  being  mar- 
ried today?"  to  which  Tex  answered, 
matter  of  factly,  "Yes — at  four  o'clock 
this  afternoon",  did  I  really,  really 
know  that  this  was  the  day! 

Judge  Ferdinand  Pecora  of  New 
York  married  us.  I  wore  a  pale  blue 
summer  dress,  white  and  pink  carna- 
tions in  my  hair,  pink  gloves.  My 
mother  was  with  us.  My  brother.  Bob. 
One  or  two  friends  from  Tex's  office. 


Arthur  Murray  Girls  tell  how 
to  keep 'dainty  while  dancingi 


GLAMOUR  GIRLS  to  their 
toes  . . .  Arthur  Murray's 
instructresses  are 
experts  in  more  than 
dancing  routines  .  .  . 
they  make  sure  of  their 
complete  personal 
daintiness  through  those 
hours  of  dancing! 


THEY  SAY  that  they  rely  on  Etiquet 
above  all  other  deodorants  for 
safe-and-sure  protection.  Because 
Etiquet  works  so  effectively,  with 
such  efficiency,  it  can  be  depended 
upon  to  stop  underarm  odor, 
check  perspiration  during 
hours  of  active  exercise. 


YOU,  TOO,  can  share  their  secret  of  personal 
charm  by  using  Etiquet.  And  how  you'll 
love  Etiquet's  fluffy-lightness!  The  way  it 
stays  moist  in  jar— will  not  harm  delicate 
fabrics.  Get  Etiquet  at  all  cosmetic 
counters— in  10^,  25^,  39^  and  59<j;  sizes. 


Etiquet 

The  safe-and-sure 


deodorant 


PRODUCT  OF  LEHN   &  FINK  PRODUCTS   CORPORATION 
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Most  of  us  just  can't  resist  overeating  the 
foods  we  like,  even  when  the  penalty  is 
an  upset  stomach.  Be  gentle  with  such 
upsets  .  .  .  take  soothing  PBPTO-BJSMOL, 

Never  Upset  an  Upset  Stomach 

Don't  add  to  the  upset  with  over- 
doses of  antacids  or  harsh  physics. 
Take  soothing  PBPTO -BISMOL. 

This  pleasant-tasting  preparation 
is    non-alkaline,    non-laxative, 
non-constipating.  Its  action  is 
different.  It  spreads  a  sooth- 
ing, protective  coating  on 
irritated  stomach  and 
intestinal  walls  .  .  .  thus       / 
helping   to   calm    and 
quiet  common  diges- 
tive upsets.  Three 
sizes  at  your  drug- 
gist's. 

A  Norwich  Producr 


^--, 


1  * 


^^PSB-K  StimcitcAy 


•Res.  U.S.  Pat.  Oft. 


After  the  ceremony,  Tex  and  I  went, 
alone,  to  call  on  our  dear  friend,  Ber- 
nard Baruch,  who  was  ill  and  had  been 
unable  to  see  us  married.  In  the  li- 
brary of  Mr.  Baruch's  apartment,  high 
above  Fifth  Avenue,  we  sat  for  three 
hours  and  talked,  and  sipped  the  cham- 
pagne Mr.  Baruch  called  for,  while  he 
gave   us   advice,   wise   and   wonderful. 

Six  days  after  we  were  married,  I 
had  to  leave  for  Italy,  where  Tex  had 
just  been  for  three  months,  and  Tex 
had  to  leave  for  Japan.  His  plane,  a 
B-17,  taking  off  for  Japan,  was  right 
behind  my  plane,  taking  off  for  Italy, 
on  the  runway.  But  he  came  through 
Italy.  And  we  met  in  Rome.  And  in 
Capri,  magical   Capri.     And  in   Cairo! 

THERE  were  more  weeks  and  months 
of  separation,  with  brief  meetings  in 
San  Francisco,  and  in  New  York,  and 
in  Hollywood  where,  still  under  con- 
tract to  Columbia  Pictures,  I  often  had 
to  be.  But  with  the  war  over  and 
Tex  home,  home  in  New  York,  I 
couldn't  be,  and  didn't  want  to  be, 
any  longer  in  Hollywood  .  .  . 

So,  on  January  1  of  1946,  with  my 
contract  broken,  I  headed  East,  to  be 
Tex's  wife,  to  be  a  housewife  and  to 
have  the  baby  I  knew  was  coming. 

In  Manhasset,  Long  Island,  we  found 
a  lovely  house  and  from  January  to 
April  of  that  year,  I  was  really  Tex's 
wife.  I  kept  house.  I  played  tennis. 
I  read.  I  made  plans  for  the  baby.  I 
thought  that  was  my  Future  forever 
and  for  always,  and  was  content. 

Then,  one  day,  Tex  came  home  and 
told  me  WNBC  was  interested  in  hav- 
ing us  do  a  husband  and  wife  program. 
It  was  thought  that  we  knew  a  great 
many  people — and  so  we  do! — and 
could  make  such  a  program  varied 
and  interesting.  Five  days  after  we 
made  the  record  for  WNBC,  they 
signed  us  and,  on  April  22,  1946,  "Hi, 
Jinx!"  to  quote  Tex,  there  we  were — 
and  here  we  are! 

Here  we  are,  the  three  of  us — Tex 
and  me  and  nine  months  old  Paddy, 
christened  John  Reagan  McCrary 
(which  is  Tex's  baptismal  name)  but 
really  and  truly  named  Patrick  after 
Pat  O'Brien,  who  is  his  godfather,  and 
always  called  Paddy  .  .  .  Every  time 
it's  at  all  possible,  everywhere,  we 
take  Paddy  with  us.  One  day,  a  few 
weeks  ago,  we  took  him  to  the  French 
Grill,  in  Rockefeller  Plaza,  for  lunch 
and  that  was  oh,  tremendously  excit- 
ing. And  something  more  .  .  .  some- 
thing that  completed,  somehow,  a  sym- 
bolic circle. 

And  at  the  root  of  my  happiness  is, 
not  only  my  love  for  Tex  but,  more, 
my  respect  for  him.  It's  all  in  Tex's 
hands — including  me. 


MORE  NEWS. 

Exciting  news 

about   the 

RADIO  MIRROR  AWARDS 

in   the 
October  Issue  on  Sale  September  10 


BLONDES! 


Bring  that 
radiant 
golden  look! 
back  to 
your  hair! 

•  Remember,  when 

you  were  younger,    _^_^^^^^^_^ 

how  sunny  your    ^^^^^^^^^^^  S*.*^* 

hair  looked  .  .  .  and  how  it  fairly  glistened 

with  gold? 

You  can  recapture  that  dazzling  golden 
gleam  —  and  keep  it,  too  —  with  Marchand's 
Golden  Hair  Wash! 

Whether  you  are  a  blonde,  brunette  or  red- 
head, you  can  lighten  your  hair  just  a  little  or 
make  it  several  shades  blonder.  The  new  im- 
proved Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash  actually 
lets  you  control  the  lightness! 

Even  if  your  hair  is  streaked  and  faded,  you 
can  make  it  enchantingly  golden  again  —  in 
one  simple  treatment  at  home! 

Perfected  by  experts  in  hair  care,  Marchand's 
Golden  Hair  Wash  is  not  a  bleach,  not  an 
expensive  "treatment."  It's  complete  in  one 
package  and  easier  than  ever  to  use  yourself. 
Try  it,  too,  for  lightening 
arm  and  leg  hair. 


H«  Spare  Time-Full  Time 


AS  LOW  AS    I 

50  «•*! 

WITH  NAME<|  IMPRINTED 


lAneSARTSTUDI 
/ 


CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 

Complete  Line!  Exclusive 
Name  Imprinted  Personal 
Cards.  Also  smart  Box 
Assortments  — mclodmg  dl 
Christmas  Folders  $1,  our 
famous  matched  Christmas 
and  Everyday  Gift  Wrap 
Ensembles,  Religious, 
Everyday,  Humorous, 
many  others.  Write  today 

for  SAMPLES. 

1225CliffordAw.,Dept.  P- 1 1 
-      .      Rochester  "^   "  " 


Ice  Cream's  Social 

(Continued  from  page   55) 

in  cream.  Pour  into  freezing  tray  of 
refrigerator  and  freeze  with  cold  con- 
trol set  at  coldest  point.  Stir  every 
V2  hour  until  mixture  begins  to  hold 
its  sliape.  Freeze  until  firm.  Makes 
6  servings. 

Fresh   Lime    Sherbet 

2  eggs,  separated 
V2  cup  light  corn  syrup 
Vz  cup  sugar 
Vz  cup  lime  juice 

1  banana,  mashed 

Beat  egg  yolks  until  light  and  lemon 
colored,  beat  in  corn  syrup  and  sugar. 
Add  lime  juice  and  banana.  Beat  egg 
whites  until  stiff  but  not  dry  and  fold 
into  first  mixture.  Pour  into  freezing 
tray  and  freeze  with  cold  control  set 
at  the  coldest  point.  Freeze  until  firm. 
Makes  6  servings. 

Grape   Juice   Sherbet 

1  tablespoon  plain  gelatin 

2  tablespoons  water 
2  cups  grape  juice 

V4  cup  sugar 
V4  teaspoon  salt 
2  egg  whites,  stiffly  beaten 

Soften  gelatin  in  cold  water.  Com- 
bine first  five  ingredients  in  a  saucepan. 
Heat,  stirring  occasionally,  until  gelatin 
and  sugar  dissolve.  Cool.  Pour  into 
freezing  tray  of  refrigerator  and  freeze 
with  cold  control  set  at  coldest  point. 
When  mixture  becomes  mushy  pour  it 
into  a  bowl  and  fold  in  egg  whites. 
Return  to  freezing  tray  and  freeze  until 
firm.     Makes  6  servings. 

Cranberry   Sherbet 

1  1-pound  can  jellied  cranberry  sauce 

2  tablespoons   lemon  juice 
1/4  cup  orange  juice 

2  teaspoons  grated  lemon  rind 

1  tablespoon  grated  orange  rind 

2  egg  whites,  stiffly  beaten 

Crush  cranberry  sauce  with  a  fork. 
Add  fruit  juices  and  rind.  Pour  into 
freezing  tray  of  refrigerator  and  freeze 
with  cold  control  set  at  coldest  point. 
When  mixture  is  mushy,  fold  in  stiffly 
beaten  egg  whites.  Return  to  tray 
and  continue  freezing  until  firm. 
Makes  6  servings. 

Banana  Ice  Cream 

2  eggs,  separated 
Vz  cup  sugar 
1/4  cup  honey 

1  cup   milk 

1  cup  mashed  ripe  bananas  (about  2  medium 
bananas) 
1/4  cup  lemon  juice 
Vz  cup  evaporated  milk,  chilled  and  whipped 

In  the  top  of  a  double  boiler  blend 
together  egg  yolks,  sugar  and  honey. 
Stir  in  milk.  Cook  over  boiling  water, 
stirring  occasionally,  until  mixture 
coats  a  silver  spoon.  Cool,  add  remain- 
ing ingredients  except  egg  whites.  Pour 
into  freezing  tray  of  refrigerator  and 
freeze  with  cold  control  set  at  coldest 
point.  When  mixture  has  frozen  about 
1-inch  from  edges  of  tray,  turn  into  a 
chilled  bowl  and  beat  with  a  rotary 
beater  until  smooth  but  not  melted. 
Beat  egg  whites  until  stiff  and  fold  into 
ice  cream  mixture.  Return  to  freez- 
ing tray  and  freeze  until  firm.  Makes 
6  servings.  This  ice  cream  is  delicious 
topped  with  a  chocolate  sauce  and 
chopped  nuts. 


Love-quiz 


. . .  For  Married  Folks  Only 


WHY  HAVE  HIS  KISSES 
GONE  COLD? 

A.  If  her  devoted  husband  has  suddenly  become  indifferent,  it  may 
be  because  she  has  grown  careless  about  feminine  hygiene. 

Q.    Is  proper  feminine  hygiene  so  important  to  married  happiness? 

A.  Yes.  Intimote  daintiness.. .charm. ..call  for  effective  douching. 
That's  why  so  many  doctors  recommend  thorough  yet  gentle 
"Lysol"  brand  disinfectant. 

Q.     What  about  salt,  soda  .  .  .  other  homemade   douching   solutions? 

A.  Weak,  makeshift  or  homemade  solutions  cannot  compare  with 
the  tested  and  proved  cleansing  efficiency  of  "Lysol." 

Q.    Why  is  "Lysol"  more   dependable  than  many  other  disinfectants? 

A.  Because  it  is  effective  not  only  in  the  test  tube  but  in  contact 
with  organic  matter.  "Lysol"  is  a  proved  germ  and  odor  killer. 

ALWAYS  USE  "LYSOl"  in  the  douche,  to  help  you  keep  the  complete 
feminine  daintiness  that  is  magic  in  a  marriage. 


Check   these   facts   with        non-injurious   to    delicate    mem- 
vour  doctor  brane.  Its  clean,  antiseptic  odor 

quickly  disappears.  Highly  con- 
Many  doctors  recommend  "Lysol"  centrated,"Lysor'iseconomico/in 
brand  disinfectant  for  Feminine  solution.  Follow  easy  directions 
Hygiene.    Non-coustic,  "Lysol"  is        for  correct  douching  solution. 


For  Feminine 
Hygiene— always  use 


FREE  BOOKLET!  Learn  the  truth  about  inti- 
mate hygiene  and  its  important  role  in  married 
happiness.  Mail  this  coupon  to  Lehn  &  Fink,  Dept. 
F-471,  192  Bloomfield  Avenue,  Bloomfield,  N.  J.,  for 
frankly  informing  FREE  booklet. 
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3  WAYS  BETTER  than 

ordinary  alcohol  rubs... 

1.  Leaves  the  skin  feeling 
smoother,  softer! 

2.  Helps  protect  against 
"Alcohol  Dry  Skin"! 

3.  Makes  massaging  eas- 
ier—feel the  difference! 


•  UNBEATABLE  as  a  rubdown,  Invaluable 
in  the  sickroom  —  that's  Mifflin  Eub! 
For  Mifflin  —  and  only  Mifflin  —  con- 
tains the  new  "miracle  ingredient" 
Dermium  ! 

What  a  friend  to  your  skin  Dermium 
is!  It  helps  prevent  the  absorption  of 
skin  oils  .  .  .  leaves  your  skin  glowing 
and  alive,  feeling  smoother,  soft-as- 
silk!  And  Dermium  makes  massaging 
almost  effortless! 

Try  New  Mifflin  Rub  after  your  bath 
or  shower.  Use  it  in  the  sickroom  .  .  . 
as  a  bed  bath,  a  mild  antiseptic,  a 
cleansing  agent.  Plain,  or  scented  with 
Lilac,  Pine,  Lavender  or  Wintergreen. 

Don't  just  ask  for" Alcohol" . . .  insisf  on  genuine  Nevir 

MIFFLIN 


M  ISOPROPYL  ALCOHOL 

^IrThe  National  Rubdownl 


The  House  Where  Love  Lives 


(Continued  from  page  23) 


Forget  it — impossible,  with  Mother 
Malone  going  about  the  house  pale 
and  heavy-eyed  from  lack  of  sleep, 
and  of  course  refusing  to  rest.  She 
had  sat  up  waiting  for  us  until  three 
o'clock  this  morning;  at  seven-thirty 
she  had  been  in  the  kitchen,  every 
silvery  wave  in  place,  dressed  in  fresh 
house  dress  and  apron,  insisting  upon 
helping  me  with  breakfast. 

She  had  come  to  visit  us  from  her 
home  in  California  several  months 
before.  Shortly  afterward,  paralysis, 
the  result  of  an  automobile  accident, 
had  confined  Jerry  to  a  wheel  chair. 
Stefan  Crawycyk  isn't  the  only  one 
who  owes  us  money;  our  accounts  out- 
standing are  always  greater  than  our 
income;  with  Jerry  unable  to  carry  on 
his  practise,  there  was  nothing  for  it 
but  for  me  to  go  to  work,  while  Mother 
Malone  stayed  at  home  to  nurse  Jerry 
and  to  care  for  our  three-and-a-half- 
year-old  Jill.  She  was  really  happy, 
then.  Jerry  and  Jill  are  everything 
to  her,  and  there  they  both  were, 
needing  her,  depending  upon  her,  both, 
temporarily,  hers. 

BUT  Jerry  had  been  well  and  at  work 
for  some  time  now,  and  I  was  back  at 
home,  helping  him,  and  Mother  Malone 
was  a  visitor  again.  Visitor,  and,  these 
last  two  weeks,  baby-sitter.  Several 
invitations  had  come  at  once,  and 
Jerry  had — miraculously,  because  it 
seemed  to  me  he  usually  worked 
'round  the  clock — several  free  evenings. 
We  were  suddenly  leading  a  more  so- 
cial life  than  we'd  known  in  years,  and 
Mother  Malone  was  staying  at  home 
with  Jill.  She  was  gracious  about  it — 
but  oh,  it  was  only  too  clear  that 
staying  with  Jill  while  Jerry  and  I 
went  out  wasn't  nearly  as  satisfying 
as  having  both  Jerry  and  Jill  to  her- 
self! 

She  said  nothing  directly,  but  she 
wondered — aloud — how  Jerry  could 
take  care  of  his  work  and  his  social 
obligations  and  still  keep  his  health. 
She  intimated  that  I  was  more  or  less 
responsible  for  it  all;  I  was  frivolously 
taking  Jerry  away  from  his  work;  I 
wasn't  remembering  that  only  recently 
he  had  been  a  very  sick  man. 

And  then  last  night — last  night  had 
been  the  last  straw.  We'd  gone  to 
visit  our  friends  the  Stapletons,  who 
had  bought  a  house  in  the  country  and 
who  had  been  wanting  us  to  see  it  for 
nearly  a  year.  We  left  early  enough, 
but  we  lost  our  way  coming  home,  and 
then  the  car  developed  engine  trouble. 
It  was  midnight  when  we'd  foiuid  a 
garage,  called  Mother  Malone  to  tell 
her  that  we  were  all  right,  and  that 
she  was  to  go  to  bed  and  not  to  worry. 
And  at  three,  when  we  finally  reached 
home,  she  came  oat  of  the  kitchen  to 
greet  us. 

"I  got  up  to  look  at  Jill,"  she  ex- 
plained— and  that  was  a  reproach  in 
itself.  "And  then  I  heard  the  car,  so 
I  made  you  some  hot  milk.  It'll  help 
you  sleep,  Jerry.  You  need  your 
sleep." 

I  choked  on  the  hot  milk.  We  were 
adults;  this  was  our  house — and  yet 
we  were  being  clocked  in  and  out  as 
if  it  were  a  dormitory! 

"This  morning,  at  breakfast,  the 
gentle  inquisition  had  begun. 

"You  must  have  left  the  Stapletons' 
very  late  last  night,"  Mother  observed. 

Jerry's  eyes  met  mine  in  wry  amuse- 
ment.     "Around    eleven    o'clock,"    he 


said.    We  both  knew  what  was  coming. 

"You  could  have  started  earlier. 
You've  been  keeping  quite  a  schedule, 
Jerry.  You  were  out  night  before 
last,  and  three  nights  ago.  Your 
health — " 

"Night  before  last,"  said  Jerry,  "was 
the  County  Medical  Board  dinner.  I've 
missed  it  three  times  running,  and  we 
had  to  go.  And  three  nights  ago  was 
the  hospital  benefit  party." 

Mother  Malone's  straight  back  be- 
came a  perfect  ramrod.  "If  you're 
going  to  take  that  attitude,  you'll  be 
able  to  refuse  no  one.  "There's  no 
such  thing  as  an  inescapable  social 
obligation,  Jerry.  Many  times  a  note, 
a  telegram  excusing  you  will  do  as 
well  as  your  presence." 

Jerry's  lips  twitched;  he  applied 
himself  earnestly  to  his  ham  and  eggs. 

"But  we  didn't  know  we'd  be  so 
late  las4  night,"  I  hastened  to  say.  "We 
didn't  know  we'd  get  lost,  or  that  the 
car  would  break  down — " 

"You  should  allow  for  those  things," 
said  Mother  Malone.  "I  know  how 
men  are  at  parties.  They  get  involved 
in  the  conversation  and  forget  all  about 
time.  A  woman  has  to  learn  how  to 
manage — " 

You  see,  there's  just  no  answering 
Mother  Malone.  She  has  one  of  those 
rigid,  exacting  characters  which  de- 
mands the  utmost  of  itself,  and  ex- 
pects no  less  of  everyone  else. 

".  .  .  three  o'clock,"  she  was  saying. 
"I  can't  understand  how  it  took  you 
so  long  to  get  home.  Surely,  after 
you  found  a  garage,  you  could  have 
found  some  way — " 

"How?"  asked  Jerry.  "Call  a  cab 
from  town?  Even  if  they'd  have 
come  after  us  at  that  hour,  it  would 
have  taken  as  long  for  them  to  come 
out  and  get  us  as  it  took  to  get  the 
car  running." 

MOTHER  MALONE  sighed.  "Perhaps 
I  just  don't  understand  conditions 
nowadays.  But  I  know  that  when  you 
were  young,  Jerry,  if  I'd  left  you,  no 
matter  who  was  with  you,  until  all 
hours — "  She  shook  her  head  elo- 
quently. 

We  could  have  laughed  at  the  pic- 
ture of  ourselves  as  a  frivolous  young 
couple  and  thoughtless  parents — ^except 
that  it  was  not  funny  to  be  treated  like 
children  in  our  own  house,  not  to  feel 
free  to  come  and  go  as  we  pleased. 
And  there  seemed  absolutely  no  way 
to  reach  an  understanding  with  Mother 
Malone.  She  said  no  more  about  the 
misfortunes  of  the  night  before,  but 
the  atmosphere  of  the  house  was 
strained  and  uncomfortable.  Jerry's 
office  occupies  the  front  rooms  of  our 
home;  all  morning  we  heard  her  going 
about  the  duties  she'd  set  for  herself, 
talking  with  Jill  when  she  should 
have  been  resting.  At  noon,  when  I 
went  to  the  kitchen  to  prepare  a  tray 
for  Jerry's  lunch,  I  found  her  making 
blanc  mange. 

"You  shouldn't  have  bothered!"  I  ex- 
claimed. "There's  that  fruit  pudding 
left  from  yesterday — "  Of  course,  I'd 
said  just  what  she  wanted  me  to  say. 

"But  I  like  to  do  it,"  she  insisted. 
"Besides,  there's  no  dessert  as  strength- 
ening as  a  good,  rich  blanc  mange.  It'll 
be  ready  in  a  few  minutes." 

I  put  the  rest  of  the  food  on  a  tray, 
carried  it  back  to  the  office.  A  new 
patient  had  come  in  while  I'd  been 
gone,  a  stranger  to  Three  Oaks  ...  ait 


least,  I'd  never  seen  him  before.  He 
was  a  little  man,  with  a  fringe  of  gray- 
ing curls  wreathing  an  otherwise  bald, 
pink  head.  His  eyes  were  a  bright 
blue  under  curly,  puckish  brows.  The 
suit  he  wore  was  very  good  but  rather 
baggy;  there  was  about  him  the  sug- 
gestion of  another  time.  Perhaps  it 
was  the  gold  nugget  that  dangled  from 
his  watch  chain;  perhaps  it  was  the 
plump,  shining  tips  of  his  square-toed 
shoes.  He  was  sitting  beside  Jerry's 
desk,  one  arm  extended  awkwardly, 
while  Jerry  swabbed  the  palm  of  his 
hand. 

"This  is  Mr.  Johnson,  Anne,"  said 
Jerry.     "My  wife,  Mr.  Johnson." 

Mr.  Johnson  grinned  shyly  and 
ducked  his  head.  He  started  to  rise, 
remembered  in  time  that  Jerry  had 
firm  hold  of  his  hand. 

"I'm  happy  to  meet  you,"  he  said.  "I 
was  just  telling  your  husband  how  I 
happened  to  stop.  This  sliver's  been 
bothering  me  off  and  on  for  weeks,  but 
I've  been  doing  a  lot  of  driving,  and  I 
was  too  busy  to  have  it  taken  care  of. 
And  then  I  saw  your  sign  with  your 
name  on  it,  and  I  thought — " 

"Anne,"  said  Jerry.  I  bent  over  to 
look  at  the  red  and  swollen  patch  of 
palm.  "Tweezers,"  Jerry  said.  "Lancet 
too,  I  think." 

For  the  next  few  minutes  we  were 
busy.  Mr.  Johnson  sat  through  it  pa- 
tiently, in  respectful  silence.  He 
seemed  completely  indifferent  to  the 
fact  that  it  was  his  hand  we  were 
working  on.  Only  when  the  hair-fine 
bit  of  metal  had  been  removed  and 
laid  out  for  his  inspection  did  he  show 
any  interest. 

"Now,  where  do  you  suppose  I  picked 
that  up?"  he  wondered.  "Think  of  a 
little  thing  like  that  making  so  much 


trouble!"  He  sat  back,  picked  up  his 
story  where  he'd  left  off.  "As  I  was 
saying,  I  saw  your  sign,  and  I  took  it 
for,  well — kind  of  an  omen.  Not  that 
it  means  anything,  of  course,  but  I 
knew  some  Malones  once,   back  in — " 

He  stopped,  staring  past  me.  I 
turned.  Mother  Malone  had  come  in, 
carrying  a  tray  with  the  blanc  mange 
and  coffee.  And  she  was  staring  un- 
certainly at  Mr.  Johnson.  He  rose, 
completely  forgetting  that  Jerry  was 
still  wrapping  his  hand.  Bandage 
dangling,  he  walked  toward  Mother 
Malone. 

"Gertrude!"  he  exclaimed.  "Do  you 
remember  me?     Jake  Johnson — " 

Mother  Malone  put  down  the  tray 
and  came  forward,  hand  outstretched. 
"Why,  Jacob!     This  is  a  surprise!" 

She  pulled  a  chair  toward  the  desk, 
sat  down.  Mr.  Johnson  allowed  Jerry 
to  rescue  his  bandages;  he,  too,  sat 
down,  still  talking.  "I  stopped  just  on 
account  of  the  Malone  name,"  he  ex- 
plained. "I  never  thought  it  might 
be  the  same  Malone  I  knew!  And  this 
is  your  boy!"  He  turned  to  Jerry,  who 
was  now  suddenly,  in  a  manner  of 
speaking,   reduced  to   short  pants. 

"That's  Jerry,"  agreed  Mother 
Malone.  To  him  she  said,  "You  can't 
expect  to  remember  Mr.  Johnson,  dear. 
You  were  five  years  old  when  we  last 
saw  him.  But  he  and  your  father 
were  close  friends.  You'd  bought  a 
ranch,  hadn't  you  Jacob,  when  we  last 
heard  from  you — " 

He  nodded.  "Found  gold  on  it,  too. 
Some,  not  a  lot.  Oh,  I've  turned  my 
hand  to  a  lot  of  things  since  then. 
Right  now  I'm  brokering  grain.  That's 
how  I  happen  to  be  in  this  part  of  the 
country.  Say,  Gertrude — I'm  staying 
at   the   hotel   down    the    street,    and    I 


understand  they  have  pretty  good 
food.  How  about  having  dinner  with 
me  tonight,  and  we  can  talk — " 

To  our  utter  astonishment.  Mother 
Malone  accepted.  She  said  yes  with- 
out hesitation,  without  a  counter- 
suggestion  to  the  effect  that  he  have 
dinner  at  the  house  with  us. 

Afterward,  when  we  were  alone, 
Jerry  shook  his  head  over  it,  mar- 
veling. "Well,  I'll  be  darned!"  he  said. 
"I  can't  believe  it.  Mother's  got  a 
date!" 

It  was  even  hard  to  believe  when, 
later  that  afternoon,  Jacob  Johnson's 
substantial  ear  stopped  before  the 
house,  and  Jacob,  now  spruce  and 
neatly  pressed,  escorted  Mother 
Malone  down  the  walk.  Even  little 
Jill  realized  that  something  out  of  the 
ordinary  had  happened.  At  dinner  she 
looked  from  Jerry  to  me,  and  at 
Mother  Malone's  empty  chair. 

"Where's  Grandma?"  she  inquired. 

"She's  gone  out,"  said  Jerry. 

"Out?"  repeated  Jill,  as  if  she'd 
never  heard  the  word  before.  Ob- 
viously, she  couldn't  associate  it  with 
her  grandmother.  Her  mother,  her 
father,  anyone  else  could  be  out,  but 
never  Grandma. 

"She's  having  dinner  downtown, 
dear,  at  the  hotel,"  I  said.  "Don't  you 
remember,   we   ate   there   once — " 

Jill  looked  at  me  doubtingly,  twisted 
her  pudding  spoon  upside-down  in 
her  mouth.  "Why?"  she  asked.  "Why 
isn't  Grandma  here?" 

"Eat  your  pudding,"  said  Jerry. 

Mother  Malone  would  have  been 
pleased  that  we  went  to  bed  early 
that  night,  that  Jerry  was  finally 
catching  up  on  his  sleep.  But  she 
wasn't  there  to  know  about  it.  We 
went   to   bed   at   nine;   an   hour   or   so 
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You  stay  lovable  with  Jergens  Dryad,  a 
new  kind  of  cream  deodorant.  Already 
approved  by  leading  skin  specialists,  new 
Dryad  actually  prevents  underarm  odor 
safely,  helps  check  perspiration  more 
daintily.  A  secret  ingredient  keeps  it 
smooth  as  face  cream  to  the  bottom  of 
the  largest  jar.  Dryad  is  harmless  to  cloth- 
ing—has a  more  luxurious  fragrance.  Pre- 
ferred by  fastidious  women  everywhere. 
Now . . .  stay  sweet  to  cuddle  with  Dryad. 


lo^,  25^,  50^. 


DRYAD 

'New  Kind  of  Cream  Deodorant  —  by  Makers 
of  Jergens  Lotion. 

FREE:  GIFT  JAR  — so  you  can  try  this 
new  Dryad  cream  deodorant  — free. 

Simply  fill  out  and  mail  coupon  to 
Box  97,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio 

Name 

Address . 

City- 


653 


.State- 


(Paste  coupon  on  penny  postcard  if  you  wish.) 
(Print  name,  address  plainly     .  .  Sorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only). 


later  I  half  awoke,  to  hear  a  car  out- 
side, and  Mother  Malone  coming  in. 

The  next  morning  she  said  nothing 
about  her  night  out  except  that  dinner 
at  the  hotel  had  been  very  good  and 
that  she  had  had  a  very  nice  time. 
For  the  rest  of  it,  she  met  our  poorly 
concealed  curiosity  with  pleasant  but 
imperturbable  silence. 

Around  five  that  afternoon  Jill  and  I 
were  on  the  lawn,  setting  out  the 
sprinkler.  Mother  Malone  appeared 
on  the  porch,  wearing  her  second-best 
dress,  a  pink  linen  with  hand-run 
fagoting;  even  at  a  distance  I  thought 
there  was  a  touch,  just  a  touch,  of 
make-up  on  her  cheeks.  I  wondered 
about  the  pink  linen  until  Jake's  car 
stopped  at  the  curb,  and  Jake  got 
out.  He  waved,  and  went  straight  up 
to  the  porch  to  Mother  Malone.  Think- 
ing he  was  simply  paying  a  sort  of 
bread-and-butter  call,  I  waved  back, 
and  went  on  straightening  the  hose. 
Then  Jill  called  shrilly,  "Mother!  Is 
Grandma  going  out  again?" — and  I 
looked  up  to  see  Mother  Malone  start- 
ing down  the  walk  with  Jake.  She'd 
got  her  coat  and  her  second-best 
flowered  hat.  And  her  dignity  was 
as  unshakable  as  ever. 

"We're  going  to  visit  a  client  of 
Jacob's,"  she  said.  "I  doubt  that  we'll 
be  back  for  dinner,  Anne." 

FINE,"  I  said,  and  nodded  as  though 
it  were  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world.  And  indeed,  it  seemed  it  was 
getting  to  be  so. 

We  learned  a  lot  about  the  comings 
and  goings  of  Jake's  business  in  the 
next  few  days.  Three  Oaks  was 
temporarily  his  headquarters.  Each 
day  he  left  it  to  drive  around  the 
country,  visiting  farmers  and  grain 
and  feed  merchants.  Sometimes  he'd 
go  far  enough  to  stay  away  over  night, 
but  every  second  or  third  night  he  re- 
turned to  Three  Oaks.  And  on  those 
nights  he  came  calling  on  Mother 
Malone. 

Perhaps  it  isn't  quite  true  to  say 
that  he  came  calling;  he  continued  to 
take  Mother  Malone  out.  He  did  visit 
with  all  of  us  a  couple  of  times,  but 
it  was  obvious  that  he  was  as  uncom- 
fortable with  Jerry  and  me  as  any  love- 
struck,  tongue-tied  adolescent  in  the 
presence  of  his  beloved's  family.  He 
was  much  happier  having  Mother  to 
himself,  and  so  far  as  we  could  see, 
she  never  made  a  pretense  of  putting 
him  off.  We  didn't  understand  it. 
Each  time  they  went  down  the  walk 
together,  the  top  of  Jake's  bald  head 
barely  clearing  the  tip  of  Mother 
Malone's  ear,  we  looked  at  each  other 
and  wondered. 

"It's  beyond  me,"  said  Jerry.  "Of 
course,  he's  got  a  crush  on  her — that's 
plain.  I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  he 
was  a  little  smitten  even  years  ago, 
when  Dad  was  alive.  But  she — do  you 
suppose  she  cares  about  him?" 

"She  can't,"  I  answered.  "Not  that 
way.  Not  that  much."  I  was  saying 
nothing  against  Jake.  He  was  a  nice 
person,  a  good  person.  And  he  was 
prosperous,  perhaps  even  wealthy. 
But  he  was  like  the  nugget  on  his 
watch  chain — pure  gold,  and  un- 
polished. And  Mother  Malone — well, 
every  time  I  saw  them  together  I 
couldn't  help  remembering  that  she 
hadn't  wanted  Jerry  to  marry  me  be- 
cause I  was  only  a  nurse,  and  hadn't 
the  background  she  wanted  her  son's 
wife  to  have. 

"He  was  your  father's  friend,"  I  said. 
"Perhaps  she  feels  that  she  has  to  see 
him." 


JloM?  can  you 

prove  LiO  VE  i 


TTHAT  night  before  the  fireplace  Laurie 
-*-  Denver  wanted  Dick  to  know  she  really 
loved  him.  But  how  could  she  prove  it?  How 
could  she  decide  the  right  thing  to  do? 
Would  Dick  love  her  more — or  less — if  she 
followed  her  head  instead  of  her  heart?  You'll 
find  Laurie's  decision  in  "The  Moment",  a 
complete  story  in  the  new  September  TRUE 
ROMANCE. 


And  That's  Just  One  of  the  20  Exciting 
Features  in  the  Bigger  .  .  .  Better  .  .  .  Brand 
New  TRUE  ROMANCE.  You'll  Find  More 
Pages  .  .  .  More  Departments  .  .  .  More 
Stories  .  .  .  and  Gorgeous  Full-Color  Illus- 
trations ...  In  The  Big  September  TRUE 
ROMANCE. 


DON'T  MISS  .  .  . 

"Yes,  I  Killed  Him" — The  shocking  story 
of  a  young  wife  who  committed  two 
crimes  .  .  .  for  love. 

"When  A  Girl's  Engaged"— About  Phyllis 
who  suddenly  became  more  possessive 
than  her  fiance  could  stand — or  under- 
stand. 

"Just  Married" — This  thrilling  new  feature 
takes  you  to  the  real  wedding  of  a  real 
TRUE  ROMANCE  reader. 

"Who's    Running    This    Marriage?"— In 

this  heart-warming  story,  Sara  and  Dan 
find  that  a  meddling  mother-in-law  can 
mend  a  marriage. 


All  this  and  much  more  in  the  big  new  September 

TRUE  ROMANCE 

ON    SALE  NOW 
GET   YOUR    COPY   TODAY 


LISTEN  Every  Monday  Through  Friday 
+0  "HEART'S  DESIRE"  Over  All  Mutuol 
Stations.  It's  The  Program  Where 
Dreams  Come  True!  And  be  sure  to  read 
the  "Heart's  Desire"  department  in  the 
September   issue   of  True    Romance.      , 


"Every  night?"  asked  Jerry.  "Or 
almost  every  night?  And  remember 
— there's  no  such  thing  as  an  ines- 
capable social  obligation." 

Still,  I  felt  that  I  was  right  in  think- 
ing that  Mother  Malone  wasn't  in  the 
least  in  love  with  Jacob  Johnson.  A 
night  or  two  later,  I  was  convinced 
of  it. 

Jake  had  come  back  to  town  late 
from  a  business  trip,  and  had  stopped 
in  to  talk  for  a  few  minutes  before 
going  on  to  the  hotel.  It  had  been  an 
unseasonably  hot  day;  we  were  all 
sitting  out  on  the  porch,  enjoying  the 
breeze  that  had  come  with  evening, 
and  the  shifting  pattern  of  street  light 
and  oak  leaves.  Jake  was  tired;  the 
day's  drive  had  been  hard,  he  said,  but 
worthwhile.  It  meant  that  he  could 
shortly  wind  up  his  business  in  Three 
Oaks. 

"Then  you'll  be  leaving  us,  I  sup- 
pose," Jerry  said.  "Going  back  to — 
where  is  your  main  office?" 

"St.  Louis,"  said  Jake.  "But  I've 
been  thinking  of  moving  it  to  Cali- 
fornia." He  glanced  at  Mother  Malone. 
She  was  rocking  gently  in  her  chair,  a 
straight,  pale  blur  in  the  shadow.  "Fact 
is,"  he  went  on,  "I've  already  got  a 
fellow  looking  around  for  office  space 
in  Los  Angeles  for  me.  I  guess,  Ger- 
trude— "  and  now  his  tone,  was  both 
shy  and  bold — "it  means  you  and  I 
will  be  showing  up  in  California  about 
the  same  time.  What  do  you  think  of 
that?" 

SHE  said  something — I  didn't  hear  it. 
Because  just  then  the  wind  lifted 
the  branches  of  the  oak  tree,  and  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  her  face  in  the 
light  from  the  street  lamp.  And  she 
looked  frightened.  Distressed,  uncer- 
tain— and,  yes,  a  little  frightened,  like 
a  young  girl  who  suddenly  sees  a  love 
affair  going  all  out  of  control. 

I  felt  a  sharp  stab  of  pity  for  her. 
I've  been  sorry  for  her  for  a  lot  of 
things — because  she's  alone  and  lonely, 
because  of  her  strong  possessiveness 
toward  Jerry  and  Jill,  the  possessive- 
ness of  which  she  herself  is  only  partly 
aware.  It's  made  all  of  us  unhappy  at 
times,  and  her  most  unhappy  of  all. 
But  never  had  I  felt  sorry  for  her 
in  this  way.  This  time  was  different. 
This  time  she  didn't  know  quite  what 
to  do. 

The  next  day  was  rainy  and  soggy, 
and  dull.  There  were  few  patients;  in 
the  afternoon  Jerry  put  on  his  rain- 
coat and  went  out  to  make  calls.  Jill 
settled  down  for  her  nap  without  a 
murmur;  Mother  went  up  to  her  room, 
saying  something  about  a  headache. 
Even  I  slept  for  a  while.  The  door- 
bell, under  the  compulsion  of  Jake's 
stubby  finger,  wakened  me. 

"Is  Ger — Mrs.  Malone  here?"  he 
asked,  looking  beyond  and  around  me. 
"We  were  going  out — " 

"I'll  see,"  I  said,  and  hurried  up  the 
stairs.  A  murmur  answered  my 
knock;  I  pushed  open  the  door,  found 
Mother  Malone  flat  on  the  bed,  her 
hand  over   her   eyes. 

"Jacob — Mr.  Johnson's  downstairs," 
I  began  hesitantly. 

She  nodded  miserably.  "My  head — 
I  must  have  overslept.  Oh-h-"  Then 
she  sat  up,  grimacing  at  the  sudden 
pain.  "Help  me  to  dress,  please, 
Anne." 

It  was  too  much.  I  was  interfering, 
but  I  couldn't  stand  by  and  watch  her 
drag  herself  out  of  a  sick  bed  to  keep 
a  dinner  date. 

"Do  you  have  to  go?"  I  burst  out. 
"You're  not  at  all  well — " 

"I   have   to."     She   closed   her   eyes. 
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jacoDs  mace  arrangemems.  wexe 
going  to  that  place  in  Blue  Mound — 
what  is  it  called? — the  Cove?" 

"Blue  Mound!  That's  miles  .  .  .  and 
it's  miserable  out.  I'm  sure  he'd  un- 
derstand— " 

She  shook  her  head.  "He's  here, 
isn't  he — waiting?"  she  asked  tartly. 
"It's  just  about  his  last  night  in  town. 
I  can't  disappoint  him." 

"But    why — " 

"I  like  Jacob,"  she  said,  a  trace 
defiantly.  "And  I  have  enjoyed  seeing 
him.  He  was  a  friend  of  Jerry's  father, 
and  we  have  a  great  deal  in  common. 
I  am  well  enough,  and  a  headache  is 
no  reason  to  spoil  something  he's 
counted  on.  Besides — "  she  hesitated, 
then  went  on —  "he  once  did  us  a  very 
great  favor.  Jerry's  father  was  misled 
into  making  some  unwise  investments 
in  real  estate,  and  if  Jacob  had  not  used 
his  influence  to  save  us,  we  could 
have  lost  everything,  even  our  home. 
You  see  that  so  long  as  he  is  in  town, 
I  cannot  refuse  to  be  friendly." 

FRIENDLY!  I  opened  my  mouth  to 
speak,  and  closed  it  again.  She  knew 
well  enough  that  Jacob's  feelings  ex- 
ceeded the  bounds  of  mere  friendship. 
She  knew  that  he  was  moving  his  of- 
fice to  California  in  order  to  be  near 
her.  She  knew  it  better  than  I,  and 
was  even  more  distressed  by  the 
knowledge.  Besides,  the  discussion 
was  at  an  end.  She  had  said  all  she 
was  going  to  say,  was  busy  unwinding 
the  net  from  her  hair. 

Jill  and  I  were  alone  that  evening 
at  a  make-shift  supper.  Jerry  had 
come  back  to  the  house  and  had  gone 
out  again  on  an  emergency  call,  shak- 
ing his  head  over  his  mother  and  Jacob 
Johnson.  I  put  Jill  to  bed  and  cleaned 
up  the  dishes,  and  drowsed  over  a 
book.     The  rain  continued  drearily. 

Jerry  woke  me  much  later.  He  came 
in  soaked  and  tired,  shaking  rain  from 
his  coat.  "How's  Mother?"  he  asked. 
"She's — "  Startled,  I  looked  at  my 
watch.  "Jerry — it's  after  eleven,  and 
I  don't  believe  she's  come  home!" 

We  even  looked  into  her  room  to 
make  sure.  It  was  empty.  Jerry's 
forehead  creased  in  a  worried  frown. 
"What  time  did  you  say  they  left  this 
afternoon?" 

"Between  four-thirty  and  five.  Of 
course,  Blue  Mound's  a  good  dis- 
tance— " 

"It's  not  that  far.  They  should  have 
been  back — " 

We  went  to  bed,  but  not  to  sleep. 
After  turning  for  an  hour  Jerry  sat 
up,  snapped  on  the  light  to  look  at  the 
clock.  "Twelve-thirty,"  he  said. 
"Do  you  suppose — an  accident — " 
The  telephone  rang.  Jerry  leaped 
for  it;  I  was  only  a  step  behind  him. 
Over  the  wire,  thinly,  I  heard  Mother 
Malone's  measured  tones.  Jerry  said 
"Yes"  and  "Okay"  and  "Why  not  let 
me  pick  you  up?"  and  "All  right,"  and 
then  he  hung  up. 

"What  is  it?"  I  demanded  excitedly. 
"What's  happened?  Are  you  going 
after   them?" 

He  turned  from  the  phone,  a  peculiar 
expression  on  his  face.  "They've  had 
car  trouble.  They're  at  a  garage  on  the 
Blue  Mound  Road.  And  she  doesn't 
want  me  to  go  after  her.  She  says 
it  won't  take  any  longer  to  get  the  car 
fixed  and  get  in  by  themselves.  She 
says  for  us  to  go  to  bed,  and  not  to 
worry." 

Mother  Malone  came  home  at  three- 
fifteen  that  morning. 

Of  course  we  hadn't  slept.  We'd  lain 
awake  listening  to  the  clock,  tensing  as 
each    infrequent    car    approached    the 
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down  to  the  kitchen,  to  fortify  our- 
selves with  sandwiches  and  coffee.  "I 
could  have  gone  clear  to  Blue  Mound 
and  been  back  hours  ago,"  Jerry  was 
saying,  when  we  heard  the  car  stop 
outside.  There  were  voices  in  the  hall, 
then  the  closing  of  the  outer  door,  and 
silence.  We  looked  at  each  other, 
pushed  back  our  chairs,  but  before 
we  could  rise,  the  kitchen  door  opened 
and  Mother  Malone  came  in. 

"I  thought  I  saw  a  light!"  she  ex- 
claimed. "Good  heavens!  What  are 
you  children  doing  up  at  this  hour?" 

Jerry's  jaw  dropped;  then  he  flushed 
darkly.  He'd  been  worried,  really 
'  worried;  now,  in  his  relief,  he  was 
angry.  "What  are  you  doing  out  at 
this  hour?"  he  retorted.  "What  hap- 
pened?    Are  you  all  right?" 

Calmly,  Mother  Malone  removed  her 
gloves.  "Certainly  I'm  all  right."  And 
she  was.  She  looked  tired;  the  veil  of 
her  flowered  hat  was  limp  from  the 
rain;  she  had  the  grace  to  look  self- 
conscioxis,  but  otherwise,  she  was  her 
usual  self.  No — better  than  usual. 
There  was  a  light-heartedness  abouit 
her,  as  if  she  had  been  relieved  of  a 
burden. 

"I  told  you,"  she  said,  "we  had  car 
trouble.  Something  about  the  car- 
buretor, I  believe — " 

"Why  didn't  you  let  me  come  after 
you?"  Jerry  intetrupted. 

"I  didn't  want  you  to.  When  the 
car  broke  down,  Jacob  was  in  the 
midst  of  a  very  interesting  conversa- 
tion, and  I  wanted  him  to  finish."  She 
glanced  from  Jerry  to  me,  and  her 
color  deepened.  "He  has  been — well, 
too  much  interested  in  me.  Several 
times  he's  tried  to  talk  to  me  about 
the  future,  and  I've  put  him  off.  Last 
night,  when  he  spoke  of  moving  his 
office  to  California,  I  realized  that  I 
had  been  wrong  all  along." 

DO  you  mean,"  said  Jerry,  "that  you 
wanted  him  to — " 
She  gave  him  a  reproachful  glance, 
paused  delicately.  "It  is  very  difficult," 
she  said  finally,  "to  tell  a  friend  that 
you  are  seeing  him  too  often.  He 
could  easily  misunderstand,  and  be 
hurt,  or  offended.  But  once  a  man  has 
made  clear  that  his  feelings  toward 
you  are  more  than  friendly,  and  once 
you  have  told  him  that  you  cannot  re- 
turn his  affection,  he  cannot  be  sur- 
prised— he  can  even  expect — to  be  told 
that  you  think  it  better  not  to  see  each 
other  again.  Goodnight,  children. 
Don't  stay  up  too  late.     Jerry,  you — " 

She  was  about  to  say,  "You  need 
your  sleep."  I  could  almost  see  the 
words  form  automatically  in  her  mind. 
But  she  didn't  say  it. 

The  kitchen  door  swung  shut  behind 
her. '  For  a  moment  Jerry  and  I  sat 
without  speaking,  realizing  just  what 
had  happened  that  night.  Mother 
Malone  had  expressed  it  all  very  deli- 
cately— but  the  plain  truth  was  that 
she  had  let  Jacob  propose  to  her,  and 
had  refused  him — and  after  that,  there 
could  be  no  question  of  his  pursuing 
her  further.  He  could  do  nothing  but 
accept  defeat  gracefully. 

"My  mother,"  said  Jerry.  "I  won- 
der sometimes  .  .  ."  He  didn't  finish 
the  thought.  His  face  lighted.  "You 
know,"  he  said,  "I'll  bet  we  can  go  to 
Stefan's  daughter's  wedding  now — 
and  no  questions  asked.  I'll  bet  that 
after  this  Mother  will  understand  about 
inescapable    social    obligations — " 

"And  car  trouble,"  I  put  in.  "And 
late  hours,  even  when  they  happen 
to   other   people — " 

"Exactly,"  said  Jerry. 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

{Continued  from  page  43) 

Where  the  sheep  grazed,  until  she  got 
enough,  to  make  a  little  mattress.  She 
told  me  how  she  cleaned  and  carded  it 
and  said  she  would  help  me  make  it — 
if  I  gathered  enough  wool. 

The  next  afternoon  I  l.eft  the  baby 
With  her  and  started  out  across  the 
pastures  with  a  little  bag  she  had  hung 
over  my  shoulder.  It  was  fun  to  gather 
the  big  clumps  of  white  that  looked 
like  balls  of  cotton  hanging  on  a  fence 
and  I  soon  had  a  bag  full.  On  the  way 
home  I  found  some  bluebells  I  thought 
s-he  might  like.  I  was  anxious  to  go  the 
next  day  and  I  was  far  away  when  I 
realized  it  was  time  to  go  home.  The 
willow  thrush  were  singing  such  a 
cheery  iittle  song.  I  hadn't  heard  them 
before. 


t;  VERY  day  brought  new  adventures. 
J  One  time  I  saw  a  bob-cat  in  a  tree 
and  I  found  some  wild  tiger-lilies  I 
knew  my  friend  would  love.  I  marked 
the  spot  so  I  could  go  back  and  dig  up 
some  bulbs  for  a  little  garden  of  wild 
flowers  I  had  determined  to  plant 
near  the  house. 

It  took  such  a  lot  of  wool  to  make 
even  a  little  when  it  was  all  washed 
and  carded.  It  was  fun  to  pile  it  up, 
and  I  soon  had  so  many  interests 
gleaned  from  such  a  simple  under- 
taking that  lots  of  the  loneliness  and 
unhappiness   had    disappeared. 

My  little  girl  has  now  grown  up  and 
I  am  keeping  the  mattress  for  her  baby. 

It  represents  many  things  to  me  and 
was,  perhaps,  the  start  of  my  firm  con- 
viction that  happiness  is  nearly  always 
a  cultivated 'quality.  Life  in  the  raw 
is  prettj'  tragic.  We  oniy  make  it 
anything  else  by  either  conquering  our 
dispositions,  our  environments,  or  our 
handicaps;  or  else,  by  acquiescing  to 
fate  and  mentally  and  spiritually  rising 
above  our  problems. 

M.  W. 

ONE  OF  THE  SWEETEST  MOTHERS 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  was  born  in  a  small  town  to  one 
of  the  sweetest  mothers  in  the  world. 
My  father  was  married  before  his 
marriage  to  my  mother  and  had  three 
children  bj'  his  first  wife  who  was  dead. 
Well,  I  guess  he  had  a  right  to  care 
more  for  them  than  for  my  sister  and 
me  and  that's  how  it  was.  Anything 
mom,  sis,  and  I  had,  mother  had  to 
work  at  picking  cotton,  etc.,  to  get  for 
us.  He  would  bring  his  children  candy 
and  stuff  and  they  used  it. 

Mom  couldn't  stand  this  for  long  so 
they  were  separated  w.hen  I  was  about 
five  and  my  sister  three.  How  did  shL- 
ever  support  herself  and  us  kids?  I 
don't  know,  but  she  did  it  and  put  me 
through  high  school.  When  I  was  the 
size  that  I  could,  I  began  to  cut  lawns, 
and  so  on,  to  help  her  a  little.  Then 
when  I  graduated  two  years  ago  I  went 
to  a  larger  city  to  find  a  job  and  found 
one  which  paid  just  enough  for  the 
three  of  us  to  get  by  in  a  city  like  this. 
Now  my  sister  is  married  and  seems 
to  be  very  happy. 

Mom  kept  me  so  naw  it's  my  time  to 
keep  her,  so  I  go  out  with  the  friends 
my  age  about  once  every  two  weeks 
Then  I  take  mom  to  a  movie  or  some- 
thing, go  to  school  (business  course) 
two  nights  a  week  and — well  that's 
about  all.  Oh,  you  say,  "How  can  that 
life  be  beautiful?"     O.K.,  I'll  tell  you. 
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T  our  husband's  bringing  a  guest  home  and  there's  no  time  to 
go  to  market !  Take  it  easy  —  here's  Patricia  Collier,  Dole  Home 
Economist,  with  some  "quickies"  for  using  a  can  of  Dole  Pineapple 
and  whatever  happens  to  be  in  your  pantry  or  in  your  refrigerator. 


Look  at  the  picture — -see  how  Chunks  can  be  strung 
with  green  and  ripe  olives  or  carrot  and  celery  sticks; 
or  grilled  with  sausage  and  ham  skewered  on  toothpicks. 

Notice  how  Sliced  can  be  cut  in  dainty  wedges 
and  combined  with  shrimp ;  or  pressed  into  cream 
cheese  spread  on  crisp  crackers. 

Dole  Crushed  can  fill  cornucopias  of  salami;  or  be 
mounded  on  rounds  of  bread,  topped  with  bacon  squares 
and  toasted ;  or  combined  with  cottage  cheese  for  dunking. 

Fact  is,  there's  no  limit  to  what  can  be  served  on  a    /j 
Pineapple  Party-Platter.  Even  now  you  may  have 
thought  up  some  ideas.  Why  not  try  them  out  .  .  . 
how  about  tonight? 
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"CAVALCADE" 
The  "modern  mood" 
brilliantly  interpreted  in 
distinguished  King  Edward 
Silverplate . . .  ultra-smart, 
ultra-new!  An  outstand- 
ing value  in  popular- 
priced  tableware. 
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^iberplate 

Unlimited  Service  Guarantee 


Aik  your  dealer  for  these  lovely  patterns. 

NATIONAL    SILVER     COMPANY 


Life  is  helping  others;  doing  some- 
thing for  someone  else;  that's  what  I 
try  to  do  in  my  worl<  or  when  not 
working.  But  when  I  really  found 
this  was  a  little  while  ago  when  some 
of  the  "kids"  of  this  city  were  in 
trouble.  I  was  in  the  barber  shop 
getting  a  haircut  while  it  was  being 
discussed.  Someone  said  that  those 
kids  should  be  working  to  support 
themselves  at  least  and  some  of  them 
have  families.  The  man  cutting  my 
hair  stopped  to  say,  "I'll  bet  you've 
been  supporting  your  mother  since  you 
were  fifteen,  haven't  you?" 

L.  N.  M. 

THE  ANSWER 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Our  five-year-old  son  goes  to  kinder- 
garten and,  as  do  most  children,  had 
found  a  special  pal.  Danny  and 
Jackie  loved  one  another.  They  played 
together,  had  secrets  together  and 
dreamed  dreams  together.  One  day 
Danny  came  home  from  school  grin- 
ning and  said,  "Today  I  broke  my  green 
crayon.  I  felt  bad.  Jackie's  crayon 
wasn't  broken  but  he  broke  his  too  so 
I'd  feel  better."  Another  time  he  said, 
"When  we  grow  big  Jackie  and  I  are 
going  to  have  big  guns  and  go  hunting 
in  the  forest  for  bad  animals.  We 
won't  hurt  the  good  ones." 

nNE  Monday  in  January  Danny  was 
disturbed  because  Jackie  wasn't  in 
school.  Tuesday  he  was  absent  again 
so  on  Wednesday  morning  Danny  left 
early  so  he'd  know  whether  Jackie 
was  back  or  not.  About  forty-five 
minutes  later  a  sobbing,  broken-hearted 
little  bo3'  came  home  to  me  with  word 
from  his  teacher: 

"There  will  be  no  school  today. 
Jackie  died  last  night  of  spinal  menin- 
gitis. All  parents  are  urged  to  take 
their  child  to  the  doctor  for  treatments 
of  Prophylactic  Sulfa  to  guard  against 
an  epidemic." 

As  far  as  our  Danny  was  concerned 
he'd  just  as  soon  die.  What  was  life 
with  no  Jackie?  I  pressed  his  dear 
little  tear-stained  face  close  to  mine 
and  tried  to  comfort  him.  Between 
sobs  he  said,  "I  can't  see  Jackie  any- 
more or  play  with  him  or  look  at  books 
with  him." 

Then  we  talked  together  about 
Jackie. 

"Jackie   was   a   good   boy." 

"Oh,  yes,  Jackie  was  always  good." 

"Well,  good  people  go  to  be  with 
Jesus." 

"Yes,  and  if  I'm  real  good  I'll  see 
Jackie  again.  But  mommie,  why  did 
God  let  Jackie  die?" 

A  question  which  all  of  us  fiave 
asked  at  sometime — a  question  no  man 
can  answer  except  to  say,  "He  knows 
best." 

As  Valentine  Day  came  along  the 
children  made  valentines  for  their 
mothers.  Danny  and  another  little  boy 
said  to  their  teacher,  "Please,  can  we 
make  a  valentine  for  Jackie's  mother 
because  Jackie   isn't   here  to  do   it." 

And  so  it  has  gone  week  after  week. 
Jackie  has  been  in  his  thoughts  and 
the  unanswered  question  a  blemish  on 
his  childish  faith. 

Then  about  two  weeks  ago  we  were 
reading  a  passage  from  the  Bible  be- 
fore bedtime,  as  is  our  custom.  Our 
reading  this  night  was  from  St.  John 
14.  "Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled. — 
I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you  that 
where   I   am — there   ye   may   be   also." 

Danny  listened  attentively  and  asked 
his  usual  number  of  questions  to  get 
things  clear  in  his  own  mind.     He  said 


his   prayers   and    went    right   to   sleep. 

The  next  day  as  he  came  home  from 
school  there  was  a  new  gleam  in  his 
eyes.  The  tiny  sprinkling  of  freckles 
across  his  nose  seemed  to  dance  over 
his  face  as  he  smiled  and  said,  "Say, 
mother,  you  know  if  Jesus  went  to 
Heaven  to  build  houses  for  us,  I'll 
betcha  he  got  Jackie's  house  all  fin- 
ished and  wanted  him  to  come  up  and 
see  it!" 

Oh,  yes,  it  was  as  simple  as  that! 

The  sun  shone  brighter,  the  grass 
was  greener  and  life  was  beautiful 
once  more.  Danny  had  found  the  an- 
swer to  his  question  in  a  very  wonder- 
ful way. 

Mrs.   E.   A.  F. 

THE  FIRST  WORD 

Dear   Papa   David: 

I  am  a  public  school  teacher  in  one 
of  our  large  cities.  Sometimes  we  see 
children  in  our  schools  who  are  con- 
sidered feeble-minded,  but  who  are 
really  victims  of  paralysis  or  brain 
injury.  Many  of  them,  if  given  a 
chance,  are  able  to  prove  that  they 
are   above   average   in   intelligence. 

Helen  was  very  nervous,  with  poor 
muscle  co-ordination  and  a  speech  de- 
fect. She  was  kept  in  the  kindergarten 
four  terms  because  she  was  thought  to 
be  feeble-minded.  Finally,  she  was 
put  in  the  first  grade  for  a  trial.  She 
was  larger  than  the  other  children,  and 
different  looking.  In  spite  of  all  the 
teachers  could  do  to  prevent  it,  she 
was  often  the  victim  of  cruel  jokes 
and  teasing.  She  was  a  pathetic  sight 
as  she  moved  about  the  room  with  her 
unsteady  gait,  or  sat  alone  with  an 
expression    of   anxiety   upon   her   face. 

After  she  had  been  in  the  first  grade 
a  while,  I  discovered  that  She  was  learn- 
ing to  read.  Soon  she  knew  all  the 
words  that  the  other  children  knew, 
and  would  read  when  alone  with  me, 
but  if  anyone  else  came  into  the  room, 
she  would  immediately  retire  within 
herself,  unable  to  utter  a  word. 

1  WANTED  her  to  gain  in  self-confi- 
dence so  that  she  could  take  her  place 
normally  in  the  group.  One  day  I 
called  upon  her  to  go  to  the  front  of 
the  room  and  read  a  page  which  I  was 
sure  she  knew  perfectly.  She  arose, 
and  with  jerky  motions  made  her  way 
to  the  front  of  the  room.  One  child 
giggled  as  she  passed.  Soon  she  was 
before  the  class,  where  she  stood, 
looking  about  her  with  terror. 

"You  can  read  it,"  I  encouraged. 

She  said  the  first  word,  then  stopped. 
She  was  entirely  helpless,  her  face 
distorted  in  uncontrolled  grimaces.  I 
was  in  despair  for  her,  and  filled  with 
remorse,  when  suddenly  in  the  back  of 
the  room,  a  blessed  little  freckle-faced 
angel  with  pigtails  exclaimed  in  a 
piping  voice,  "Gee,  Helen's  smart!  I 
didn't  know  that  word." 

Helen  looked  with  surprise,  first  at 
the  little  girl,  and  then  at  her  other 
classmates,  who  were  showing  signs 
of  friendliness.  She  had  never  before 
been  called  smart.  Her  hands  shook 
with  eagerness  as  she  held  the  book, 
but  she  started  to  read,  slowly  at  first, 
with  her  husky  and  defective  speech. 
As  she  read,  she  gained  confidence,  and 
soon  finished  the  whole  page  without 
help. 

Then  amidst  exclamations  of  ap- 
proval, she  made  her  way  proudly  to 
her  seat,  a  radiant  smile  lighting  and 
transforming  her  small  face.  As  she 
walked  to  her  place  that  day,  it  was 
not  merely  a  schoolroom  aisle  that 
Helen   traveled,   but   a   road  toward   a 


beautiful    life    of    achievement    which 
she  had  just  seen  opened  before  her. 

Miss  G.  S. 

A  DAUGHTER  TO  BE  PROUD  OF 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  the  mother  of  four  children — 
one  of  whom  is  deaf.  As  there  was 
no  deafness  in  either  mine  or  my  hus- 
band's family,  we  knew  nothing  what- 
ever  about  it. 

My  little  girl  was  almost  two  years 
old  before  we  knew  she.  was  deaf. 
She  was  the  baby  of  the  family  and 
such  a  perfect  child  in  every  way,  it 
seemed.  We  thought  that  she  was  just 
sl&w  in  learning  to  talk,  because  she 
made  noise  and  played  and  cried  like 
normal  children  do. 

THEN  the  day  came  when  I  realized 
that  she  was  deaf!  The  visit  to  the 
doctor  verified  our  fears.  I  was  fran- 
tic. "What  on  earth  can  we  do?"  I 
asked.  Why  had  this  happened  to  her 
— to  us?  Why?  I  saw  other  little 
children  her  age  who  could  hear  and 
talk — even  little  dogs  and  cats  could 
hear — why  did  this  have  to  happen  to 
my  child?  I  didn't  stop  to  think  that 
I  should  be  thankful  that  it  was  nothing 
worse.  I  only  felt  sorry  for  her  and 
for  myself.  I  pitied  her  and  spoiled 
her — just    because    she    was    deaf. 

That  was  before  she  was  old  enough 
to  send  away  to  school.  And  then  came 
heartaches  and  loneliness  when  I  had 
to  take  her  200  miles  from  home  and 
leave  her  there  with  strangers,  when 
she  was  only  six  years  old.  I  had  to 
fight  a  battle  with  my  heart  on  one 
side,  and  my  common  sense  on  the 
other.  But  the  latter  won,  even  though 
my  heart  was  aching  to  see  her  go. 

That  has  been  nearly  seven  years 
ago — and  God  was  indeed  good  to  me 
during  that  time.  He  sent  me  a  sweet 
baby  girl  to  take  her  place  just  about 
two  weeks  before  she  went  away.  I 
had  the  baby  to  care  for,  besides  the 
two  older  children — so  the  years  went 
by. 

My  little  deaf  girl  is  nearly  thirteen 
now,  and  one  of  the  top  students  in 
her  class.  She  is  healthy  and  happy 
and  gets  more  beautiful  all  the  time. 
She  writes  to  me  every  day  or  two, 
and  she  writes  the  prettiest  hand.  She 
won  first  prize  on  a  letter  she  entered 
in  the  Fair  at  her  school.  I  am  very 
proud  of  her.  She  likes  sports  of  all 
kinds,  goes  to  a  deaf  class  in  church 
on  Sunday.  She  is  happy,  contented, 
and  will  some  day  be  grateful  for  the 
chance  to  learn  and  be  like  normal 
people.  She  reads  lips  wonderfully 
well,  and  is  speaking  better  all  the 
time.  She  is  certainly  a  daughter  to 
be  proud  of. 

All  this  has  taught  me  a  lesson. 
Deaf  people  don't  want  pity.  They 
only  want  a  chance  to  prove  them- 
selves. 

Mrs.  J.  I. 

JIMMY'S  PLACE 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  husband  died  suddenly  in  the 
late  twenties,  leaving  me  and  baby  j 
Jimmy  to  face  the  world  alone.  Re- 
turning to  the  empty  house,  after  leav- 
ing Phil  under  the  shady  trees  in  the 
quiet  cemetery,  I  felt  indeed  that  I 
was  the  loneliest  person  in  the  whole 
world;  then  I  realized  I  still  had  my 
little  son  and  as  I  clasped  him  tight 
to  my  broken  heart,  I  vowed  I'd  do 
everything  that  was  in  my  power  to 
make  his  life  happy. 

The   small   cottage   we   called  home, 


Can  you  tell  which  is  which? 

TEACHER  can't  tell  them  apart— twin  or  dress!  For  though 
one  little  frock  cost  $6.95  and  the  other  over  twice  as 
much,  hoth  were  laundered  with  unit*  Starch.  That  means 
they  are  equally  crisp,  fresh  and  dainty. 

LINIT  is  an  easy,  wonderful  way  to  make  everything  wash- 
able look  its  best.  It  gives  a  smooth,  soil-resisting  finish 
that  busy  mothers  appreciate.  No  white  streaks  on  colored 
fabrics.  No  white  spots.  Easy  directions  are  on  the  package. 


LINlT   IS    A    REGISTERED 
TRADEMARK   OF 
CORN    PRODUCTS 

REFINING    COMPANY. 
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Which  Twin  has  the  /cnlF 

(and  which  has  the  beauty  shop  permanent?  See  answer  below.) 


Jane  Brown,  of  Chicago,  the  Toni  twin, 
says,  "I'm  so  pleased  with  my  home  per- 
manent that  it's  Toni  for  me  from  now 
on."  And  her  twin,  Patricia,  exclaims, 
"We'll  be  Toni  twins  because  my  next 
permanent  is  going  to  be  a  Toni,  too." 


Yes,  you  can  give  yourself  a  lovely 

Toni  Home  Permanent  for  your  date  tonight. 

The  proof  is  in  the  picture!  Yes,  this  photograph  of  the  Brown  twins  shows 
you  that  a  Toni  Home  Permanent  is  every  bit  as  lovely  as  an  expensive  beauty 
salon  permanent.  Beautiful  waves,  deep,  soft,  and  natural-looking.  The 
saving  comes  in  giving  yourself  the  Toni  Permanent  at  home.  It's  easy  as  rolling 
your  hair  up  on  curlers.  So  convenient  and  comfortable,  too.  No  waiting  for 
appointments.- No  sitting  under  a  hot  dryer.  In  just  2  to  3  pleasant  hours, 
Toni  gives  you  a  luxurious  wave  that's  guaranteed  to  last  just  as  long  as  a  $15 
permanent  —  or  your  money  back.  So  try  Toni  today.  Ask  for  the 
Toni  Home  Permanent  Kit  at  any  leading  drug,  notion  or  cosmetic  counter, 
Jane,  the  twin  at  the  right,  has  the  Toni  Home  Permanent. 


De  Luxe   Kit  with    re- 
usable plastic  curlers 
$200 


Regular  Kit  with 
fiber  curlers 
$125 


Refill  Kit  complete 
except  for  curlers 
$100 


All  prices  plus  tax     •     Prices  slightly  higher  in  Canada 
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HOME  PERMANENT 

THE  CREME  COLD  WAVE 
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had  been  a  haven  of  love  for  Phil 
and  me,  and  through  the  years  it  was 
a  place  of  peace  and  security  to  which 
Jimmy  always  returned  joyfully. 
First  from  school,  then  from  work 
and  later  for  the  treasured  hours  of 
a  short  furlough  before  going  over- 
seas. To  say  I  missed  him  is  put- 
ting it  lightly,  but  I  kept  busy  every 
minute  of  the  day,  keeping  the  house 
looking  pretty,  helping  with  the  Red 
Cross  and  keeping  the  flower  garden 
weeded.  One  day  I  received  a  letter 
from  Jimmy  saying  that  they  were 
sending  him  home,  he  had  contracted 
malaria  in  the  South  Pacific.  He  hoped 
.he  could  be  sent  to  the  hospital  near 
our  little  town.  Days  ran  into  weeks 
but  I  didn't  hear  from  Jimmy  any  more. 
The  postman  brought  me  a  letter  from 
the  War  Department  saying  Jimmy 
•had  died  before  the  ship  on  which  .he 
was  to  have  sailed  left  port.  How  long 
I  sat  there  holding  that  letter  I'll 
never  know.  My  whole  body  seemed 
to  be  nothing  but  wood,  and  my  heart 
a  big  stone.  Days  passed  but  I  would 
see  no  one,  talk  to  no  one. 

ONE  day  while  looking  through  a  desk 
in  the  living  room,  I  ran  across  a 
snapshot  album.  They  were  all  of 
Jimmy,  from  a  little  tot  to  the  last  'one 
I'd  taken  just  before  he  went  over- 
seas. Tears  began  to  flow,  the  first  I 
had  shed  since  Jimmy  died.  I  felt  as  if 
the  four  walls  of  the  room  were  clos- 
ing in  on  me,  so  I  stumbled  out  of  the 
house  into  the  peaceful  yard. 

How  long  I  sat  there  I  don't  know, 
but  I  struggled  to  my  feet  at  the 
sound  of  the  gate  opening.  I  saw  a 
strange  young  soldier  twisting  his  cap 
in  embarrassment  and  uncertainty — 
He  said  he  was  sorry  to  have  frightened 
me,  that  he  had  heard  me  crying  and 
thought  maybe  there  was  something  he 
could  do  to  help.  "There's  nothirug  you 
can  do,  nothing  anyone  can  do,"  I  an- 
swered bitterly,  and  blindly  I  started  up 
the  pathway.  The  boy  put  his  strong 
arms  around  my  shaking  shoulders  and 
guided  me  to  the  door. 

The  boy  explained  that  ht  was  one 
of  the  returned  veterans  at  the  hospi- 
tal close  by,  and  was  trying  to  get  in 
shape  to  go  home.  He  laughed  as  he 
pulled  up  his  trouser  legs,  "you  see," 
he  said,  "I'm  learning  to  walk  all  over 
again,  but  I'm  doing  a  pretty  good 
job  of  it."  I  gazed  in  shocked  silence 
at  the  artificial  feet  revealed.  "I  go 
by  your  house  almost  every  day,  and 
often  stop  to  look  at  your  flowers,"  he 
went  on.  "You  see  at  flrst  .it  was  hard, 
I  didn't  want  to  live.  I  thought  of  all 
kinds  of  crazy  things  to  do  to  myself, 
it  was  awful  and  then  I  saw  the  blue 
star  in  your  window,  and  later  the  gold 
one  and  I  saw  the  flowers.  I  thought 
if  you  could  go  on — well,  it  gave  me 
back  my  courage." 

Looking  at  that  eager  young  face  I 
felt  the  tight  bands  around  my  heart 
loosen.  Why,  this  could  be  my  own  son 
facing  an  uncertainty,  needing  the  help 
and  courage  i.  could  give.  I  told  him  to 
come  often  and  visit.  Perhaps  there 
were  other  boys  at  the  hospital  that 
would  like  to  come  too.  I  smiled  at 
the  boy  and  for  a  moment  it  wasn't  a 
strange  face  at  all,  but  Jimmy  who 
smiled  back  with  understanding  love. 

I  watched  him  as  he  walked  slowly 
down  the  walk  to  the  gate.  Oh!  how 
could  I  have  believed  there  was 
nothing  to  do — nothing  to  live  for.  I 
knew  then  that  life  could  be  beautiful 
if  we  would  but  see  it,  and  that  al- 
ways my  heart  and  home  would  be 
open  for  some  mother's  son — my  son. 
Mrs.  I.  Q.  D. 


In  Haste,  Gordon  MacRae 

(Ccmtinued  from  page  25) 


and  I  read  about  an  amateur  talent 
contest  they  were  having.  I  entered 
it,  and  won  it.  This  meant  that  I  sang 
I  at  the  World's  Fair  for  two  weeks 
I  with  Harry  James  and  Les  Brown.  It 
also  meant  that  I  was  in  New  York 
City,  and  I  stayed.  And  this  meant  that 
I  met  my  future  wife. 

I  met  her  in  1940,  right  after  singing 
at  the  World's  Fair.  I  was  a  nineteen- 
year-old  kid  with  no  theatrical  ex- 
perience, but  thanks  to  my  family  I 
had  a  flashy  gray  roadster.  So  when 
I  applied  to  act  in  a  summer  stock 
company  at  the  Millpond  Playhouse  at 
Roslyn,  Long  Island,  the  director  said 
yes.  I  didn't  realize  it,  but  he  was 
saying  yes  to  my  roadster,  not  to  me — 
he  figured  that  car  would  come  in 
mighty  handy  hauling  scenery  and 
actors  around! 

Anyhow,  my  roadster  and  I  went  out 
to  Roslyn.  A  few  weeks  later  I  came 
out  from  under  a  pile  of  scenery  and 
met  one  of  the  actresses,  named  Sheila 
Stephens.  She  was  five  feet  ten, 
blonde,  blue-eyed,  and  she  looks  very 
like  Ingrid  Bergman.  I  remember  the 
exact  date  of  our  meeting — September 
24,  1940.  "It's  my  eighteenth  birth- 
day," she  told  me.  She  also  told  me  in 
a  round-about  way  that  she  didn't  like 
me  overly  much — I  guess  because  I 
took  one  look  at  her  and  began  rushing 
her  like  mad.  We  spent  a  wonderful 
month  doing  everything  with  the  stock 
company — acting,  painting  scenery,  in- 
venting costumes.  Came  the  Fall,  and 
I  became  an  NBC  page  boy. 

Luckily  for  me,  though.  Sheila  was 
going  to  dramatic  school  right  across 
the  street  from  NBC,  in  Rockefeller  ■ 
Center.  So  every  day  we  met  for 
lunch  in  the  underground  cafeteria 
there,  and  every  evening  we  went  out. 
Then,  after  three  months,  came  the 
day  that  I've  already  noted,  when  I 
sang  in  the  Men's  Room  and  wound  up 
in  Horace  Heidt's  band.  This  meant 
that  I  also  wound  up  traveling  around 
the  country,  and  I  missed  Sheila  some- 
thing awful.  Finally,  when  the  band 
was  in  Cleveland,  Ohio,  Mr.  Heidt  made 
a  generous  offer. 

"If  you  get  married,  Gordon,  I'll  give 
you  a  raise,"  was  the  offer. 

I  paused  only  long  enough  to  con- 
coct a  marriage  campaign  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Heidt.  Then,  with  the  plot  well 
in  mind,  I  tore  to  the  telephone  and 


called  up  Sheila  on  Long  Island,  where 
she  lived  with  her  mother.  Follow- 
ing my  plan,  I  craftily  didn't  propose 
over  the  long  distance  phone.  Instead, 
I  asked  her  to  visit  us  for  a  week  in 
Cleveland,  with  Mrs.  Horace  Heidt  as 
chaperone.  Sheila  agreed.  I  hung  up, 
triumphant,  and  borrowed  a  few  hun- 
dred dollars  from  Mr.  Heidt  in  ad- 
vance— since  my  weekly  salary  was 
then  $50  and  I  intended  to  pay  for  a 
big  wedding. 

I  well  remember  where  I  talked  her 
into  marrying  me.  It  was  the  day 
after  she  reached  Cleveland,  and  we 
were  in  a  taxi  driving  past  Lake  Erie. 
She  said  yes,  and  I  said  to  the  taxi 
driver,  "Take  us  to  the  city  court- 
house." We  went  in  and  got  the  mar- 
riage license  then  and  there,  and  four 
days  later  we  were  married. 

It  was  at  Cleveland's  Old  Stone 
Church  on  the  Square,  with  Frankie 
Carle  playing  the  wedding  march  and 
Larry  Cotton  singing  Ave  Maria — and 
the  whole  orchestra  was  there  watch- 
ing. Even  though  it  was  only  nine  in 
the  morning,  Sheila  looked  wonderful. 
She  wore  a  beige  shantung  suit  and  a 
beautiful  matching  hat  with  a  green 
veil  that  she'd  bought  in  Cleveland  the 
day  before  with  Mrs.  Heidt's  help — 
on  Mr.  Heidt's  former  money.  Me?  I 
wore  Larry  Cotton's  blue  pinstripe  suit! 
And  it  was  May  21,  1941 — exactly  eight 
months  after  I'd  met  her. 

By  this  time  we've  been  married  six 
years,  and  we  haven't  had  a  honey- 
moon yet.  But  we've  been  all  over  the 
country  twice  with  Horace's  band  and 
twice  when  I  was  in  the  Army — I  came 
out  a  second  lieutenant  as  lead  navi- 
gator with  a  troop  carrier  unit.  After 
six  years  you'd  think  we'd  have  a  lot 
of  furniture  and  possessions  to  show 
for  our  marriage,  but  we  haven't — 
just  us,  some  dishes  and  towels,  and 
two  daughters.  Meredith  is  three 
years  old  now,  having  been  born  in 
Houston,  Texas;  and  Heather  is  almost 
a  year  old.  Everything  we  have  is 
rented,  including  all  the  furniture  in 
our  New  York  apartment.  I  got  that 
apartment  in  the  nick  of  time,  three 
weeks  before  Heather  entered  the 
world.  We  also  rent  our  summer  place 
out  at  Seacliff,  Long  Island.  I  suppose 
we  own  so  little  because  we've  moved 
around  so  much.  But  it's  moving  fast 
that   has   brought   me   everything,    in- 
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DREAMS  COME  TRUE? 


Heart-felt,  lifelong  dredms  come  true  for  real  people  like  yourself, 
on    HEART'S  DESIRE",  day-time  radio's  unique  mw  program. 

Its  a  tfirilling  listening  experience  to  be  present  as  romantic, 
dramatic,  fiumorous  fieart's  desires  are  fulfilled.  "HEART'S 
DESIRE"  is  a  happy,  always  different  program  tfiat  you  won't 
ever  want  to  miss. 

Join  coast-to-coast  listeners  at  radio's  wishing  well  every 
morning,  Monday  through  Friday— and  hear  how  your  favorite 
dream  can  come  true. 

LISTEN  TO  ''^e^itt'd  delete' 

ON  ALL  MUTUAL  STATIONS 

Be  sure  to  read  the  "HEART'S  DESIRE"  department  in  TRUE 
ROMANCE   Magazine,  startins  with  the  September  issue. 
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...BECAUSE  ONLY  KANT-SUP 

COMBS  HAVE  CONCEALED 

TIGHT-GRIPPING  TEETH 


Only  Goody  Kant-Slip  combt 
Aove  this  overlapping 
paiented  construction 
making  the  teeth 
Invisible  in  your  hair. 


ONLY  lOc 

Available  in  a  variefy  of  popular  size$ 

at    leading    5    and    70c    sfores    and 

notion  counters. 

Made  by  the  makers  of  famous  GOODY 
barrettes  •  curlers  •  wave  clips 
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C/biv 

a  peruci  tavw 

Begin  with  these 


The  two  blocks  of 
sterling  inlaid  at  back 
of  bowls  and  handles 
of  most  used  spoons 
and  forks.  They  make 
this  silverplate  stay 
lovelier  longer.  Fifty- 
two  piece  set  $68.50 
with  chest.  (No  Fed- 
eral Tax.) 


HOLMES  &EDWARDS 

STERLING  INLAID' 

SILVERPLATE 


Gepyrlghl  1947,  Tlie  loternatlonal  Silver  Co.,  Holmes  S  Edwards  Division, 
MirldiD,  Com.  Sold  Iq  Caaada  by :  Tbe  T.  Eaton  Co.,  ltd..  oRet.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 


eluding      my      own      radio     program. 

That  happened  like  this:  After  two 
years  with  Horace  Heidt,  I  came  back 
to  New  York  and  replaced  a  fellow  in 
the  stage  play  "Junior  Miss."  Well, 
one  Sunday  Sheila  and  I  came  back 
from  church  to  our  apartment  at  ex- 
actly 11:55  A.M.  .  .  .  I'll  never  be  able 
to  forget  that  exact  time,  because 
there  was  a  message  waiting  for  me. 
It  was  from  CBS,  and  it  said:  "If  you 
can  be  at  CBS  at  noon  sharp,  there's 
a  chance  you  may  take  Frank  Sinatra's 
show.  Sinatra  has  laryngitis.  If  you 
can't  be  here  at  noon,  forget  it." 

"Forget  it!  My  chance  to  get  on  the 
air  again — even  if  I  only  have  five 
minutes  to  make  it!"  I  shouted  at 
Sheila.  I  grabbed  the  phone  and  rang 
up  CBS.  The  man  who'd  sent  me  the 
message  said,  "You  can't  possibly  make 
it — we  need  you  in  forty-five  seconds 
at  noon  sharp.  Besides,  I  think  we've 
got  singer  Dick  Brown  in  your  place." 

"I'll  see  you  in  forty -five  seconds!" 
I  announced.  I  hung  up,  rushed  down- 
stairs, jiamped  into  a  taxi  and  told 
the  driver  to  go  through  every  light 
and  let  me  out  at  CBS. 

IT  turned  out  that  Dick  Brown  was 
committed  to  another  show,  so  I  went 
on  after  all  in  Sinatra's  place — and 
luck  had  it  that  William  Paley,  head 
of  CBS,  heard  me  sing  that  day.  The 
result  was  that  he  put  me  on  a  sus- 
taining Columbia  program,  and  then 
gave  me  my  own  show — that  one  in 
which  Perry  Como  replaced  me  when 
I  entered  the  Army  in  1943. 

When  I  got  out  of  the  Army  in  1945  I 
had  my  own  radio  show  again,  and  I 
was  also  in  the  stage  musical  comedy 
"Three  to  Make  Ready."  It's  the  life 
I've  led  ever  since  Sheila  and  I  were 
married  that  makes  me  say,  "We  live 
like  normal  people — but  we've  never 
been  home  a  single  evening  since  we 
were  married!"  And  I  mean  both 
statements.  I've  always  been  in  a  play, 
or  else  singing  at  night  with  a  band 
or  radio  program,  so  we  really  haven't 
been  home  evenings.  But  aside  from 
that,  we  have  the  most  un-show-busi- 
ness  lives  in  the  world. 

Mornings  I  get  up  after  a  full  eight 
hours  sleep  and  play  with  the  children 
for  hours.  In  wintertime,  we  drive 
out  to  my  mother-in-law's  on  Long 
Island  for  some  game  of  sport  and  a 
home-cooked  meal.  Late  in  the  after- 
noon we  drive  back  into  New  York  in 
time  for  my  commitments.  Summer- 
time, we're  out  on  Long  Island  anyway. 

Otherwise,  we  couldn't  be  more 
normal.  I  read  the  funnies  and  nothing 
else;  she  reads  every  book  that's 
published.  I  pick  out  all  her  suits  and 
dresses  with  her,  but  when  she  tries 
to  ohO'Ose  my  suits  I  elude  her  and 
disappear  to  the  tailor's  alone.  We 
have  a  new  dark  green  car  these  days, 
and  we  never  play  bridge,  and  thanks 
to  our  traveling  we  haven't  had  time 
to  make  many  close  friends. 

And  if  you  doubt  the  quiet  attitude 
we  both  have  toward  my  work,  let 
me  tell  you  that  I  did  a  screen  test 
with  Susan  Hayward  last  year.  The 
afternoon  I  was  supposed  to  see  the 
test,  I  got  in  a  golf  game  instead.  So 
Sheila  went  to  see  it  alone.  "You  looked 
just  like  yourself,"  she  reported. 

"Is  that  good  or  bad?"  I  asked. 

"I'll  leave  that  up  to  you,"  grinned 
Sheila.  And  that  was  our  sole  dis- 
cussion of  the  test! 

And  I  truly  believe  that  that  is  the 
entire  saga  of  the  Gordon  MacRaes — 
unless  I  added  that  we're  very,  very 
happy  indeed! 


Corliss  Backs  a 
Dark  Horse 

{Continued  from  page  37) 

going  to  try.  We  women  must  learn  to 
take  our  place  in  public  life.  We've 
been  emancipated;  yet  men  like 
Dexter  still  go  around  patting  us  on 
the  head  and  putting  us  in  our  place." 

Only  slightly  mollified  at  being 
classified  as  a  man,  Dexter  gave  a 
snort.  "Patting  you  on  the  head! — 
we'd  lose  a  couple  of  fingers,  quick. 
But  a  girl  President — golly!  You'll 
have  lace  curtains  on  the  gym  windows 
and — " 

Corliss  rose  to  the  attack.  "So 
that's  the  opinion  you  have  of  me, 
Dexter  Franklin.  Well — let  me  tell 
you,  if  I  don't  get  your  vote — you 
don't  get  any  date  next  Saturday!" 

"Aw— gee — Corliss — "  Dexter  sub- 
sided, moodily. 

Throughout  all  this,  Mirmie  Jenkins 
said  nothing.  But  her  eyes  grew  big- 
ger and  she  looked  with  awe  at  the 
impetuous  Corliss.  She  was  as  as- 
tounded as  Dexter,  but  for  a  different 
reason.  Though  Minnie  could  claim 
friendship  with  Corliss,  she  couldn't 
imagine  ever  being  like  her.  Though 
always  asked  to  parties,  always  in- 
cluded in  anything  that  went  on  in  her 
high-school  crowd — Minnie  had  her 
own  particular  niche  and  she  had 
never  dreamed  of  climbing  out  of  it. 

Minnie  was  a  fetch-and-carry-er.  If 
sandwiches  were  to  be  made  for  a 
party,  Minnie  volunteered.  If  there 
was  work  to  be  done,  Minnie  did  it. 
She  was  always  running  unasked  er- 
rands.    Always  doing  unasked  favors. 

MINNIE— her  eyes  like  saucers — 
stared  at  the  'emancipated'  Corliss. 

When  she  did  speak  it  was  with 
doubt  and  awe.  "But  don't  you  know 
that   Vincent   Olds   is   going   to   run?" 

"Yah— Vincent  Olds.  That  drip. 
That  phony!  Corliss  can  beat  him 
easy."  Dexter  changed  horses  in  mid- 
stream as  easily  as  a  veteran  politico. 

"I  know.  But,  Dexter,  he's  awfully 
clever."  Minnie  spoke  earnestly.  "And 
his  father  owns  the  malt  shop.  Lots 
of  the  kids  run  up  credit.  Vincent  uses 
that  to  make  them  vote  for  him." 

"He  wouldn't  do  that!  Why,  that's 
simply  too  low  for  words."  Corliss  had 
always  heard  that  politics  was  a  dirty 
game — but  this  was  carrying  things 
really  too  far.  "That's — why  that's 
bribery!" 

At  dinner  time  she  consulted  her 
father.  "Daddy,  did  you  ever  hear  of 
a  candidate  for  high  office  playing  on 
the  baser  appetites  to  buy  votes?" 

"Have  you  been  reading  the  news- 
papers again,  Corliss?"  Mr.  Archer 
went  on  placidlj'  buttering  a  roll.  "I 
thought  you  never  went  beyond  the 
comic  sections." 

Corliss  sighed.  "I  suppose  no  one's 
ambitions  are  ever  understood  by  their 
families.  I  suppose  that  even  when 
President  Truman  was  a  child,  if  he 
said  to  his  parents  that  some  day  he 
wanted  to  be  President,  he  was  told 
to  run  away  and  practice  the  Missouri 
Waltz.  Here  I  may.  be  the  next 
Student  Body  President  of  our  High 
School,  and  you  continue  to  treat  me 
like  an  mfant." 

"Good  gracious,  child — I  didn't 
know!"  Mrs.  Archer  was  pleased  and 
flustered.  "I  think  that's  just  lovely. 
Now  when  I  attend  P.T.A.  meetings,  I 
guess  all  those  other  mothers  will  pay 
more  attention  to  my  reports." 


when  she  grabs  the  guest  towel  to  blot  her  lipstick,  don't  howl . . . 
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Wear  Your 
LUCKY 


January — Garnet 
feb — Amethyst' 
Mar — Aquamarine 
Apr — White  Sapph 
May — Emerald 
June — Alexandrite 
July— Ruby 
Aug — Peridot 
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How  to 
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Ring 
Size 


Fine  stones,  clustered  together 
for  dazzling  brilliance,  set  in 
the  full  richness  of  10-kt  Cold. 
Choice  of  all  birthstone  colors. 


Cet  a  ring  of  right  size 
and  puf  Mat  on  a  piece 
ol  paper.  With  a  sharp 
pointed  pencil  draw  a 
circle  inside  the  ring. 
Send  the  paper  to  us_ 
with  the  coupon. 
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It's  easy  to  see 

FIBS 

tampons  are 
ili^  EASY  TO  USE 


Rounded  end  like  this 


One  glance  at  that  gently  rounded  end  — 
and  you  know  insertion  can  be  really  com- 
fortable with  Fibs.  Try  Fibs  next  month  and 
you'll  agree  —  it's  the  easy-to-use  tampon. 


and  FIBS  are  quilted! 

For  comfort — You  scarcely  know  you're 
wearing  P/bs  — because  quilting  makes  this 
tampon  rea/ly  comfortable.  You  see,  quilt- 
ing keeps  Fibs  from  fluflfing  up  too  much... 
to  an  uncomfortable  size  which  could  cause 
pressure,  irritation,  difficult  removal. 

For  safety — Quilting  is  a  Fibs  safeguard 
women  always  appreciate  .  .  .  because  it 
helps  prevent  cotton  particles  from  cling- 
ing to  delicate  internal  tissues.  See  how 
safe,  secure  p»  feel  with  Fibs.  Next  month, 
switch  to  Fibs. 
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Mr.  Archer  held  up  his  hand.  "Whoa 
— wait  a  minute.  Corliss  isn't  elected 
yet." 

Mother  and  daughter  smiled  at  each 
other  in  perfect  understanding.  Men 
w^ere  so  slow  to  grasp  things!  And 
they  always  brou^t  up  these  minor 
difficulties! 

"Who  is  buying  votes,  Corliss? 
Wasn't  that  where  this  conversation 
started?" 

She  explained  about  Vincent  Olds. 
Her  parents  sympathized  with  her  dif- 
ficulties, seeing  the  tremendous  ad- 
vantage it  was  for  him  to  be  the  son 
of  the  malt  shop  owner,  but  they 
could  offer  no  solution.  Mr.  Archer 
made  the  mistake  of  sympathizing  too 
well — ^he  was  immediately  maneuvered 
into  admitting  that  a  new  dress  for 
Corliss  would  be  an  indispensable 
campaign  expenditiu^e.  Mrs.  Archer 
contented  herself  with  remarking  that 
Minnie  Jenkins  should  be  a  great 
help  in  the  campaign. 

" — like  putting  up  posters  and  lob- 
bying and  building  election  platforms 
and  telephoning  people.  Things  like 
that,"  Corliss'  mother  added,  vaguely, 
being  not  too  sure  just  what  was  ex- 
pected of  a  political  campaign. 

THE  news  of  Corliss'  hat  in  the  ring 
came  as  a  real  thunderbolt  the  next 
day  at  school.  Corridors  buzzed  with 
the  news  and  teachers  were  hard  put 
to  keep  their  classes  in  order  as  fierce 
pre-electioneering  battles  raged. 

To  Corliss'  great  surprise,  Vincent 
caught  up  with  her  as  she  was  leaving 
the  schoolyard  that  afternoon. 

"Hi!  Shall  we  be  friendly  enemies, 
Corliss?  Bury  the  hatchet?"  If  Dex- 
ter had  been  along,  Corliss  knew  he 
would  have  mentioned  the  best  place 
he  could  think  of  to  bury  it.  But  he 
wasn't  there  and  it  was  flattering  to 
be  so  noticed  by  Vincent — the  clever, 
the  prominent  and  poised,  the  boy  who 
had  held  one  student  office  or  another 
ever  since  grammar  school  days — and 
who  was  now  aspiring  to  be  head  of  the 
whole  high  school  student  body. 

Corliss  jerked  her  thoughts  back  in 
a  hurry.  Why,  so  was  she!  Why 
should  she  be  in  awe  of  this  boy?  It 
was  strange  that  Vincent  alw^ays  had 
that  dubious  gift  of  making  whoever 
he  was  with  feel  sm^all  and  insignifi- 
cant beside  himself. 

But  now  he  was  smiling  at  her. 

"Want  to  stop  and  get  a  soda?  I 
might  be  able  to  give  you  some  pointers 
on  this  election  racket — ^after  all,  I've 
been  a  class  leader  for  a  long  time." 

While  she  resented  his  words,  at  the 
same  time  she  was  flattered  by  his 
tone  of  intimacy — as  if  they  two 
shared  an  experience  not  granted  to  the 
lesser  breed  of  classmates.  Anyway, 
before  she  could  protest,  he  had  guided 
her  into  his  father's  store. 

Regally  he  deposited  her  on  the 
counter  stool.  And  still  with  his 
proprietary  air  he  went  back  of  the 
soda  fountain  and  ihsisted  on  mixing 
their  sodas  himself — with  extra  scoops 
of  ice  cream.  Corliss  had  never  known 
Vincent  Olds  well — Dexter's  opinion 
of  him  had  been  shared  by  all  her 
friends  and  they  had  had  no  occasion 
to  mix.  Now  Corliss  could  see  how 
this  double-scoop-of-ice-cream  treat- 
ment could  bring  Vincent  a  horde  of 
hungry  voter -friends  to  win  him  elec- 
tions.   She  was  weakening,  herself! 

He  finally  seated  himself  beside  her. 

"There's  not  much  to  winning  an 
election,  Corliss,"  he  confided  to  her. 
"You  just  gotta  know  the  right  people 
and  do  a  few  favors  where  it  will  do 
the  most  good  and  put  a  little  pressure 


VETO  Colgate's  Antiseptic 

Deodorant,  Checks  Underarm 
Perspiration,  Stops  Odor-Yet  Is 

Doubly  Safe! 


Only  VETO  Contains  DURATEX, 

exclusive   new   safety  ioere- 

dient!  Veto  is  different  from  ««■"  '"°° 

any  other  deodorant . . .  Does      ^fc 

not  rot  clothes.  Safe  for  any     tf^ 

normal   skin.    Stays   moist   in    '"*^  ^ 

jar,  never  gritty,  rubs  in  easily.  Use   '*«'««,..a>""^ 

doubly  safe  Veto  regularly  to  guard  daintiness  anid 

to  check  underarm  perspiration,  stop  odor  safely, 

DOUBLY  PREFERRED!  Registered 
Nurses  who  have  tried  Veto  ptefec  it 
almost  2  to  1  over  any  other  deodor- 
ant, according  to  a  nation-wide  survey. 
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to  make  extra  money  selling  high 
class  line  of  cosmetics  made  especi- 
ally for  people  with  dark  complex- 
ions. Also  100  other  products.  Make 
big  money  working  spare  time  or 
lull  time.  We  show  you  how,  send 
you   ever34hing   you   need   to   get 
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Sell 
CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


Make  bigr  moneyl  Show  sensational  valae 
Christmas  Cards  with  NAME  Imprinted, 
60  for  $1.  Smartest  designs,  pre-war  qual- 
ity and  size,  low  pre-war  price.  Also  25  for 
$1  and  DeLuxe  lines.  Forquick  easy  profits 
— just  show  freesamples  to  friends, others. 

MORE  MONEYtMAKERS  FOR  YOU!, 

Make  EXTBA  Earnings  with  largest 
of  22  Box  Assortments.  9  Christmas 
card ;  SEveryday  card ;  3  Gift  Wrappings 
2Notes  Assortments. Unequalled  values. 
Big  sellers  at  50c.  80c,  90c  and  $1.00  retail, 
No  experience  is  necessary.  Pull  or  spare 
time.  Send  for  FREE  SAMPLE  OUTFIT. 
GENERAL  CARD  CO.,Dept.  107, 
1300  W.Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago 7, III. 
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FREE 
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NOW! 


EARN  BIG 

INDEPENIHNT  INCOME 


Amazing 
Opportunity  for  Reliable  Women! 

RIGHT  NOW,  if  you  are  a  mature  energretic  woman* 
you  can  launch  a  prosperous  career  in  your  own 
neif^hborhood  as  a  Sneba  Ann  Fashion  Coun- 
sellor. Sell  EXCLUSIVE  Frocks  direct  to  eager 
wearers.  Easy,  fascinating— pays  in  prestige 
and  splendid  income— your  friends,  neighbors 
will  be  glad  to  buy  glorious,  irresistible  Sheba 
Ann  Originals  styled  in  Hollywood  &  New  York. 
NO  EXPERIENCE  NEEDED 

WeahowyoD  bowtomakemoQey  the  very  first  day.  These 
top  quality,  snperbly  made  frocks  in  widest  rangre  of  sizes, 
offer  greater  vbIdob  than  retail  stores.  It's  fun  to  sell  themi 

FREE  SAMPLE  OUTFIT-Earn  Money  Right  Away 

Powerful  FreeSample  Outfit  flrivesyoa  every  thintryoa  need. 
Many  CoonsellorB  make  up  to  $60  a  weefa  part  time— $126 
fall  time.  Also  Extra  CASH  Bonoaea.  START  TODAY. 
JUST  MAIL  THE  COUPON.  We'll  send  the  Sample  Ontflt 
(FREE) -and  yon  can  START  REAPING  PROFITS  I 
SHEBA  ANN  FROCKS,  407  So.  Austin  Street 
DEPT.  H-IS,  DALLAS  2,  TEXAS 


MAIL    THIS    TODAY 


I   NAME. 


I    ADDRESS 
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in  the  right  places.    Like  if  you  know  a 

guy's   been  trying  to   learn  to   smoke 

and   he  doesn't  want  his   dad   to   find 

out  abolit  it.    Things  like  that." 

!       Corliss'  hair  bounced  on  her  shoul- 

i   ders,    indignantly.     "I   don't   intend   to 

run  my  campaign  that  way!     I'm  just 

i    going  to  ask  people  to  vote  for  me  and 

tell  them  what  I'll  do  for  them  if  I'm 

,    elected  and — " 

"What  are  you  going  to  tell  them? 

'    It's  easy  to  make  promises — "  he  was 

still   smiling   at   her,   but   Corliss   felt, 

somehow,  that  the  smile  wasn't  quite 

so   friendly   as   it   had   been — "and,   of 

course,  you  don't  have  to  carry  them 

all  out.     But  it's  still  a  lot  of  head- 

'    aches.     You  know  what?     I'm  getting 

1    a-  little   tired   of  politics   ...   all   the 

work  and  everything.     Maybe  I'll  let 

you    run,    alone,    and    withdraw    my 

name.      I'm    getting    tired    of    holding 

officers'   meetings    about   what's    going 

to  be  on  the  programs  and  having  to 

study   twice   as   hard   as   I'd   like   just 

because  you  have  to  keep  your  grades 

above    average    to    hold    office.      And 

meeting  with  the  faculty  to  hash  over 

about  the  wastepaper  being  thrown  in 

the  halls  and  the  gum  under  the  seats 

\    in  the  library.     And  who  cares  about 

'    whether   or   not   the   kids   shove   each 

other  in  the  school  cafeteria?" 

I        "Wastepaper     in     the — gum     under 

I   the — meetings — cafeteria-^"    Corliss 

f  looked    at    him,    aghast.      She    gulped. 

"You  mean  I  have  to  think  about  all 

those    things!      And    study    twice    as 

I   much?    Jeepers  creepers,  when  will  I 

have   time   for   fun?      I   thought   all   I 

:    had  to  do   as  President  was  to   stand 

up  on  the  platform  at  assemblies  and 

|i  pound  that  little  hammer!" 

E  looked  at  her  with  a  patronizing 
air.  "Oh,  don't  worry  about  it.  You 
might  be  able  to  handle  it,  and  they'd 
be  easy  on  a  girl." 

Her  backbone  stiffened.  "Certainly 
I  can  do  it!"  Then  she  remembered 
something.  "Besides,  didn't  you  say  you 
weren't  going  to  run  this  year?" 

"For  a  consideration."  This  time 
he  leaned  towards  her  and  Corliss  de- 
cided Dexter  was  right — Vincent  smiled 
like  a  drip;  he  looked  like  a  drip;  and 
he  was  a  drip.  "Just  a  little  deal  be- 
tween you  and  me.  I'll  announce  my 
withdrawal — and  you  promise  me, 
right  now>  I  can  have  all  your  dates 
for  the  next  three  months." 

"You — you — !"  Corliss  sputtered. 
There  weren't  the  words  to  express 
herself — but  the  way  she  slammed  the 
door  going  out  must  have  given  young 
Mr.  Olds  a  faint  idea  of  her  reaction. 

It's  all  right  to  go  away  mad — Cor- 
liss found — to  sizzle  and  fume  every 
time  she  thought  of  Vincent  Olds  and 
promise  herself  that  she  was  going  to 
win,  if  only  to  spite  him.  But  it  was 
quite  another  thing  to  forget  those 
awful  things  he  had  told  her  about  the 
duties  of  a  Student  Body  President. 

"Oh — Dexter,"  she  moaned,  as  they 
sat  on  the  porch  steps  that  evening. 
"I'm  going  to  be  just  a  slave  to  my 
constitu — constit — to  my  public.  I'll 
have  to  study  like  mad  every  night 
and  go  to  meetings  with  the  faculty 
all  day  long.  And  I  thought  it  was 
going  to  be  fun!" 

"Maybe  you  won't  win,"  Dexter  con- 
soled her. 

But  that  only  made  her  think  5f 
Vincent  Olds  and  his  positively  slimy 
offer,  and  that  only  made  her  angry 
again.  "I  have  to  win.  I  just  have  to. 
And  I  have  to  show  him  I  can  beat 
him  in  a  fair  way,  too." 

Dexter  looked  at  her  admiringly. 
"Gee,  Corliss,  you  have  such  a  wonder- 
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"PRESS  DOWN?  Not  with  my  NEW  BISSELL*!" 


New  "Biseo-Mafie'""  Brush  Action 

sweeps  clean  without  any  pressure 
on  the  handle! 

Yes —even  under  tables  and  beds ! 
Just  glide  the  sweeper.  This  new 
feature  adjusts  the  brush    auto- 


matically to  any  rug,  anywhere ! 

"Bisco-Matic"  Bissells  are  avail- 
able now  in  limited  quantities  at 
Bissell  dealers  only— complete  with 
exclusive  "Stavup"  Handle,  and 
easy  "Flip-0"  Empty. 


NEW  6I55ELL  SWEEPERS 

with  patented  "Bisco-Matic"  Brush  Action 


•nCO.  U.  t.  fATCNT  OFF. 


BISSELL  CARPET  SWCCPER  CO..  ORANO  RAPtOS  2,  MrCH. 


MATERNITY  DRESSES 

"  Smart,     voutlifu!     stvles     for     Mom  inc.     , 


___iart,    youtlifu!     styles    for    Momintr.    r..3^^    | 
Street,    or    Afternoon    at    low    budget   MTA(,Og  i 


Styles      I  Also  Maternity  Corsets  &.  Llngeri 


CRAWFORD'S,  Dene.  Z,729Balt.Av«.,KanftasClty, Mo. 


QUICK  RELIEF 


FOR 


SUMMER 
TEETHING 


EXPERIENCED  Mothers  know 
that  summer  teething  must  not 
be  trifled  with — that  summer  up- 
sets due  to  teething  may  seriously 
interfere  with  Baby's  progress. 
Relieve    your    Baby's    teething 

Sains  this  summer  by  rubbing  on 
'r.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion — the 
actual  prescription  of  a  famous 
Baby  Specialist.  It  is  eflfective  and 
economical,  and  has  been  used 
and  recommended  by  millions  of 
Mothers.    Your    druggist    has    it. 


DR.  HAND'S 

TEETHING   LOTION 

Just  rub  it  on  the  gums 


'Trom  every  an^k 

^rORK^best^rUies!" 


For  4  generations  Doctors  have  recom- 
mended Stork  Castile.  It's  made  especially 
to  take  better  care  of 
baby's  delicate  skin. 

t-the  only  real 
Castile  enriched 
with  Lanolin. 


MOTHER!  Baby 
YOUR  skin 
with  Stork 
Castile,  too. 


best  soap  for  baby— best  soap  for  YOUl 
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Good  news  for  flat-chested  girls!  You  need 
no  longer  feel  embarrassed  and  awkward 
at  your  appearance!  You  don't  have  to 
watch  popularity  pass  you  by  . . .  foUowing 
only  girls  who  so  proudly  display  full, 
well-rounded  bust  contours!  Now,  with 
the  confidential  help  of  wonder-working 
CURV-AIDS,  in  a  twinkling  of  an  eye,  you 
can  turn  pitying  glances  into  open 
admiration! 

CURV-AID  Bust  Pads  are 

•  Natural  in  Appearance! 

•  Made  of  Aerated  Sponge  Foam  Rubber! 

•  Covered  with  Tea  Rose,  White,  or  Black  Satin! 

•  Removable  Covers  for  Dainty  Washings! 

Can  be  Sewn  Easily  into  Gowns,  Play 
Suits,  or  Bathing  Suits!  Fit  Any  Bra  With- 
out Shifting! 

*  For  Immediate  Bosom  Allure 

*  Send  No  Money — Order  Today! 

Add  all-important  inches  of  tantalizing 
charm  to  your  bust  line!  Send  for  your 
CURV-AIDS  at  once!  Just  Print  Your 
Name  and  Address  Clearly,  on  a  penny 
poslrard  if  you  like,  and  send  to  the 
KEM  CO.  When  the  postman  brings 
your  wonder-working  CURV-AIDS  (in 
plain  wrapper),  you  pay  only  $3.00  plus 
a  few  cents  postage.  If  you  prefer  to  save 
time  plus  postage  and  C.D.D.,  enclose 
check  or  money  order  for  $3.00  with  your 
"  order.  Enjoy  having  a  glamorous  figure 
M  instantly  —  or  your  money  instantly  re- 
funded! Send  your  order  to:  KEM  CO., 

Dept.  RM,  18  East  41st  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
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fill  character!  And  the  way  the  moon- 
light shines  in  your  hair  like  that, 
you're  just  beautiful.  I'll  bet  when 
you  get  to  Congress  you'll  have  all 
the   Senators   proposing   to   you." 

Corliss  forgot  her  misery  at  this 
startling  thought.  It  was  a  nice  ro- 
mantic thought,  too — Senators  pro- 
posing— and  just  then  it  didn't  seem 
like  a  far  jump  from  the  halls  of  high 
school  to  the  halls  of  the  United  States 
Senate.  Maybe  she  was  destined  for  a 
statesman's  career!  She  could  just  see 
herself  dining  with  polished,  suave, 
dinner-coated  ambassadors  and  call- 
ing on  the  White  House — 

"Hey!  I've  been  looking  for  you 
two."  Minnie  Jenkins  bounded  ener- 
getically up  the  porch  steps,  her  hands 
full  of  papers.  "Didn't  you  know  we 
were  having  a  campaign  meeting  at 
Mildred  Ames's  house?  You  were  sup- 
posed to  be  there,  Corliss!  After  all, 
you're  the  one  who's  nuining  for  office." 
She  thrust  the  papers  into  the  candi- 
date's hands.  "Look — we've  got  a  leaf- 
let telling  all  about  you.  We  were  going 
to  make  it  four  pages,  but  Mildred 
pointed  out  that  we  can't  fill  up  four 
pages  just  about  your  being  in  charge 
of  the  checkroom  at  the  school  dance 
last  year.  So  we  just  used  one  page 
and  said  you  were  popular  and  honest 
and  so  forth.  But  I  made  them  put  in 
about  what  you  said  about  women  be- 
ing eonancipated  and  it  was  a  woman's 
turn.  I  wrote  that  myself.  Now — 
Dexter — ^you'll  have  to  take  this  into 
the  faculty  office  tomorrow  and  get 
Mr.  Reed's  permission  to  have  it  mimeo- 
graphed and  then  you'll  have  to  get 
some  boys  to  put  up  posters  and  make 
signs  and — "  She  stopped  only  because 
she  was  running  out  of  breath. 

SLOWLY  Dexter  hoisted  himself  to  his 
feet.  Just  as  slowly  Corliss  unwound 
herself  from  her  comfortable  lounging 
position     against  the  porch  rail. 

Jeepers — did  this  election  biisiness 
mean  she  and  Dexter  weren't  going  to 
have  any  time  jor  themselves? 

All  Corliss'  presentiments  seemed  to 
come  true.  Not  only  did  she  and  Dex- 
ter have  no  time  for  themselves  and 
the  moonlight,  but  when  she  did  see 
him  in  the  days  to  come,  he  wore  a 
harried,  exasperated  air.  He  was  al- 
ways rushing  this  way  and  that;  put- 
ting up  posters  as  fast  as  the  Olds  forces 
could  tear  them  down;  writing  out 
speeches  for  her  campaign  workers  to 
make  during  lunch  periods;  getting 
leaflets  mimeographed  and  distributed; 
holding  meetings.  His  crowning 
achievement  was  getting  a  sign  in  the 
drug  store  window  that  read  in  huge 
letters  "Archer  for  President." 

And  Minnie  Jenkins  was  happy.  She 
was  being  her  usual  busy  self,  button- 
holing students  right  and  left,  earnestly 
beseeching  them  to  vote  for  Corliss. 
She  was  the  hub  and  the  wheel  of  the 
campaign,  never  forgetting  to  call  a 
committee  together,  prompt  to  remind 
someone  of  a  duty  to  be  performed — 
and    then    usually    doing    it    herself. 

It  was  strange  then,  that  in  the  midst 
of  all  this  bustle  and  activity  and  at- 
tention, that  Corliss'  spirits  should  have 
drooped  lower  and  lower.  Any  other 
time  she  would  have  been  rushing 
around  with  the  rest  of  them.  Now 
the  somber  shadow  of  the  presidential 
duties,  should  she  win,  loomed  larger 
and  blacker  over  her  head  the  closer 
came  election  week.  She  felt  like  the 
lamb  led  to  the  slaughter,  and  she  had 
sharpened  the  knife  iherself. 

Even  the  news  of  the  party  didn't 
revive  her  spirits. 

"It's  going  to  be  real  whing-ding," 
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Christmas  Cards 

Make  BIG 
MONEYi 


^   21  Card 
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FREE 


CHRISTMAS 
BOX 
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Show  friends . . .  neigrh- 

bors  these  sensational 

bargrain  Christmas  Cards. 

Everyone  wants  .  .  .  buys. 

Just  show  samples  —  take  orders  —  no  risk.  Come 

in  beautiful  new  designs — rich  colors — iine  papers. 

17  Smart  Popular  Assortments 

AMAZING  LINE  all  fast  sellers.  21 -card  "Prize" 
Christmas  Cards.  Religious,  Fine  Arts,  Hamorona* 
Everyday,  Gift  Wraps,  retail  $1.00.  Get  "Prize" 
Christmas  assortment  on  approval.  Write  todayl 

CHILTON  GREETINGS  CO.,  D^t.23-F, 

147  ESSEX  STREET    •     BOSTON,  MASS* 
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WaIXACE  BROWiiriNcT.  22S' FIFTH  AVE. 
Dent.  U-139  NEW  YORK  10.  N.  Y. 


KlMNANT 

CUT  FROM  N£IV/^^^^ 
BOLTS  OF  GOODS.V 


Beautiful  prints.  Large  color- 
ful pieces.  Make  child's  play 
clotbes,  sun  suits,  rompers, 
aprons,  skirts,  patch-wort 
quilts,  lunch  cloths,  bed  Jack- 
ets, etc.  Full  width  material 
in  every  bundle.  You'U  be 
delighted.  Three  pounds  (18 
yds.  or  more)  $1.98  plus  post- 
age. Sent  C.O.D.  GIVEN 
EXTRA!  Dandy  needlework- 
er's  book  included  without 
extra  cost.  Filled  with  pat- 
terns, plans,  suggestions  and 
Illustrations.  Satisfaction 
guaranteed  or  your  $1.98  refimded.  Could  anything  bd 
more  fair!  You  be  the  judge.  You  can't  losel  Get  yours 
nowl    SEND  NO  MONEY.    Just  mail  a  card  todar* 

KNIGHT'S  REMNANTS,  Dept.  31-J 
3140  W.  Roosevelt  Rd.  Chicago  12,  IlUnoil 


Earn  ^35  a  week 

AS  A  TRAINED 
PRACTICAL  NURSE! 


Practical  nurses  are  always  needed ! 
liearn  at  home  in  your  spare  time 
MB  thousands  of  men  and  womea — 18  to  60  years  of 
age— have  done  through  Cbicaso  School  of  Nursing. 
Easy-to-underetand  lessons,  endorsed  by  physicians. 
One  graduate  has  charge  of  10-bed  hospital.  Nurse 
Cromer,  of  Iowa,  runs  her  own  nursing  home.  Others 
earn  $2.50  to  $5.00  a  day  in  private  practice. 

YOU  CAN  EARN  WHILE  YOU  LEARNI 
Mrs.  B.  C,  of  Texas,  earned  $474.25  while  taking 
course.  Mrs.  S.  E.  P.  started  on  her  first  case  after 
her  7th  lesson;  in  14  months  she  earned  $19001  You, 
too,  can  earn  good  money,  make  new  friends.  High 
school  not  necessary.  Eauipment  included.  Easy 
payments.  Trial  plan.  48tb  year.  Send  coupon  now! 

CHICAGO    SCHOOL    OF    NURSING 
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Dexter  told  her.  "We'll  have  to  hold  it 
here  at  your  house  because  the  candi- 
date is  supposed  to  treat  her  friends. 
We'll  invite  everyone  who  wants  to 
come — everyone  on  our  side.  I've 
asked  your  mother  and  she  said  okay. 
Your  Dad  said  he'll  take  all  the  furni- 
ture out  of  the  house  and  lock  up  the 
refrigerator,  but  I  think  he  was  just 
trying  to  make  a  joke.  We  have  to  eat. 
And  they'll  want  to  dance  and  play 
ping-pong  and  you'll  make  your  first 
big  speech — " 

"Dexter — "  Corliss  moved  a  fraction 
of  an  inch  closer  to  him.  It  was  moon- 
light again  and  the  porch  swing  was  a 
very  romantic  place.  "Dexter — can't 
we  forget  about  the  campaign  for  a 
moment?     Let's  just  talk." 

For  a  second  there  was  a  flicker  of 
eager  interest  in  Dexter's  face.  Then  it 
died.  He  yawned  and  stretched  and 
got  up.  "Sorry,  Corliss.  Got  to  go. 
Got  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  to 
start  work  on  the  party.  And  tonight 
I've  got  to  find  out  what  square's  been 
painting  mustaches  on  your  campaign 
pictures!" 

Drearily  Corliss  went  to  bed.  The 
morning  brought  no  ray  of  sunshine 
and  she  drearily  took  herself  off  to 
school. 

But  in  the  middle  of  biology  class, 
she  began  to  sit  up  and  hope.  Parties 
meant  fun.  Parties  meant  boys  asking 
her  to  dance.  Parties  meant  new 
dresses! 

MINNIE!"  She  had  bumped  into  her 
campaign  worker  in  the  hall  after 
class.  "Please  come  with  me.  I  simply 
have  to  buy  a  new  dress  for  the  party 
and  I  know  the  one  I  want.  'It's  in  Sim- 
mons' window  and  Daddy  said  I  could 
have  one  last  week  when  I  asked  him. 
It's  utterly  a  dream.  Let's  go  now — we 
can  skip  lunch  periods  and — " 

"You'll  do  no  such  thing,  Corliss 
Archer."  Minnie  squelched  her,  firmly. 
"You  can't  afford  to  have  a  new  dress 
for  tonight.  We  have  to  think  of  the 
women's  vote,  you  know.  And  all  the 
girls  will  simply  hate  you  in  a  new 
dress." 

"Oh !"  wailed  Corliss.     "You 

mean  I  have  to  be  there  tonight  and 
give  my  speech  in  an  old  rag  that 
everybody's  seen  a  million  times?  Oh, 
I  can't  stand  it!" 

She  fled  into  an  empty  classroom  and 
flung  herself  into  a  seat,  bowing  her 
head  on  the  desk.  It  was  too  much! 
Never  again  would  she,  Corliss,  dazzle 
the  eyes  of  girls  and  men  with  the 
latest  creation  from  Simmons.  Never 
again  could  she  sweep  into  a  room  and 
hear  the  startled  gasps  from  other  en- 
vious girls.  No — from  now  on  she 
would  be  a  drab,  dowdy  figure,  bent 
and  worn  from  running  back  and  forth 
between  faculty  offices  and  committee 
meetings  and  cafeteria  troubles — 

"What's   the   trouble,   Corliss?" 

Corliss  raised  sad,  tragic  eyes  to  the 
sympathetic  ones  of  Miss  Fraeckel,  the 
drama  teacher.  Corliss  had  the  feeling 
she  would  like  to  throw  herself  on 
Miss  Fraeckel's  shoulders  and  tell  her 
the  whole  story — but  she  checked  her- 
self. It  would  never  do.  It  would 
never  do  to  tell  a  teacher  you  didn't 
want  to  be  Student  Body  President 
just  because  you  wanted  a  new  dress! 

"I  guess  you're  tired,  Corliss."  Miss 
Fraeckel  supplied  her  own  explanation. 
"All  this  campaigning  is  strenuous 
work.  I  was  a  little  sorry  to  hear  you 
were  running  for  office,  you  know. 
There's  a  part  in  the  Founders'  Day 
play  the  school  is  putting  on  that 
would  just  suit  you — you  were  the  only 
one  "I  could  think  of  who  could  wear 


The  Scalp  Perspires  .  .  .  your  hair  collects  and  holds  odors  and  dirt. 
Don't  risk  offending  either  in  public,  or  personal  "close-ups." 

Remove  Scalp  Odors  by  using  Fitch's  Saponified  Cocoanut  Oil  Shampoo. 
This  efficient  cleanser  "suds-up"  into  "mountains"  of  lather  that  float 
away  dirt  and  scalp  odors.  Leaves  your  hair  with  a  light,  fresh  scent, 
radiantly  clean,  soft  and  easy  to  arrange  into  your  personal  hair  style. 

Patented  Rinsing  Agent  contained  right  in  this  shampoo 
eliminates  need  for  special  after  rinses.  No  dull  film  re- 
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Proved!  Amazing  results!  Thousands  of  others  have 
learned,  and  saved  time  and  money.  Why  not  you?  Don't 
deiay!  Send  for  it  now!  Complete  course  only  $2.00  post- 
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NtW  creamy,  odorless 
LOTION  safely 

REMOVES 
HAIR 


1.  A  pleasant  white  lotion 
■without  bad  clinging 
depilatoty  odor. 

2.  Not  messy.  Quick — 
rinses^  oflf  easily  with 
lukewarm  water. 

3.  No  razor  stubble. 
Keeps  legs  hair-free 
longer.  Economical! 


4.  Doesn't  irritate  normal 
skin. 

5.  Removes  hair  close  to 
skin,  leaving  skin  soft, 
smooth,  and  alluring. 

6.  Country's  largest  seller, 
because  better  way  to  re- 
move hair. 
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Exquisit*  Form  Brassiere,  Inc. 
373  Fourtit  Ave.,  New  York  16,  N.  Y. 
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the  costume  for  the  part.  It's  the  part 
of  a  princess,  in  gold  cloth  and  sequins. 
Well,  I'll  just  have  to  find  a  substitute. 
We  can't  let  you  do  too  much — be  an 
officer  and  be  in  a  play  and  keep  up 
with  your  studies,  too."  She  patted 
Corliss  once  more  and  then  was  gone — 
completely  unaware  of  the  devastation 
she  had  left  behind  her. 

This  was  the  final  blow.  Corliss  just 
sat,  sunk  in  utter  despair.  To  lose  a 
part  in  the  school  play — and  the  chance 
to  wear  a  gorgeous  costxime  like  that! 
— and  all  because  she  had  wanted  to 
be  Student  Body  President.  To  give 
up  being  an  actress  and  have  to  worry 
about  gum  under  the  library  desks! 
Corliss  clutched  her  head. 

And  who  would  be  her  substitute  for 
the  play?  Betty  Cameron,  no  doubt — 
that  frizzed- out  blonde!  At  the  thought 
of  her  rival  w^earing  that  princess  cos- 
tume— walking  across  the  stage  in  front 
of  a  whole  audience — ^hearing  the  ap- 
plause that  should  have  been  hers, 
Corliss' — 

It  was  too  much!  Betty  Cameron  to 
substitute  for  her  ... 

SLOWLY — vaguely — an  idea  began  to 
stir  around  in  her  mind.  A  substitute. 
It  was  just  a  little  idea  .  .  .  just  the 
germ  of  one — but  by  the  time  she  had 
reached  home,  it  was  suddenly  full- 
blown. She  raced  up  the  steps  of  the 
Franklin  home  and  pealed  the  bell. 

Impatiently  she  waited.  Would 
Dexter  never  come? 

"Oh,  Dexter!"  She  flung  herself 
down  on  the  nearest  porch  chair, 
clutching  his  arm  and  pulling  him 
down  with  her.  "I've  got  the  most 
terrific  solution!  You  don't  want  me 
to  be  President,  do  you?  I  mean — I've 
been  thinking  it  over  and  I  think  I 
really  must  sacrifice  my  political  ambi- 
tions for  the  good  of  the  school.  They 
need  me  in  the  school  play  and  I  just 
have  to  wear  that  dress— I  mean — 
look.  Dexter — why  can't  we  find  a  sub- 
stitute for  me?  To  run  against  Vincent 
Olds?     A  dark  horse!" 

"Gee,  Corliss — "  Dexter  was  be- 
wildered. "You  mean  you  don't  think 
you  should  run?  But  why  don't  you 
just  withdraw?" 

She  shook  her  head.  "I  can't  do  that. 
Then  Vincent  would  be  elected  for 
sure.  He'd  have  no  opposition  and  I 
can't  let  everybody  down  like  that,  all 
the  kids  who've  worked  so  hard  to 
defeat  him  and  elect  me.  We've  just 
got  to  find  a  dark  horse." 

For  a  moment  Dexter  looked  wildly, 
eagerly  hopeful.  Then,  slowly,  he  col- 
lapsed into  pessimism.  "Can't  be 
done,  Corliss.  The  dark  horse  would 
have  to  be  pretty,  to  get  the  votes  from 
the  guys.  The  women's  votes  aren't  so 
dangerous — Minnie  Jenkins  has  them 
all  sewed  up.  They'll  vote  any  way 
she  says.  But  where  are  we  going  to 
find  anyone  tha,t's  pretty  enough  for  a 
campaign  picture  and  yet  someone 
Minnie  will  get  behind  and  work  for, 
too?     She  thinks  you're  Joan  of  Arc." 

Corliss  thought  for  a  long  time  and 
pessimism  overtook  her  too.  Then  she 
sighed  and  slowly  got  to  her  feet,  her 
shoulders  held  back  bravely,  her  whole 
figure  one  of  tragic  renunciation.  "I 
guess  you're  right.  I  guess  I'll  just  have 
to  go  through  with  it.  Dexter,  when 
I'm  President — will  you  call  me  up 
sometime?  Or  are  Presidents  allowed 
to  have  dates?  Maybe  we  could  go 
somieplace  where  it  wouldn't  matter  if 
I'm  in  old  ragged  clothes." 

"Aw — gee — Corliss."  But  not  even 
Dexter  could  find  the  right  words  to 
help.  The  future  was  dark  for  him, 
too. 


KIDNEYS 
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Help  15  Miles  of  Kidney  Tubes 
Flush  Out  Poisonous  Waste 

If  yoti  have  an  excess  of  acids  in  your  blood,  your  16 
miles  of  kidney  tubes  may  be  over-worked.  These  tiny 
filters  and  tubes  are  working  day  and  night  to  help 
Nature  rid  your  system  of  excess  acids  and  poisonous 
waste. 

When  disordei'  of  kidney  function  permits  poison* 
ous  matter  to  remain  in  your  blood,  it  may  cause  nag- 
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INSTANT  REUEF 

Protect  sore  toes  from  tight  shoes  with  Dr.  Scholl's 
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I  Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema. 
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ing troubles.  Use  cooling,  medicated 
D.D.D.  Prescription.  Greaseless,  stain- 
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It  will  pay  you  to  try  Dr.  Guild's 
GREEN  MOUNTAIN  ASTH- 
MATIC COMPOUND  for  the 
relief  of  summer  asthmatic  attacks. 
This  product  has  brought  comfort- 
ing relief  to  thousands  of  sufferers 
during  the  past  77  years.  Cigarettes, 
50^.  Powder,  25(1  and  $1.00  at  nearly 
all  drug  stores.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply  you,  order  direct.  Use  only 
as  directed  on  package.  Write  for 
FREE  SAMPLE.  J.  H.  GuUd  Co, 
DeptD- 17, Rupert,  Vermont 


BeYour  Own  MUSIC  Teacher 

LEARN  AT   HOME   THIS   QUICK   MONET-SAVING   WAT 
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stead of  tiresome  exercises.  You  read  real  notes — no 
"numbers"  or  trick  music.  Some  of  our  850,000  students 
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First  you  are  told  what  to  do.  Then  a  picture  shows  vou 
how.  Soon  you  can  play  many  popular  sonijs. 
Mall  coupon  for  our  illustrated  Free  Book 
and  Print  and  Picture  Sample.  Mention 
your  favorite  in.strument.  U.  S.  School  of 
Music,  3069  Brunswick  Bldg.,  N.Y.  10,  N.Y. 


FREE 
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U.  S.  School  of  Music,  3069  Brunswick  Bldg.,  N.Y.  10,  N.Y. 

Please  send  me  Free  Booklet  and  Print  and  Picture  Sample. 
I  would  like  to  play  (Name  Instrument). 


(Please  Print) 


The  party  should  have  been  a  suc- 
cess. Mrs.  Archer  had  made  platters 
of  sandwiches  and  fillings  for  more, 
when  those  ran  out.  Soft  drinks  were 
stacked  in  and  around  the  refrigerator. 
The  rugs  were  rolled  up.  The  favorite 
dance  records  had  been  loaned.  The 
ping-pong  table  was  set  up  in  the 
basement. 

And  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Archer  had  cleared 
out,  visiting  the  Franklins  next  door, 
where  they  could  keep  an  eye  on  things 
and  yet  not  be  in  the  way. 

Yes,  the  set-up  was  perfect.  And 
Corliss,  with  hollow  laugh  and  empty 
heart  and  lackluster  eyes,  noted  that 
all  of  the  guests  had  the  insensitivity  to 
think  it  was  just  that.  A  perfectly 
wonderful  party.  They  couldn't  see 
beneath  the  surface  to  the  mockery  it 
was  for  Corliss — and  for  Dexter.  The 
two  of  them  sat  sedately,  as  befitted  a 
candidate  and  her  manager,  on  the 
sofa,  wistfully  eyeing  the  fun,  but 
keeping  a  little  apart.  Evidently  no 
one  could  tell  that  the  smiles  they  wore 
were  false. 

"Oh,  this  is  a  simply  drooly  party, 
Corliss!"  Mildred  Ames  bounced  up  to 
her  hostess.  And  Corliss  noticed,  with 
practically  no  feeling  at  all,  that  Mil- 
dred's new  dress  was  the  identical  one 
she,  herself,  had  wanted  in  Simmons 
window.  It  didn't  matter,  now.  "I'm 
having  such  fun.  And  you  ought  to 
pick  up  a  lot  of  votes  tonight.  Every- 
body's enjoying — everybody's — Minnie 
Jenkins!" 

EVERYONE  turned  and  looked  to- 
wards the  doorway.  What  they  saw 
was  worth  a  look. 

For  Minnie  Jenkins  to  make  a  late, 
dramatic  entrance  at  a  party  was  un- 
heard-of. But  for  Minnie  Jenkins  to 
look  as  she  did  was  incredible. 

Gone  was  the  harried,  care-worn  look. 
Gone  was  the  usual  practical  cotton 
frock  that  wouldn't  be  hurt  by  working 
in  the  kitchen.  This  Minnie  Jenkins 
was  wearing  a  blissful,  ecstatic  dream 
of  floating  tulle  and  an  expression  of 
confident  triumph.  Her  hair  was  piled 
up  on  top  of  her  head  with  the  perkiest 
of  black  velvet  ribbons  to  crown  its 
perfection.  With  her  glasses  off,  her 
eyes  were  soft  and  deep  blue  and — 
yes — coquettish! 

Someone  who  had  heard  her  name 
called  and  hadn't  yet  taken  a  look, 
came  rushing  up.  "Minnie — we're  run- 
ning out  of  lemons  for  the  lemonade. 
Mrs.  Archer  said  we  could  come  over 
to  the  Franklins  and  borrow  some 
if  we  needed  more.  Will  you — will 
you — "  the  speaker  paused  and  took 
another  look.  Because  Minnie  wasn't 
listening.     Minnie  wasn't  there. 

She  was  out  on  the  dance  floor,  hav- 
ing the  time  of  her  life  that  only  comes 
to  acknowledged  belles.  She  was  going 
from  partner  to  partner.  She  was  ac- 
cepting a  glass  of  lemonade  from  an 
admiring  male — a  glass,  which,  for 
once,  she  had  not  made  herself. 

Corliss  stared  in  amazement.  Dex- 
ter's  jaw  had  dropped.       ^ 

"Why — why,  she's  pretty!"  he  said. 
''Who'd  ever  have  thought  it?  What 
has  she  done  to  herself?" 

It  came  to  Corliss  suddenly  "She's 
emancipated.  Dexter.  That's  what's 
happened.  She's  standing  up  for  her 
rights." 

"She  sure  is.  And  I'm  all  for  it." 
Dexter  was  enthusiastic  and  Corliss 
agreed. 

In  fact,  everyone  seemed  to  agree 
it  was  a  fine  tiling.  They  liked  the 
change.  Not  even  the  girls  who  carried 
the  trays  and  handed  around  sand- 
wiches    could    begrudge    Minnie    her 
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Wonderful!  Yodora  stops  perspiration  odor 
safely,  quickly  .  .  .  yet  is  positively  sooth- 
ing to  normal  skin.  Made  with  a  face  cream 
base,  with  no  acid  salts  to  cause  irritation, 
Yodora  actually  helps  soften  your  skin,  like  a 
face  cream.  No  other  known  deodorant  gives 
this  PLUS  protection.  Try  Yodora,  the  sooth- 
ingest  deodorant.  Tubes  or  jars,  10^,  30(,  60(«. 
McKesson  &  Robbins,  Inc.,  Bridgeport,  Conn. 
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You'll  See,  Feel  The  Difference  In  Seconds! 


Just  two  (Jrops  of  safe  EYE-GENE  in  your  eyes 
tired  or  bloodshot  from  overwork,  wind,  glare,  late 
fcours  or  over-indulgence  — presto  ! —they  will  be 
rested,  cleared,  refreshed !  Yes, 
EYE-GENE  is  positively  SAFE. 
Use  it  every  day.  At  all  Drug 
stores  in  handy  eye -dropper 
bottles -20^,  60#  and  $1.00. 


r*  Guaranteed  by  *\ 
L  Good  Housekeeping  J 
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make   sure   of 

fhis  accepted  modern  way  I 


1^  4 


feminine  doinfiness  is  o  fleeting  fhing! 
That's  why  fastidious  women  prefer  the 
Faultless  Feminine  Syringe  for  intimate 
hygienic  care.  Scientifically  designed... 
convenient ...  no  accessories  to  assemble 
.  .  .  thoroughly,  gently  cleansing.  89c  to 
$2.89  at  drug  stores  everywhere.  Send 
for  free  booklet  "Facts  You  Should  Know 
About  Intimate  Feminine  Care."  Feminine 
Products  Division,  Dept.  RM97. 
The  Faultless  Rubber  Company 
Ashland,  Ohio  4^ 


feminine    syringes 


flyl^^t         SHOWING     NEWEST        k   J 


MAKE  MONEY— lots  of  it  — between   now  and 

Christmas.  Amazing  values  in  PERSONAL  IM- 
PRINTED CARDS  including  50  for  $1.  and  25  for 
$1.  Also  fast-selling  BOXES  including  our  outstand- 
ing "BLUE  RIBBON^'  ASSORTMENT.  Gift  wrappings,  etch- 
inss.  Religious  Assortments.  Samples  sent  on  approval. 
Ho  experience  necessary.  CHAS.  A.  BELZ  CO. 
Dept.    lvl-2  914  Walnut  St.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


The  bookkeeper  worked  on  his  books  all  day, 
A  balance  to  strike  in  the  usual  woy.    ' 
But  add  and  subtract  he  could  not  do. 
His  aching  head  had  him  in  a  stew. 

*  •  * 
Yes,  a  headache  can  surely  throw 
most  anyone  off  balance,  but  a  "BC" 
Headache  Powder  offers  soothing  re- 
Uef.  Quiets  neuralgic  pains  and  minor 
muscular  aches,  too.  On  sale  every- 
vvhere.  10^  and  25?!  packages.  Cau- 
tion: use  only  as  directed.  Ask  for 
a  package  today! 


^-SJI^tHCHES 
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night  of  triumph.  Too  many  times  she 
had  waited  on  them. 

But  now  the  evening  was  drawing  to 
its  height  and  to  its  big  event.  To  Cor- 
liss' speech.  Her  first  campaign  speech, 
which  would  launch  her  into  the  last 
and  decisive  days  of  the  election  battle. 
They  gathered  around  in  the  living 
room,  all  these  her  friends  and  possible 
voters,  seating  themselves  on  floor  and 
chairs  and  sofa,  waiting  to  hear  her 
maiden  speech  that  would  be  the 
touch-off  for  the  whoJ'^  campaign. 

The  speech  that  v>/ould,  to  Corliss, 
seal  her  doom  and  cut  her  off  from  the 
human  race  for  a  whole  year. 

She  struggled  to  her  feet.  Had  she 
once — long  ago — ^a  week  ago^looked 
forward  to  this  moment  with  excite- 
ment and  elation  and  pride?  Had  she 
seen  herself  bom  on  the  crest  of  popu- 
larity into  presidential  office?  Jeepers! 

She'd  like  to  tell  them  the  truth.  But 
she  couldn't.  She'd  have  to  go  through 
with  it.    She  began. 

IADIES  and  gentlemen — fellow-stu- 
dents— it  gives  me  great  pleasure — 
great  pleasure — " 

Her  throat  choked  up.  She  had  a 
sudden  vision  of  a  Corliss  Archer  who 
would  never  be — ^the  Corliss  Archer 
who  might  have  walked  across  the 
stage  in  a  princess'  costume  of  gold 
cloth  and  sequins.  She  looked  wildly 
around  for  help.  Her  eyes  fell  on  Min- 
nie Jenkins. 

" great  pleasure  to — " 

Corliss  stopped  short.  The  dark 
horse!  Why,  of  course!  The  idea  was  a 
natural. 

" to  introduce  your  new  candi- 
date for  Student  Body  President — " 

A  low  murmur  went  through  the 
room.  Dexter  had  already  said  just 
that,  introducing  the  candidate,  Corliss 
Archer.  Who  was  Corliss  introducing? 
Herself? 

"Minnie  Jenkins!" 

It  was  much  later  that  night  and 
Mr.  Archer  had  already  ordered  Dex- 
ter— twice — to  go  home  and  get  to  bed, 
but  he  just  couldn't  leave.  There  was 
too  much  to  be  explained  and  talked 
about.  And  there  was  still  a  sliver  of 
moon  left  and  he  and  Corliss  were 
alone,  for  once. 

"Gee — Corliss — what  ever  made  you 
think  of  Minnie?  It  was  a  colossal 
idea,  that's  what  it  was.  And  so  noble 
and  wonderful  of  you,  giving  up  your 
chance  to  be  President  just  so  that 
Fiinnie  could  have  it.  Everyone  is 
talking  about  what  a  terrific  sacrifice 
you  made." 

"Dexter  Franklin,  you're  just  plain 
dumb!  You  know  I  didn't  want  to 
run  for  office.  I  told  you  this  after- 
noon. And  Minnie  does.  She  says 
she's  emancipated  and  I  guess  she  is, 
but  I'll  bet  she  still  likes  doing  things 
for  people.     It's  in  her  blood." 

"She's  sure  to  win."  Dexter  was  a 
happy  man.  "She's  pretty  enough  to 
get  the  guys'  votes — and  all  the  girls 
remember  everything  she's  done  for 
them  and  they'll  all  turn  out  for  her. 
It'll  be  a  landslide." 

Corliss  turned  over  and  over  a  piece 
of  ribbon  in  her  fingers.  "Only  one 
thing.  Are  you  planning  to  be  her 
campaign  manager,  Dexter?" 

"Me?  Gosh,  no.  The  only  reason  I 
was  manager  for  you  and  knocking 
myself  out  was  because — well,  you 
promised — you  said  if  I  was  your  man- 
ager you'd — " 

And  then  he  was  alone.  Corliss  had 
gone  into  the  house.  Dexter  put  up  his 
hand  to  his  cheek,  holding  it  there  for 
a  moment  in  grateful  awe.  She  had 
kissed  him! 


ladies 


Eam%^23 
Wekli/! 
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ORlSSGNtH 
TO 


Ladies,  here's  your  chance 
earn  up  to  $23  weekly  I  And  besides, 
take  your  pick  of  dozens  of  gorgeous 
Fall  dresses — without  a  penny  of 
cost.  That's  what  we  offer  you  for  rep- 
resenting us  in  your  spare  time.  Show 
our  popular  frocks  to  your  friends* 
then  send  us  their  orders.  Collect  hand- 
eome  cash  commissions  in  advance.  No 
canvassing  orexperience  necessary.  Get 
free  details  of  this  unusual  offer  and 
portfolio  of  new  styles.  Everything  fur- 
nished FREE.  Rush  name,  address  and 
dress  size  on  postcard.  Fashion  Frocks, 
Inc.,  Dept.  53039,  Cincinnati  25,  O. 


New  CHRISTMAS  CARDSJ: 


'  Show  gorgeous  new  Christnias  cards 
to  friends . . .  others  yon  know.  Daz- 
zling21  ChrfBtmas  card  $1  "Feature" 
f  assortment  sells  on  sight. Other  money 
makers:  Religions,  Humorous,  Every- 
day cards.  Gift  Wrappings,  Stationery 
.  .  .Christmas  Cards  with  name,  25' 
WRrTE   FOR   for  $1  up.    Send  for 
SAMPLES   samples  on  approval. 
PROCESS  CORP.,  Troy  at  2 1st  St. 
Dept.  L-15         CHICAGO  23,  ILLINOIS 


BirthstoneRingmVM 


I  Lovely  solid  sterling  I 

I  silver  cushion  shape  I 

I  set  ring  in  your  own  [  

I  BIrthstone  Color  mW>^  SiULtf^^ 
given  tor  selling  4  pfil-*--^^-'^'-nt.-t 

I  boxes  Rosebud  Salve  I 

I  at25ceachTeniittiQg  I 

I  the  $1.00  to  us.  Send  I 
No  Money.    Order  f 

4  Rosebud  Salve  byonecentpo«tcard. ^^_ 

<WilI  mail  ring  and  4  salve  now,  if  you  send  $1 .00  with  order.) 
ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO.  Box  70*  WOODSBORO,  MARYUND. 


MAKE  MOHEY  FAST 


Sell  Big-Value  Christmas  Cards 

Show  leading-  line  of  greeting  cards!   Smart- 
est designs,  newest  decorations  . . ,  greatest  | 
values.  Name-lmprinted'ChristmasCards 
—so  and  25  for  $1.   Show  22  different  su- 
perb Assortments.    "Supercraft"  21-cardj 
Christmas,  Religious,  Humorous,  Everyday,  \ 
Stationery.  Write  today  for  21-card  assort- 
ment sent  on  approval  and  FREE  samples.  | 

PhiltipsCardCo..S43HuntSt.Newton.l\Aass. 


With  Form 
Tailored 


iToR'rREE  OUTFIT 


Women  %o  wild  about  "Form-Tailored" 
Lingerie — new,  glamorous  styling',  new 
kind  of  fitting-,  high  quality  workman- 
ship. Low  prices  brine:  quick  orders. 
Also  fine  hosiery,  girdles  and  under- 
wear for  the  whole  family.  If  you  want 
money,  full  or  spare  time,  write  today 
for  complete,  beautiful,  illustrated 
Style  Equipment  —  sent  ABSOLUTELY 
FREE. 


WORLD'S    STAR-MALLOCH 

Dept.    H-39,   Grand   Rapids,   Mich. 


XMAS  MOHEY  NOW! 

-  -SELLING   MAYFAIR'S    _ 
41   Christmas   Card  C^ 

Im  ■      Box  Assortment  for    '*  I 
Your  Profit  Up  to  50c  Per  Box 

Other  Outstanding  Values 

RoQueat  Box  On  Approval 

Rush  Name  and  Address  NOWl 

MAYFAIR   GREETING   CARD 

Dept.  IVI,40E.20thSt.,NcwYork3,N.Y. 


LEG  SUFFERERS 

Why  continue  to  sutfer  without  attempt- 
ing to  do  something?  Write  today  for  New 
Booklet— "THE  LIEPE  METHODS  FOB 
HOME  USE."  It  tells  about  Varicose 
Ulcers  and  Open  Leg  Sores.  Llepe  Methods 
used  while  you  walk.  More  than  40  years  of 
success.  Praised  and  en- 
dorsed by  multitudes. 

UEPE  METHODS,  3284  N.Green  Bay  Ave. 

Dept.  J-12,   Milwauke«,   Wisconsin 


FREE 

BOOKLET 


m 


SAMPLi 


3  me,  and  I'll  send  yoa  tbis  big  package  c 

actual  sample  fabrics  and  style  presentation 
JIBSOLUTELY  FREE.  You'll  see  gor- 
;ous,  newest  style  dresses  — lovely 
.lingerie— hosiery,  men'sshirtsand 
^  ^socks- all  at  LOW  PRICES. 
Take  orders  from  friends 
I  and  make  money  ih  spare  time. 
GET  FREE  SAMPLESI 
Send  no  money  for  thisb  is- profit 
I  lineof  Bamplefabrjcs.lt  ayoura 
free.  Rusn  name, address  now, 
THE  MELVILLE  CO.,  Dept.  4340,  CINCINNATI  3,  OHIO 


EASE  TORTURE 
PILES 


OF 
SIMPLE 


•  Here's  a  single  soothing  medicine 
to  speed  relief  from  tortures  of  simple 
piles.  It's  amazing  Pazo*.  Acts  at  once 
to  relieve  pain  and  itching — soothes 
inflamed  tissues — lubricates  dry,  hard- 
ened parts — helps  prevent  cracking 
and  soreness— reduce  swelling  and 
check  minor  bleeding.  The  help  you 
get  is  wonderful! 

So,  to  speed  relief  from  itchingf  and 
pain  of  simple  piles,  get  Pazo*.  Your 
doctor  can  tell  you  about  it.  At  all 
druggists'  in  tubes  with  perforated 
pile  pipe  for  simple,  thorough  appli- 
cation— also  tins  and  suppositories. 
*Pile  Ointment  and  Suppositories, 


"PEPE"  PIN  .  .  .  All 
Mexican  Silver  .  .  An 
appealing  little  char- 
acter from  Old  Mexico. 
11/2  inches  tall. 
POSTPAID $2.95 

BOX  27  5,  DEPT.   1  0  6    SAN    ANTONIO.  TEXAS. 


IMAGINSl 
THIS! 


5  GREAT  MONSr-MAKING  LINES 
penSOMAl  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


FREE    SAMPLES    PERSONAL    STATIONERY 

Odd  Everydiiy  oiwort- 


Bib  line  illiri 

ment-.  .Sell  orfir  50c  to  »1 .00— your  prof.l. 
25<-  lo  5S«-  per  bo%.  Exlra  borin*.  Wrile 
loda>  for  free  sample"  perMinuI  Vitri't- 
miu  <-itrd>,  Bimioiien',  und  I,,eii(ier  2 1  tard 
CliriiliniiiK,  16.ciirti  Feature  AIUOr<ii>ion 
■■•MtrlinenU  on  uppruvHl.  5perial  OfTcr»< 


rREE 

SAMPLES 

SO  ior  $1.00 

25  for  $1.00 

PERSONALS 


CHKISTMAS 
CARDS 

COST  YOU  AS 
LOW  AS  ^^A 


ElMIRA  GREETING  CARD  CO.,  Dept.  Mi»5.  tlntiiro,  N.  Y. 

STAMMER? 

This  new  128-page  book,  "Stammering.  Its  Cause 
and  Correction."  describes  the  Bogue  Unit  Method 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut- 
tering— successful  for  46  years,  Benj,  N,  Bogue 
Dept.  1199.  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4.  Ind, 


RADIO  ACTOR 


-  yeu  cin  prepare  at  home  for  a  fasciaating  big- 
pay  career  aj  radio  actor  or  aooouacer.  No  background  needed. 
Complete,  easy  course  by  radio  profesiionaU,  plus  job-getting  secret*. 
Unlimited  opportunities  for  trained  meo  and  women,  all  ages.  Get 
FREE  details  now.  Limited  enrollment.  Write  or  wire  TODAY. 
RADIO  TALENT  CASTING  AGENCY  •  Home  Training  DIv. 
1028  Equitable  Bldg^  Department  l~A.  Hollywood  28,  California 


INGROWN  NAIL 

iQiT^fer^rpi*  Hurting  You? 

L.    >4 1)  imJM     Immediate 
Relief! 

A  few  dropa  of  OUTGRO  bring  blessed  relief  from 
tormenting:  pain  of  ingrown  nail.  OUTGRO  tough- 
ens the  skin  underneath  the  nail,  allowing  the  nail 
to  be  cut  and  thus  preventing  further  pain  and  dis- 
comfort. OUTGRO  IS  available  at  all  drug  counters. 

WhitehallPharmacalCo.,Dept.MWG,N.r.l6,N.T. 


iVERYONE  BUYS  CHMSIMAS  CARDS 

you  can  toth  in  on  this  great  seasonal  demand. 
'  21  CADDS— (vety  (ord  with  hand-applied  deiorolions. 
They  sell  on  sight,  Immediote  orden!  You  overoje  100%  MOfll 
IT  COSTS  YOU  NOTHING  TO   CET  OUR  SAMPLES. 

START  MAKING  MONEY  AT  ONCE!  V/RIU  TODAYI 
FANMOUR  PUBLISHING  CORP.   si  Host  Street.  New  York  7,  N.  Y. 

FALSE  TEETH 

KLUTCH   holds  them   tighter 

KLUTCH  forms  a  comfort  cushion;  holds  dental  plates  so 
much  Hrmer  and  snugger  that  one  can  eat  and  talk  with 
greater  comfort  and  security:  In  many  cases  almost  as 
well  as  with  natural  teeth.  Klutch  lessens  the  constant 
fear  of  a  dropping,  rocking,  chafing  plate,  25c  and  50c  at 
druggists,  ,  ,  .  If  your  druggist  hasn't  it,  don't  waste 
money  on  substitutes,  but  send  US  lOc  and  we  will 
mail  you  a  generous  trial  box.  ©  I,  P.  INC. 

KLUTCH  CO.  Box  4786  I  ELMIRA,  N.  Y. 


No  Less  Than  Heaven 

(Continued  from  page  27) 

He  and  Thelma  used  to  go  out  to- 
gether on  Saturday  nights,  to  dances  or 
movies  or  bowling  alleys.  In  his 
second-hand  roadster,  they  went  on 
Sunday  picnics,  sometimes  alone  and 
sometimes  with  another  couple.  Jerry 
was  about  average  height  and  he  had 
average  good  looks — and  that  was  the 
trouble,  as  far  as  Thelma  was  con- 
cerned.    He  was  just  too  average. 

Thelma  still  had  her  dreams,  even 
if  they  weren't  about  stardom.  "I 
want — I  want  more  than  that,"  she 
said  once  to  Jerry,  somewhere  around 
the  tenth  time  he  asked  her  to  marry 
him.  "Oh,  I'm  awfully  fond  of  you, 
Jerry,  but — but  I'm  afraid  I  couldn't 
make  you  happy,  because  what  I  really 
want  is — " 

She  stopped,  and  after  a  minute 
Jerry  prompted  her.  "Is.  what, 
Thelma?" 

"Oh — everything,  I  guess,"  Thelma 
said,  her  violet  eyes  looking  past  him. 
"To  be  rich,  for  one  thing.  To  have 
lots  of  expensive  clothes,  and  eat  in 
expensive  restaurants  and  liye  in  an 
expensive  house.  I  want  to  buy  perfume 
at  a  hundred  dollars  an  ounce,  and 
then  give  it  away  to  the  maid  be- 
cause I  don't  like  it  after  all.  I  want 
to  go  to  South  America  and  have 
my  name  and  picture  in  the  papers — " 

"Gosh!"  Jerry  said  resentfully.  "You 
do  want  just  about  everything  in  the 
world,  don't  you?" 

I'D  be  satisfied,  I  guess,  with  only 
part  of  it,"  Thelma  admitted.  "But 
don't  you  see — if  I  married  you,  I 
wouldn't  get  any  of  it?  .  .  .  Oh,  I  know 
that  sounds  horrible,  Jerry,  but  it's 
true.  I'm  sorry  to  hurt  you,  but  isn't 
that  better  than  lying  to  you?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Jerry  said  after  a 
moment.  "Doesn't  the— the  fact  that 
I  love  you  mean  anything  at  all?" 

"It  does  now — but  it  wouldn't  al- 
ways, I'm  afraid." 

Jerry  thought  awhile,  a  worried  and 
unhappy  frown  creasing  his  forehead. 
"I  just  don't  believe  it,"  he  said 
finally.  "I  don't  believe  you're  as 
mercenary  as  you  sound.  You  may 
think  you  are,  but  you  aren't,  really 
— because  if  you  were  I  wouldn't  have 
fallen  in  love  with  you  in  the  first 
place.  So  I  think  I'll  stick  around  until 
you  change  your  mind." 

That  wasn't  very  logical  of  Jerry, 
perhaps.  And  yet,  somehow,  he  was 
right.  Thelma  wasn't  really  mer- 
cenary. She  didn't  want  money  as 
much  as  she  wanted  excitement,  es- 
cape, even  danger.  She  was  bored 
with  her  job  and  with  her  home — 
she  lived  with  her  aunt  in  an  old- 
fashioned  house  on  one  of  the  streets 
where  Los  Angeles  merges  into  Holly- 
wood— with  the  people  she  knew,  in- 
cluding Jerry,  and  most  of  all,  she  was 
bored  with  herself.  But  money  and 
the  things  it  would  buy  were  the  only 
symbols  of  escape  Thelma  knew,  and 
that  is  why  she  sounded  mercenary, 
even  though  she  wasn't. 

Her  vacation  was  one  of  those  sym- 
bols. For  fifty  weeks  out  of  every  year, 
Thelma  lived  for  the  other  two  weeks 
— her  vacation  weeks.  She  skimped 
on  lunches,  on  clothes  for  the  office 
and  things  she  really  needed,  in  order 
to  have  plenty  of  money  for  that 
glorious  vacation. 

She  never  went  far  from  Hollywood 
for  these  holidays,  because  traveling 
costs  money  and  she  wanted  to  spend 


THAN?, 


-^LONGERhair 
dresses  better 
in  latest  styles 


DO  YOU  WANT««e 

Longer  Hair? 

^THEN  TRY  THIS  PROVEN  EASY 
SYSTEM  ON  YOUR  HAIR  •  *  *  * 
Helps  Prevent  Brittle  Ends  Breaking  Off! 

O  Hair  May  Get  Longer 

■when  Bcalp  and  hair  conditions  are  normal  and 
the  dry,  brittle,  breaking  off  hair  can  be  retarded 
by  supplementing  the  natural  hair  oils,  it  has  a 
chance  to  get  longer  and  much  more  beautiful. 
Just  try  the  e»sy  JUELENE  Sy8\;em  7  days  and 
let  your  mirror  prove  results.  Your  money  back 
if  not  delighted.  See  if  Juelene's  tendency  to  help 
your  hair  to  become  softer,  silkier,  more  lustrous 
than  it  has  been  before — in  just  one  short  week 
helps  your  hair  gain  its  normal  beauty. 

O   BRUNETTES,  BLONDES,  TITIANSI 

Just  try  this  System  on  your  HAIR  seven 
days  and  see  if  you  are  really  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  LONGER  HAIR  that  so  often 
captures  Love  and  Romance  for  you. 

^  Send  No  Money! 

Just  mail  the  convenient  introductory  coupon.  Take 
advantage  of  this  Fully  Guaranteed  Introductory 
Offer  today,  and  know  at  last  the  happiness  of  pos- 
sessing really  lovelier  hair  and  be  envied  by  so  many. 
JUEL  COMPANY,  4727  N.  Damen,  Chicago  25,  Illinois 

fm^^I^ImoDircToTY  COU'PON!  j 

I  JUEL  COIMPANY.  Dept.  N-610  I 

I  4727  North  Damen,  Chicago  25,  III.  | 

I  Yes  I  want  easy-to-manage,  longer  hair.  I  will  try  the  | 
I  JUELENE  SYSTEM  for  7  days.  If  my  mirror  doesn  t  | 
i  ahowsatisfactory  results,  I  will  ask  for  my  money  back.   | 

»  D I  am  enclosing  $1.00.  ! 

D  Send  C.  O.  D.  plus  postage.  9 

JUELENE  Comes  in  2  Forms 

D  POMADE         D  LIQUID 


M 


.ZONE STATE I 


•  g^°  Our  Customers  Participate  in  Gifts  "^^  J 


R 

103 


NOW!  The  ONE-UNIT 

HEARING  AID 

Thousands  Have  Waited  for 


The  New 


ONt-UN\T 


I^A^ 


THIS  IS  ALL  -Jf 


YOU  WEAR  i 

NO  SEPARATE 

BATTERY  PACK 
NO  DANGLING 

BATTERY  CORDS 

The  tiny  new  beltone 
Mono-Pac  is  about  H  size^ 
and  weight  of  old-style  I 

hearing  aids,  yet  so|!L,._ . 

powerfmyou  hear  even  '"•'♦Sn^^^ 
whispers!  Get  helpful  /<j5»«°S?'»!;,;>^ 

facts  about  this  neW/^'^Ouarameedby*^ 

"miracle"  aid  invalu-\5,°°'>""'««'<"P'';8/ 
able  FREE  book  about  ^4:««:-si22S^ 
deafness.  Find  out  why  more  people 
hear  with  beltone  than  any 
other  One-Unit  Hearing  Aid. 
BELTONE  HEARINC  AID  CO..  Dept  mwg79.| 

14SO  W.  ISth  Street,  Chicago  8,  III. 


FREE  BOOKLET 


I  VllVJV;!!^^^  Beltone  Hearing  Aid  Co.  I 

' Oept.  MW679,  14S0W.  19thSt.,ChlcaKe8.IU.  * 
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electric  refrigerator  that  fits  into 
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plete with  a  built-in  25  lb.  Frozen 
Food  Locker,  a  roomy  Vegetable 
Crisp-0-Lator  and  Coolerator's 
"Econ-o-Mizer'\  Freezing  Unit. 

*T.  M.  Ree.  U.  S.Pat.  Off. 


Coo\cx<iVoY 


Flavor  Saver 
REFRIGERATORS   AND  FREEZERS 
The  Cooleralor  Company,  Dept.  MW>97 
Duluth  1,  Minnesota 


what  she  had  upon  living  luxuriously, 
at  a  fine  hotel.  So  one  year  she  had 
gone  to  Carmel,  and  another  to  Yose- 
mite,  and  this  year — the  year  it  hap- 
pened— she  was  going  to  the  Lodge  in 
the  Pines,  on  one  of  the  mountain  lakes. 
At  sales  in  the  good  shops,  all  wiji- 
ter  long,  she  had  carefully  gathered 
her  wardrobe — sports  dresses,  play 
suits,  evening  gowns,  accessories. 
Hardly  anything  she  bought  would  be 
of  any  use  to  her  when  the  vacation 
was  over.  A  few  of  the  sports  clothes, 
perhaps,  she  could  wear  on  Sundays; 
but  Jerry's  income  didn't  run  to  affairs 
you  attended  wearing  a  strapless 
evening  gown.  And,  what  was  more, 
the  girl  who  went  out  with  Jerry 
wasn't  the  kind  of  girl  who  would 
wear  these  clothes,  because  they  were 
daring  clothes,  sophisticated,  eye- 
catching. They  were  clothes  for  the 
kind  of  girl  Thelma  would  have  liked 
to  be. 

AS  the  time  for  her  vacation  ap- 
proached, Thelma  grew  more  and 
more  excited.  It  didn't  matter  that 
nothing  much  had  happened  on  her  pre- 
vious vacations,  nothing  but  a  few  mild 
flirtations  with  young  fellows  she  -had 
never  seen  again.  This  year  it  was 
going  to  be  different,  this  year  someone 
— some  romantic  someone — was  going 
to  fall  madly  in  love  with  her,  and — 
but,  oddly  -enough,  her  anticipations 
never  went  beyond  that  point. 

"I  don't  get  it,"  Jerry  said  sulkily. 
"Going  up  to  a  fancy-pants, place  like 
that  all  by  yourself.  What  fun  is  there 
in  doing  that?  You  won't  know  any- 
body, you'll  be  lonesome — " 

"I'll  meet  people." 

"If  you  were  going  with  another 
girl,  even — but  all  alone!" 

Thelma  didn't  -  explain  that  she 
didn't  want  to  go  with  another  girl. 
Another  girl  would  only  complicate 
things.  It  would  be  like'  taking  with 
her  a  little  piece  of  her  everyday  life, 
and  she  wanted  to  leave  that  entirely 
behind  her. 

Thelma  felt  herself  changing  as  the 
train  took  her  up  into  the  mountains, 
that  first  day  of  her  vacation.  In  her 
new  blue  suit,  she  felt  herself  becom- 
ing exciting,  mysterious,  alluring — not 
just  a  stenographer  embarking  on  her 
two-week  holiday,  but  a  woman  of  the 
world  ready  for  adventure. 

She  reached  the  Lodge  just  in  time 
to  dress  for  dinner.  It  was  a  wonder- 
ful place,  she  told  herself  as  she  laid 
out  the  sleek  new  evening  gown. 
Coming  up  from  the  station  in  a  taxi, 
she  had  passed  tennis  courts  and  a  golf 
course,  where  people  in  bright  clothes 
were  playing.  The  Lodge  was  a  big, 
rambling  building,  with  a  dining  room 
and  dance  floor  built  out  over  the 
lake  itself;  from  her  window  Thelma 
could  see  the  blue  sky  and  bluer  water, 
a  speedboat  cutting  a  sharp  path  in  the 
distance.  ' 

At  dinner,  the  tall  head-waiter  led 
her  to  a  table  near  the  window.  That 
was  a  good  omen;  if  he'd  tucked  her 
away  in  a  corner  it  would  have  meant 
that  nobody  would  notice  her,  nobody 
would  try  to  make  friends  with  her. 
She  ordered  and  looked  around  the 
room  at  the  other  diners.  Some  family 
groups,  a  couple  who  looked  like 
honeymooners,  four  young  people  eat- 
ing together  and  being  very  gay,  a 
distinguished-looking  man  with-  a 
deeply  tanned  face  and  dark  hair, 
several  tables  away  from"  her  .  .  .  The 
distinguished  looking  man  raised  his 
eyes  and  caught  her  watching  him,  and 
she  let  her  own  feyes  travel  past  him, 
indifferently. 
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After  dinner  she  went  into  the 
lounge,  where  coffee  was  served.  Sud- 
denly she  was  depressed.  It  would  be 
terrible  if  nothing  happened  on  this 
vacation — if  she  just  sat  around  by 
herself,  and  ate,  and  swam  a  little 
bit,  and'said  "How  do  you  do?"  to  the 
old  ladies  and  married  couples. 

"May  I?" 

It  was  the  man  from  the  dining  room, 
smiling  and  indicating  the  empty  chair 
beside  her.  "You  seem  to  be  alone," 
he  said,  "and  so  am  I.  I  thoiight  per- 
haps— if  you  didn't  mind — ?" 

Thelma's  heart  gave  a  startled  leap 
of  happiness,  but  she  was  careful  not 
to  let  him  know  it.  She  smiled,  not 
too  eagerly,  and  said,  "Of  course." 

"I'd  better  introduce  myself,"  he  said, 
sitting  down  beside  her.  Thelma  won- 
dered how  old  he  was.  About  thirty- 
five,  she  decided.  There  was  a  little 
bit  of  gray  in  his  dark  hair,  and  fine 
smile-lines  at  the  corners  of  his  eyes, 
but  he  was  very  slim  and  erect.  "I'm 
John  Kennison,  and  I'm  from  San 
Francisco." 

"I'm  Thehna  Evans,  from  Holly- 
wood." 

"Oh?"  he  said.  "Are  you  in  the 
movies?" 

"Not  exactly.  That  is,  I  don't  act  in 
them,  but  I  work  for  International. 
I'm — "  And  without  hesitating,  with- 
out even  thinking  about  it,  "Thelma 
heard  herself  telling  a  he.  She  simply 
couldn't  say  to  this  obviously  sophisti- 
cated man  that  she  was  a  typist,  a 
stenographer.  She  couldn't.  "I'm  a 
designer  in  the  costume  department," 
she  said.  I  suppose  she  picked  that 
particular  occupation  because  she 
thought  of  me. 

HE  nodded,  and  somehow  he  managed 
to  convey,  without  putting  it  into 
words,  that  he  wasn't  surprised — that 
the  way  she  dressed  showed  she  knew 
about  clothes. 

They  talked  about  the  Lodge  and 
about  the  lake,  about  Hollywood  and 
San  Francisco,  and  he  ordered  brandy 
for  them  both.  Thelma  sipped  hers, 
not  liking  it  very  much  but  ashamed 
to  say  so.  After  a  while  he  asked  her 
to  dance,  and  when  he  took  her  into 
his  arms  she  felt  a  thrill  of  excitement 
— because  this  was  the  kind  of  man 
she  had  pictured  in  her  dreams,  the 
kind  who  would  some  day  fall  madly  in 
love  with  her. 

Oh,  he  wasn't  in  love  with  her — she 
realized  that.  He  couldn't  be,  so  soon. 
But  his  eyes  told  her  plainly  that  he 
was  attracted,  more  than  interested; 
and  he  was  making  plans  for  places 
they  could  go,  things  they  could  do,  to- 
morrow and  the  day  after  tomorrow 
and  the  day  after  that.  He  was  call- 
ing her  Thelma  and  she  was  calling 
him  John. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  an  en- 
chanted week.  Riding  in  John's  car, 
swimming  with  him,  going  at  night  to 
an  elaborate  gambhng  club  where  he 
gave  her  a  handful  of  chips  and 
laughed  when  she  lost  them  all — every 
ecstatic  minute  she  heard  a  voice  sing- 
ing inside  her,  "It's  happening!  This 
is  what  I've  always  wanted,  this  is 
what  I'  was  made  for!"  She  hardly 
thought  of  Jerry. 

"I  get  down  to  Los  Angeles  pretty 
often  on  business,"  John  told  her.  "We 
must  see  each  other  whenever  I'm 
there." 

"Oh,  of  course!"  Thelma  agreed — 
but  at  the  thought  of  these  two  weeks 
coming  to  an  end,  of  seeing  John  in 
Los  Angeles,  she  remembered  her  lie, 
and  went  cold  inside  with  apprehen- 
sion.    Down  there,  could  she  keep  up 
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stoop,  after  meals,  etc. 


HEALTH  SUPPORTER 
GIRDLE 


HEALTHFUL,  ENJOYABLE  FIGURE 
CONTROL  -  ALL  DAY  LONG! 

Tou  can  wear  SLIM-MODE  all  day  long.  Will  not  bind 
or  make  you  feel  constricted.  That's  because  the  two-way 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h  cloth  plus  the  front- laced  panel  brings  you 
perfect  personalized  fit.  The  design  of  SLIM-MODE  Is 
ba.sed  on  scientific  facts  of  healthful  figure  control.  Made 
by  expert-s  of  quality  materials.  Comes  with  tletachable 
crotch  of  rayon  satin  material ;  also  4  detachable  garters. 
(Remove  garters  when  not  wearing  stockings.)  Color: 
Nutle,  All  sizes.  Only  $3  98  In  regular 
sizes.  Sent  on  Free  TriaL  Give  meas- 
urements asked  for  in  coupon  below. 

PQpr  "Magic"  Plastic  Laces.  For 
rlfCE  your  extra  added  comfort 
you  get  a  pair  of  Plastic  laces  that 
stretch  gently  as  needed.  Try  them 
in  SLIM- MODE  instead  of  regular 
laces.    See  which  you  prefer. 


SEND   NO   MONEY 

YOU  TRY  IT 

BEFORE  YOU  BUY  IT! 


RONNIE   SALES,    Inc..   Dept.   RM-9 
13  Astor  Place.   New  York   3,   N.  Y. 

Send  me  for  10  days'  FBEE  TRIAL  a  SLIM-MODB. 
I  will  pay  postman  $3.98  (plus  postage)  (sizes  38 
and  over  $4.98)  with  the  understanding  that  this 
payment  is  only  ray  evidence  of  good  faith  and  is 
not  to  be  considered  a  final  purchase  unless  I  decide 
to  keep  the  garment.  In  10  days  1  will  either  retura 
SLIM- MODE  to  you  and  you  will  return  my  money, 
or  otherwise  my  payment  will  be  a  full  and  final 
purchase  price. 

My  waist  measure  is Hips  are 

My  height  is 

Name   

Address   .....-> , . 

City  &  Zone  State 

n  Save  Money.  We  pay  postage  if  you  enclose  pay. 

ment  now.  Same  FREE  TRIAL  and  refund  privilege. 

No  Canadian  or  Foreign  C.O.D.'s 
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The  Free-Vue  Beauty  Mirror... an 
amazing  new  idea  tliat  frees  both 
hands  for  glamour  treatments!  $1-^^ 

Reversible— regular  and  magnifying  glass! 

>  Adjust  it  to  any  angle! 
Fold  it  flat  when  not  in  use! 

>  Prop  it  on  any  flat  surface! 
'  Hang  it  'round  your  neck  or  on  the  wall! 
•  Take  it  where  the  light  is  brightest! 
'  Sturdy,  lustrous,  clear  plastic  frame! 

IDEAL  CONVALESCENT  GIFT 
FOR   HOME    OR   HOSPITALI 

DORSET  SALES  CO. 

226  Wooster  St.,  New  York  12,  N.  Y. 

Please  send  me Free-Vue  Beauty  Mirrors 

at  $1.98  each. 

Cash  D         .Money  Order  D  C.O.D.^D 

Add  15c.  shipping  charge.  Add  2%  City  Sales 
Tox  within  N.  Y.  City. 


Name_ 


Address^ 


CilySlale^ 
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Smartly  styled.    Super  Values.  Everybody   buys.     Others  to 

f2.50.  56  designs.  Sell  Nationally  Famous  21  Christmas 
olders  $1.  Cost  50c.  Nature  Prints,  DeLuxe,  Glitter, 
Religious  Boxes,  Gift  Wraps,  Everydays.  Personal  Line.  21 
Ass't  and  Sunshine  Notes  on  approval.  FREE  SAMPLES  of 
Imprint  Lines.  No  investment.  Stai-t  today.  SUNSHINE 
ART  STUDIOS,  US  Pulton  St.,  Dept.  IVIB-9,  New  York  8.  N.Y. 

SECRETARIES!    STENOGRAPHERS!    TYPISTS! 


DON'T  ERASE! 


Brush  away  errors  this  AMAZING  way 
QUICKER  ^  EASIER  ">«  CLEANER 

Nifty  Plastic  Holder  propels-repels  FybRgloss  Brush.  Hair-th'm 
fibers  pick  off  ink.  Remove  single  leHer  without  erosing  shield. 
No  smudge  on  carbon  copy.  No  dirt  to  horm  typewriter.  MILLIONS 
IN  USE.  At  Leading  Stores  or  only  50c  postpaid  in  U.S.A.  (75c  in 
Canada}.  Low  Priced  Refills  last  many  months.  GET  YOURS  TODAY. 
Satisfaction  Guaranteed  or  money  refunded. 


THE  ERASER  CO.,  INC.      Dopl.  2       SYRACUSE  2,  N.Y. 

[\n  Canada  —  Domes  Sales,  Dfriribufors,  OHowa) 
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BRUSMAWAY 

GRAY 
HAM 

...AND  LOOK  10 
YEARS YOUNGER 


•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 
est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  It — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands — Brownatone  is 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 
table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  lor  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  in.  One  application 
imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 
pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  of  your  hair.  7Sc 
)  and  SI. 75  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

X      Write    for    FREE    TEST    BOTTLE 

Mention    natural    color   of    your   hair.    Send    a    post   card 
today— BHOWNATONE,    Dept.    289,    COVINGTON,    KY. 
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the  masquerade  of  being  a  costume 
designer?  She  knew  she  couldn't— ^-she 
couldn't  even  continue  to  be  the  gay, 
exciting  person  she  was  here  at  the 
lake.  He'd  expect  to  meet  her  friends, 
maybe  see  where  she  worked,  and  she 
would  have  to  confess. 

"Let's  not  talk  about  Los  Angeles," 
she  said,  trying  to  laugh.  "Let's  pre- 
tend we  never  have  to  leave  here." 

"Suits  me,"  John  agreed.  They  were 
on  the  beach,  and  he  smiled  into  her 
eyes.  "Do  you  know,  I  almost  didn't 
come  up  here  for  my  vacation?  L  al- 
most didn't  take  any  vacation  at  all — 
didn't  think  I  wanted  one.  But  you've 
made  it  worth  while." 

"I'm  glad — awfully  glad."  For 
once,  she  wasn't  playing  the  part  she'd 
set  for  herself,  the  part  of  the  worldly, 
clever  young  woman.  She  said  it 
simply,  honestly. 

That  was  the  afternoon  he  told  her 
about  his  marriage.  "We  were  both 
too  young,  I  guess,"  he  said.  "Anyway, 
it  didn't  work  out,  and  we  split  up 
for  good  when  I  went  into  the  Army." 
•  She  was  almost  afraid  to  ask  it,  but 
she  did.     "Do  you — still  love  her?" 

"lVf*0'"  be  said,  and  shook  his  head  and 
ii  repeated,  "No.  It's  all  over,  long 
ago." 

Usually,  though,  he  talked  very 
little  about  himself,  and  Thelma  was 
glad  because  it  spared  her  the  neces- 
sity of  revealing  anything  about  her 
own  life — or  of  lying  about  it,  which 
would  have  been  worse.  That  one 
lie  was  quite  enough.  He  seemed 
satisfied  to  be  with  her,  to  accept  her 
as  a  holiday  companion,  as  if  this  time 
they  were  spending  together  were  a 
time  cut  off  and  apart  from  the  rest 
of  their  lives. 

The  week  went  by,  and  it  was 
Saturday  night.  John  suggested,  after 
dinner,  a  run  over  to  the  gambling 
club  again.  He  felt  lucky,  he  said, 
and  although  secretly  Thelma  was 
shocked  at  the  idea  of  risking  good 
money  on  the  turn  of  a  wheel,  she 
laughed  and  agreed.  At  iirst,  John 
was  lucky.  Time  after  time  he  won, 
until  he  had  a  dozen  stacks  of  chips  in 
front  of  him.  Then  his  luck  turned, 
until  finally  he  shrugged  and  said, 
"That's  enough,"  with  perfect  good 
humor.  He  had  lost  as  much  as  Thelma 
was  paid  for  three  weeks'  work  at  the 
studio.  And  he  didn't  seem  to  care! 
That  was  what  impressed  and  awed 
Thelma. 

They  drove  back  to  the  Lodge  slowly, 
and  when  John  had  put  the  car  into 
the  parking  lot  he  said,  "It's  such  a 
wonderful  night,  let's  walk  out  on  the 
pier."  Dreamily,  Thelma  nodded. 
Nothing  seemed  quite  real  to  her. 

The  pier  was  deserted.  Across  the 
lake,  the  headlights  of  a  moving  car 
winked  and  disappeared,  came  back 
again.  The  water  lapped  softly  against 
the  wooden  piles  underneath  the  pier. 
John  put  his  hands  on  Thelma's 
shoulders  and  turned  her  to  face  him. 
His  arms  went  around  her  and  very 
slowly,  he  kissed  her.  Thelma  stood 
still,  her  eyes  closed — knowing  that  he 
had  brought  her  out  here  for  this  pur- 
pose, because  he  meant  to  kiss  her,  and 
knowing,  too,  that  she  wanted  him  to 
kiss  her  again  and  again. 

"You  belong  here,"  he  said,  "in  my 
arms.  I'll  never  let  you  go.  My 
darling — " 

Thelma  felt  nothing  but  her  lips 
under  his;  the  rest  of  her  seemed  al- 
together dissolved  in  a  warm,  glowing 
softness.  Half-thoughts  came  and 
went   vaguely   in  her   mind.     If   only 


AMVOUmU 
WEAK.TIREO 

due  to  SIMPLE  ANEMIA? 

You  girls  and  women  who  suffer  so 
from  simple  anemia  that  you're  pale, 
weak,  "dragged  out" — this  may  be 
due  to  lack  of  blood-iron.  So  try 
Lydia  E.  Pinkham's  TABLETS — one 
of  the  best  home  ways  to  build  up 
red  blood — in  such  cases.  Pinkham's 
Tablets  are  one  of  the  greatest  blood- 
Iron  tonics  you  can  buy!  Buy  them 
at  any  drugstore.  Worth  trying! 

Lydia  E.  Pinkham's  TABiCTS 
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CARDS 

50  for  I 

1         Also 
Assortments 


^^^_  ^^^  jLaKe  easy.  Dig  prone 

■^  orders  from  friends,  others.  Show 
Christmas  Cards  with  name  —  5  big  lines 
Belling  at  50  for  $1.00  ap.  Amazing  designs, 
eorgeous papers.  FREE  SAMPLES.  Alsosell 
$1.00  assortments  of  Christmas  Cards. Gift 
Wrappings.  Everyday  Cards,  Stationery. 
MAKE  BIG  MONEY  QUICK -write  todayl 

SOUTHERN  GREETING  CARD  CO. 

McCaltBldg.fOept.L-i  1 ,  Memphis.Tenn.^ 


'^rt  Corner  YourFlctures-Aibun. 


Keep  them  safe -enjoy  them  always 
Engel  Art  Corners  ate  neat,  easy 
to  use  for  mounting  prints,  cards, 
stamps,  etc.  Six  styles  andcolors. 
New  Poc-keta  permit  filing  nega- 
tives in  back  of  prints.  At  photo 
supply  and  album  counters  or  send 
10c  for  pkg.  of  100  and  free  samples 

Engel  ArtCornersMfg.Co 

Dept.  60W^4711N.ClarlEChlcago40 


NEED 
CASH? 


m 


Easy  Money  Plan 

Puts  cash  in  your  pocket  daily.  Show  our 
amazing  Christmas  Card  valucB— 60for$l 
Name-Imprinted.  Also  smart  $1.00  assort- 
ments of  Christmas,  Religious, 
Humorous,  Everyday 
Cards.  Get  samples  now. 

Special  plan  for  churches, 

lodges,  clubs;  just  write  \ 

LWETMORE&SUGDEN  \ 

749  Monroe  Avenue         . 

Oept.c-5.  Rochester2,N.Y.  1 


Increase  Your  Income  NOW! 

$20  to  $50  every  monffi.^ 

Your  Big  Opporf unify/ 

Here  is  Your  Big  Opportunity 
to  turn  your  spare  time  into  cash! 
'  No  investment  is  necessary!  You ' 
need  no  previous  experience!  We 
furnish  materials — you  can  be 
your  own  boss! 

Easy — ProHtable ! 

All  you  need  do  is  represent  us ' 
in  your  community.  Help  your 
I  friends  and  neighbors  by  taking  I 
their  subscriptions  for  all  maga- 
zines. It's  easy,  profitable,  and  you 
can  soon  develop  a  well-paying, 
long-lasting  business  of  your  own! 

Act  NOW! 

Don't  waste  any  more  of  your 
spare  time  .  .  .  turn  it  into  dollars! 
Or  you  can  devote  full  time  to  our ' 
job — be  completely  independent, 
and  build  up  your  own  business. 
Write   today  without  delay. 

(U.   S.   A.   sales   only.)    Address: 
SUBSCRIPTION  AGENTS  DIV. 

MACFADDEN    PUBLICATIONS.    INC.j 

20S  E.  42nd  St.,  Dept.  RM  9-47 
New  York  17.  N.  Y. 


GOT  A  BOIL? 

HERE'S  HOW  TO  GET  RELIEF 

Apply  a  ready-to-use 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poultice 
comfortably  hot.  Almost  at 
once  you'll  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  help- 
ing to  relieve  the  pain  and 
soreness.  You'll  see  how  it 
helps  bring  the  boil  to  a 
head.  The  moist  heat  of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  works  for 
several  hours  bringing 
soothing  relief.  Feels  good 
— does  good. 


GET  A  TUBE  OR  CAN 
FROM  YOUR 
DRUGGIST. 


fen  BOILS - 


AntiphJogistine 


Heres  EXTRA  MONEY! 


Sell  Christmas  Cards 

amazing  Christmas  Card  values  and 
pocket  Big  Cash  Profits,  Make  easy 
gaick  sales  with  Name- Imprinted 
Christmas  Cards  50  for  $1  up.  Christ- 
mas and  Everyday  Assortments  sell 
for  eOc  and  $1.00  —  Stationery,  Gift 
Wraps.  Free  boxes  for  early  orders. 
IGET  SUPREME  $1  Send  today  for 

'BoxonApproval^^-Sam^PAlft^f 

Christmas  Cards.  Extra  Cash  Bonos. 
Start  earning  now.  Wrjte  TodayI 
CARDINAL  CRAFTSMEN.  DeptC-S4 
117W.  PuriSt.,  Cincinnati  1,01 


CHRISTMAS 
CARD  LINES 
50  for  1  up 


FREE  SAMPLES 


DO  THEY  TALK  ABOUT  YOU? 


Do  you  feel  that  they 
ore  laughing  at  your  not« 
or  ears?  You  can  stop  this 
by  sending  for  this  well 
known  book 

"Before  &  After" 

that  has  helped  thousands 
of    people    like   you    for 
the  past  twenty  years.  It 
"Before"  tells    about    the    newest 

method  of  Plastic  Surgery;  how  quickly  and  without 

discomfort    badly    shaped    noses,    protruding    ears, 

thick    lips,    wrinkles   and 

signs   of   age.  Also   cleft 

palate,  hare-lip,  over  and 

under  developed  breosts, 

etc.    Fully   explained    by 

an    experienced    and   fa- 

mous     specialist.     Richly 

illustrated,     125     pages, 

25c  coin  or  stamps.  Man 

or  woman,  boy  or  girl— 

Write  todoy  to: 

••After" 

GLENNVILLE    PUBLISHERS 

60  E.  42nci  St.,  Dept.  AW.  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 


the  night  need  never  give  way  to 
day  ...  if  they  could  stay  here,  for- 
ever. Together  .  .  .  with  the  glamor 
of  the  night  and  of  the  kisses  wrapping 
them  roiind. 

It  was  the  word  gJamor  that  sud- 
denly gave  her  back  the  feeling  of  her 
feet,  in  their  open  sandals,  on  the  damp 
rough  boards,  and  the  chill  little 
breeze  across  the  back  of  her  neck. 
Because  with  it  came  the  recollection 
that  the  glamor  she'd  created  around 
herself  was  a  fake.  She  wasn't  a  fabu- 
lous Hollywood  designer,  whose  whole 
life  was  an  exciting  background  for 
these  kisses.  She  was  an  ordinary,  one- 
of-a-million  stenographer.  The  glow- 
ing warmth  faded;  flatness  came  in- 
stead. Wouldn't  it  fade  for  John,  too, 
if  he  knew  that  his  arms  were  around 
just  another  girl — a  girl  just  like  the 
one  he  gave  his  letters  to  each  office 
day,  or  saw  crowding  into  any  corner 
lunchroom? 

Stumblingly,  but  doggedly,  she  told 
him.  She  was  doubly  ashamed  as  she 
heard  the  humiliating  words — ashamed 
for  having  lied,  ashamed  for  making 
such  an  elaborate  "confession"  now. 
Maybe,  if  she  was  casual  about  it,  he 
would  have  passed  it  over  without  a 
thought.  If  he  really  loved  her  .  .  . 
"wanted  to  impress  you,"  she  finished 
almost  inaudibly. 

His  arms  were  still  around  her,  but 
she  felt  them  relax,  and  then  he  said 
in  an  odd,  uncertain  voice,  "To — im- 
press me?" 

"Yes — because  being  a  stenographer 
is  so  dull  and — and  ordinary." 

"But  how  could  you  afford  this  place 
— and  your  clothes — on  a  stenographer's 
salary?" 

THE  question  surprised  her — she  ex- 
pected him  to  be  angry,  and  he  didn't 
sound  angry  at  all.  "I  saved  up  all 
year,"  she  confessed.  "So  I  could  have 
two   wonderful   weeks,   at   least." 

"You  poor  child,"  he  said  softly.  "Oh 
— you  poor  little  child."  He  let  his 
arms  drop  and  took  a  step  backward, 
leaning  against  the  railing  that  ran 
around  the  edge  of  the  pier. 

"I  know  I  shouldn't  have  pretended 
to  be  something  I'm  not,"  Thelma  said 
miserably.  "After  I  got  to  know  you 
better,  I'd  have  told  you  the  truth,  but 
I  was  ashamed." 

"Why  did  you  tell  me  the  truth, 
then?" 

"Well — "  Thelma  said.  "I — wanted 
it  to  be  me  you  were  kissing — really 
me.  I  wanted  to  be  able  to  tell  you 
all  about  me.  I  wanted  us  to — to 
really  know  each  other.  It  doesn't 
count,  otherwise^does  it?" 

"Oh!"  he  breathed,  and  for  a  minute 
there  was  silence.  Thelma's  heart 
sank.  It  did  make  a  difference  to  him, 
then,  after  all. 

"I'm  sorry,"  she  said,  and  turned  to 
go  back  to  the  hotel. 

"Wait!"  He  jumped  away  from  the 
rail  and  stood  in  front  of  her.  "Don't 
go  in,  Thelma.  Not  yet,  anyway.  I — 
You  see,  I've  got  a  confession  to  make, 
too.  I  didn't  realize,  until  just  now, 
that  you  were  so — so  very  much  worth 
not  lying  to.  Good  Lord,  I  wouldn't 
care  whether  you  were  a  costume  de- 
signer or  a  stenographer  or  a  waitress 
— but  I  did  think  you  were  the  kind 
of  girl  that  knows  her  way  around." 

"I  don't  understand,"  Thelma  said, 
but  she  was  beginning  to. 

"I  thought  I  could  make  loVe  to  you 
and  you'd  take  it  the  way  I  meant  it," 
John  said.  "And  now  that  I  see  how 
wrong  I  was — I'm  ashanied.  Thank 
goodness  you  told  -me  about  yourself 
before  I  really  made  a  mess  of  things!" 


aNGUtNTfNE 

You  know  it  for  burns . . .  but 
have  you  used  it  for  other 
"Skinjuries"  —  surface  cuts, 
abrasions,  scrapes,  scratches, 
chafing   and   skin   irritations? 

1.  ft  relieves  pain 

2.  ft  fights  infection 

3.  ft  promotes  healing 

In  tubes  and  jars  at  all  drug  stores. 


A  Norwich,  Product 

♦Keg.  U.  S.  Pat.  OS. 


CORN  BAD? 

FEEL  SAD? 

D I   1 1 C     I  A  V         ^'"^  Nupercaine* 
DLUIl'JMT     RELIEVES  3  WAYS: 

Stops  shoe  pressure — its  soft  Dura-felt 
pad  relieves  pain  instantly!  Curbs  surface 
pain,  thanks  to  Blue- Jay's  exclusive  anes- 
thetic Nupercaine!  Loosens  hard  "core" 
with  gentle  medication — you  just  lift  it  out  in 
a  few  days !  For  grea  ter  relief  get  Blue- Jay. 
"America's  Largest  Selling  Corn  Plaster." 

•Beg.  O.  S.  Fat.  03.  by  Ciba 


'.zrj^^^ 


BLUE 


/     (  BAUER  &  BLACK 


Division  of  The  Kendall  Company 
Chicago  16 
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RU-ED  FASHIONS,  838  6th  Ave.,  N.  Y.  C. 

Rush  me "Starlight    Magic"-  at  $7.95.  I'll 

pay  postman plus  postage.  If  not  delighted, 

I  may  return  same  for  refund  within  10  days.  It 

prepaid,  you'll  pay  postage. 

Circle  Sizes      9      10      II       12      13      14      15      16 

First  Color  Choice 

Second  Color  Choice , . 

Also . "Black    Magic,"    size 

NAME 

AD  D  R  ESS _ 

CITY 


-ZONE- 


ESTATE.. 


SENT  ON   APPROVAL! 


EVEREST  &  JENNINGS  folding 

WHEEL  CHAIRS 

bring   independence 
to    the    handicapped 


E&J  Foldinc 
comfortable, 
(ifully  d-esic 


R 

H 
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Manufactured  in  California 
77-i8  Santa  Monica  Blvd.,  Los  Angeles  46 

lightest  and  Strongest  Wheel  Chair 

Everest  &  Jennings  Wheel  Chairs  weigh  only 
34  pounds  .  .  .  Width  open  is  241^  inches  . . . 
Closed  10  inches.  Your  dealer  con  supply 
you  ...  or  write  direct  for  catalogue  and 
information  about  E&J  Folding  Wheel  Choirs. 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS,  Oept.    R 

774S  Sonta  Monito  Boulevord,  Los  Angeles  46,  California 


Wheel  Chairs  are 
compact  and  beau- 
ned  of  chromium 
plated  tubular 
steel.  Becousethey 
FOLD  for  automo- 
bile travel,  E  &  J 
Choirs  moke  it 
possible  for  han- 
dicapped individ- 
uals to  work,  play, 
go  anywhere! 


He  laughed  a  little  ruefully.  "It's  true 
that  my  wife  and  I  are  separated, 
Thelma.  But  we're  still  married — we 
always  will  be.  She  won't  give  me  a 
divorce.  All  I  could  offer  you  is — 
well,  what  I  intended  to  offer  you,  and 
that  isn't  good  enough  for  a  girl  who 
worries,  because  she's  lied  about  the 
way   she  makes  her   living." 

"You're  still  married?"  Thelma 
couldn't  believe  it.  He'd  seemed  so — 
whole-heartedly,  spontaneously  at- 
tracted; she  couldn't  believe  he'd  been 
offering  as  much  of  a  lie  as  she. 

In  the  starlight,  she  saw  him  nod. 

"You  shouldn't  do  such  a  good  job 
of  acting  smart  and  sophisticated, 
Thelma,"  he  said  gently.  "It  fools 
people — and  it  might  get  you  into 
trouble."  He  lifted  a  hand  toward  her 
and  let  it  fall  again.     "I'm  sorry." 

In  the  coolness  of  the  night,  Thelma's 
face  was  burning.  What  a  naive  little 
idiot  she  had  been!  Of  course  she 
wasn't  the  kind  of  girl  who  would  have 
anything  to  do  with  a  married  man — 
no  matter  how  attractive  he  was,  or 
how  attentive  and  generous.  Every 
instinct  in  her  revolted  against  the 
idea.  Yet  there  she'd  been,  posturing 
and  pretending,  doing  her  very  best  to 
attract  him,  and  succeeding  in  giving 
him  the  wrong  impression  of  her. 

She  couldn't  speak  to  him.  With  a 
sob,  she  whirled  and  ran  back  over  the 
weathered  planks,  back  to  the  hotel. 

The  next  morning,  early,  before 
John  was  up,  she  packed  her  smart 
new  clothes  and  paid  her  bill.  There 
was  no  taxi  available '  at  the  hotel, 
and  the  bus  didn't  leave  until  time  to 
connect  with  the  train,  but  the  thought 
of  seeing  John  again  made  her  des- 
perate to  get  away.  "Isn't  there  any 
way  I  can  get  to  the  station  sooner?" 
she  begged  the  desk  clerk.  Mystified, 
he  told  her  there  was  a  small  truck 
going  in  for  supplies,  and  she  could 
ride  in  it.  She  had  a  two-hour  wait 
at  the  station,  but  it  was  better — any- 
thing was  better — than  having  to  face 
John  in' the  cruel  daylight. 

All  the  way  back  to  Hollywood 
Thelma  huddled  against  the  worn  up- 
holstery of  her  seat  in  the  day-coach, 
staring  out  of  the  window  and  hearing 
over  and  over  again  John's  gentle, 
ironic  voice  saying,  "You  shouldn't  do 
such  a  good  job  of  acting  smart  and 
sophisticated.     It  fools  people  .  .  ." 

Because  she  wasn't  smart,  she  wasn't 
sophisticated,  she  wasn't  made  for  the 
kind   of  life   John   could  have   offered 


her.  She  realized  that  now.  She  was 
just  a  little  stenographer,  after  all,  who 
had  thought  that  life  ought  to  be  like 
a  technicolored  movie — bright  and 
handsome  and  gay,  with  all  the  ugliness 
left  out.  Well,  it  wasn't.  '  Life  was 
never  like  that,  neither  her  kind  of 
life  nor  John's. 

It  was  late  Sunday  afternoon  when 
she  got  back  to  her  aunt's  house,  hot 
and  tired  from  the  train  and  bus. 
The  door  was  locked — her  aunt  had 
probably  gone  visiting,  she  supposed — 
but  she  had  a  key  in  her  purse  and  she 
went  "on  inside,  up  to  her  own  room. 
There  she  threw  the  windows  open 
and  lay  down  on  the  bed.  She  still 
had  a  week  of  vacation  coming  to  her, 
and  a  moderate  amount  of  money.  It 
had  been  silly,  probably,  to  come  back 
to  the  city — ^she  could  have  found 
another  hotel  to  go  to,  if  she'd  tried. 

But — but  she  didn't  want  to  go  to 
another  hotel.  Looking  around  her 
familiar  room,  the  same  room  that  had 
seemed  so  uninteresting  only  a  week 
ago,  she  knew  that  she  couldn't  have 
gone  to  another  hotel.  She  got  off  the 
bed  and  went  out  into  the  hall,  down 
the  stairs  to  the  telephone.  Lifting 
the  receiver,  she  dialed  Jerry's  num- 
ber. Oh,  he  mightn't  be  home;  very 
likely  he  was  out  driving  somewhere  . . . 

"Hello?"    It  was  Jerry's  voice. 

"Hello,   Jerry." 

"Thelma!  What  are  you  doing  back 
in  town?"  He  didn't  sound  especially 
pleased,  she  thought — just  surprised. 

"Oh — I  got  bored,  so  I  came  back. 
I — "  She  had  started  "to  speak  lightly, 
casually,  but  all  at  once  she  couldn't. 
All  at  once  she  was  starting  to  cry. 
All  at  once  she  was  saying,  "No,  Jerry 
— that  isn't  true.  I  mean,  it's  true, 
maybe,  but —  I  came  back  to  spend  the 
rest  of  my  vacation  with  you!" 

Thelma  is  still  a  stenographer  for 
International,  but  she's  Mrs.  Jerry 
Heath  now,  and  she  and  Jerry  will 
take  their  vacation  together  this  year. 
They're  going  to  drive  up  to  the  moun- 
tains in  Jerry's  car,  and  stay  at  a 
place  called  Kerr's  Kamp,  which  isn't 
at  all  fashionable  but  is  quite'  inexpen- 
sive.   I  think  they'll  have  a  good  time. 

You  see,  they  will  be  taking  the  right 
kind  of  a  vacation.  They  will  be  leav- 
ing their  workaday  lives  and  sur- 
roundings behind — as  they  should,  as 
everyone  should.  But  they  won't  be 
trying,  as  Thelma  used  to  try,  to  es- 
cape from  themselves.  Jerry  is  too 
wise  for  that,  and  so  i?  Thelma — now. 
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TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES 


SUNDAY  AFTERNOON'S  MOST  EXCITING  RADIO  PROGRAM 

IF  YOU  LIKE  ACTION,  YOU'LL  LIKE  "TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES".  EVERY 
SUNDAY  AFTERNOON  THIS  THRILL-A-MINUTE  PROGRAM  BRINGS  YOU  THE 
TRUE  STORY  OF  HOV/  THE  POLICE  SOLVED  A  FAMOUS  CRIME.  ALL  THE 
FACTS.  ALL  THE  CLUES,  ALL  THE  EXCITEMENT  OF  THE  CAPTURE  I  EVERY 
STORY  TAKEN  FROM  THE  ACTION-PACKED  PAGES  OF  TRUE  DETECTIVE 
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ON  HOW  YOU  CAN  WIN  A  $500  REWARD. 

"TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES" 

ON  ALL  MUTUAL  STATIONS 
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It's  a  gloriously  new,  difTm-nt  Drene!  A  miracle 
sliurnjjDo  ailoicd  l)\  sliiiiiiij!;  lli)ll>  wood  jituis  like 
Mi-ile  Oljeron.  A  woiiderlully  iiiiprovfd  shampoo  lliat 
now  lets  your  hair  shine  like  the  stars! 

Merle  Oberon  tells  you:  "It's  easy  to  keep  yonr  hair 
shilling  with  new  Dreiic!"'  For  this  shampooing 
marvel  now  makes  (luickcr,  richer,  iiKirr  tutivc  lather. 
Brings  out  \i.i.  tlie  sheen  now  hidden  iiy  dulling 
soap  film.  ^es.  far  nioi-e  sheen  — i»\  aelual  lest  — 
than  y(jii  get  with  (tny  soap  >lianip<)o. 

Never  dries  out  your  hair!  Instead,  new 
improved  Urene  actually  ludps  guard  against 
"fly-away  dryness."  JNow  leaves  your  hair 
softer  — smoother— far  easier  to  set.  curl,  and 
arrange.  .Start  now  to  use  this  shampoo  (d  lovely 
stars  in  Hollywood.  Gel  new  Drene  lodaN. 
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«-   Guoiooleed  by   'A 
Good  Housekeeping  . 
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First  Shampoo  ever  to  bring  you  ALL  of  these  Beaut/  Miracles! 


New  improved  Drene  is  at  yonr  dealer's  now 
in  the  i':imilinr  blue-and-yellow  package. 


■^  Reveals  ALL  the  sheen  in  ycmr  hair 
^  Never  dries  out  your  hair 
^  Leaves  hair  far  easier  to  manage 
■^  Marvelous  hair  conditionin";  action 


■«  Luxurious  instant  lather 
■^  Removes  unsightly  dandruff 
*  No  acid  after-rinses  needed 
"^  Flower-fresh  fragrance 
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VfG  SISTER   WOMAN  IN  WHITE  ETHEf  AND  ALBERT 


Your  Skin  is 
Smoother,  Softer,  too, 
with  just  One  Cake 
of  Camay! 


You're  the  object  of  attentions  and  affections  when 
your  skin  is  soft  and  lovely!  So  isn't  it  wonderful  that 
just  one  cake  of  Camay  can  give  your  skin  a  softer, 
smoother  look.  Put  aside  careless  cleansing— go  on 
the  Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet!  Follow  directions  on  the 
Camay  wrapper  and  watch  your  beauty  bloom! 


MRS.  WIU1AM   ALBERT   TRISCHETT 
the  former  Dorothy  Bertuch  of  Mt.  Vernon,  N.  Y. 
bridal  portrait  painted  ^i ^^;,,a>U. 


f  "V 


Back  at  Dartmouth  after  a  long  tour  overseas, 
Bill  asked  Dorothy,  his  high  school 
sweetheart,  to  the  Winter  Carnival.  Then 
and  there  they  decided  their  romance  was 
real!  Dorothy  set  a  date. 


Now  Bill  elves 

Dorothy  golf  lessons  near  their  Hanover 

home.  He's  helped  her  game.  And  her  beauty 

tip  can  help  your  com.plexion:— "Go  on  the 

Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet  for  a  softer  skin!" 
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GIRL:  Me  and  the  Falls,  you  mean? 
CUPID:  Who  else?  Funny  thing,  though,  some  girls 
come  here  with  husbands.  Honeymooning,  I  think 
they  call  it.  But,  of  course,  thefre  girls  with 
sparkling  smiles. 

GIRL:  Listen,  my  fine  feathered  fiend,  if  I  could  coax 
a  little  sparkle  into  my  smile,  I  would,  believe  me! 
I  brush  my  teeth  regularly,  but  all  I  get  is- 
CUPID:  Maybe  some  "pink"  on  your  tooth  brush? 


GIRL:  Bright,  aren't  you  . . .  and  what's  a  little  "pink" 
in  my  young  life? 

CUPID :  Grow  up,  youngster.  "Pink"  is  a  sign  to  see 
your  dmtist.  He'll  tell  you  what's  behind  it.  And  if  it 
turns  out  to  be  simply  a  case  of  soft  foods  robbing 
your  gums  of  exercise,  he  may  suggest  "the  helpful 
stimulation  of  Ipana  and  gentle  massage." 


GIRL:  Fine,  fine  . . .  but  by  what  higher  mathematics 
does  all  this  add  up  to- one  big,  bright  smile? 

CUPID:  Elementary,  my  dear  witless.  Sparkling  smiles 
depend  largely  on  firm,  healthy  gums.  So.  if  your  dentist 
advises  massage,  go  to  it,  gal.  9  out  of  10  dentists  today  do 
recommend  gum  massage  . . .  regularly  or  in  special  cases, 
according  to  a  just-completed  nationwide  survey. 
And  what's  more,  they  prefer  Ipana  Tooth  Paste 
2  to  I  for  their  own  personal  use. 


HOW  TO  MASSAGE  YOUR  GUMS.  Gently  mas- 
sage at  the  gum  line,  always  keeping  fingertip 
in  contact  with  the  tooth  surface.  It's  at  the  gum 
line,  where  teeth  and  gums  meet,  that  so  many 
troubles  start  —  where  gentle  massage  can  be  so 
helpful.  Between  regular  visits  to  your  dentist,  help 
him  guard  your  smile  of  beauty. 
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Living       Portraits:       Backstage 

Wife    (Mary    Noble    as    played 

by  Claire   Neisen) 


£^  OLLECT  your  wits  and  grade  your  fa- 
vorites: in  next  month's  Radio  Mir- 
ror you'll  find  the  first  ballot  in  the 
First  Annual  Radio  Mirror  Awards,  ready 
and  waiting  for  you  to  make  your  marks 
and  mail  back  to  us.  Directions  will  sit  be- 
side the  ballot;  be  sure  to  read  them  before 

you  plunge. 

*  •         • 

Lorenzo  Jones,  always  in  and  out  of  some 
domestic  embroilment,  gets  into  a  par- 
ticularly dangerous  one,  the  course  of 
which  you  can  follow  in  four  pages  of  ex- 
citing pictures.  We'll  say  only  that  many 
a  marriage  has  broken  up  for  less  trouble 
than  the  Joneses  have  in  our  Radio  Mirror 
Picture-Story — but  since  Lorenzo's  in- 
volved it  ends  up,  as  do  most  of  his  difficult 
moments,  more  laughable  than  tragic. 

•  *         • 

In  Living  Portraits  it's  Backstage  Wife, 
with  Mary  and  Larry  Noble  featured  in 
two  brilliant,  true-to-life  full  color  por- 
traits to  add  to  your  framed  collection, 
and  black  and  white  pictures  of  the  others 
who  make  the  Nobles'  lives  so  stimulating. 
»  *  * 

Visit  Jack  Benny — in  color;  read  the  very 
special  story  built  around  the  beloved 
characters  of  The  Guiding  Light;  examine, 
in  For  Better  Living,  actress  Julie  Stevens' 
house-of-the-future.  But  before  you  do  any- 
thing else,  find  the  ballot  in  November 
Radio  Mirror  and  use  it,  right  away  quick! 
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You've  picked  a  perfect  silent  partner,  Honey.  Mum  not 
only  protects  your  work-a-day  charm,  but  keeps  you 
sweet  and  dainty  after  hours,  too. 

It's  foolish  for  any  girl  to  take  chances  with  underarm 
odor.  A  bath  washes  away  past  perspiration,  but  Mum 
prevents  risk  of  future  ofiFense. 


^±SL_satazwst_ 


^■- 


Mu(n 
Mum 
Mum 


safe  for  charm 


safe  for  skin 


safe  for  clothes 


Product  of  Brtstol-Mytrs 


Mum  checks  perspiration  odor,  keeps  un- 
derarms dainty  all  day  or  evening. 

No  irritating  crystals.  Snow-white  Mum  is 
gentle,  harmless  to  skin. 

No  harsh  ingredients  in  Mum  to  rot  or  dis- 
color fine  fabrics.  Economical  Mum  doesn't 
dry  out  in  the  jar.  Quick,  easy  to  use,  even 
afiet  you're  dressed. 


Gabby    Hartnett   "says   a   word"  at   Stan's   request. 


Six  times  a  week,  at  6:45  P.M.,  fans 
tune  WOR  for  the  tops  in  sportscasts. 
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With  a  mike   inside   a  mask,   Stan   describes   his   bout   with   Joe   Louis. 


WHEN  Henry  S.  Lomax  was  a  youngster  at  Moravian 
and  Bethlehem  prep  schools,  fellow  students  said 
the  S.  stood  for  Sports.  The  reason:  Lomax  played 
first-string  football,  baseball  and  basketball.  And  when 
Stan  went  on  to  study  at  Cornell  and  Hobart  he  was  a 
member  of  both  grid  squads. 

Today  Stan  Lomax  is  one  of  America's  top  sports 
commentators  and  president  of  the  Sports  Broadcasters 
Association  after  17  years  of  ace  announcing  on  WOR. 
Stan  is  one  sports  writer  star  athletes  swear  by.  They 
know  he's  fair  and  square  and  has  a  player's  knowledge 
of  the  game.  They  know  of  his  record  as  a  pro  basket- 
bailer  in  Pennsylvania  and  pro  baseballer  in  West  Vir- 
ginia. 

Lomax  is  a  man  with  a  sense  of  humor  and  an  eye  for 
news.  Take  the  time  he  set  up  a  bout  with  Champ  Joe 
Louis  so  he  could  tell  listeners  "how  it  feels."  Lomax 
wore  a  lip  microphone  behind  a  reinforced  catcher's 
mask,  a  chest  protector,  shin  guards  and  purple  silk 
tights. 

The  first  round  consisted  of  gentle  taps  from  Louis  and 
out-of-breath  comments  by  Lomax.  It  came  to  an  end 
when  a  blow  by  Louis  knocked  Stan's  mike  loose.  Round 
2  came  to  an  end  when  Louis  aimed  a  couple  of  rights 
at  the  catcher's  mask — they  sounded  like  thunder  on 
the  air — and  Stan  found  himself  sitting  on  the  canvas. 

When  rumors  were  circulating  that  Babe  Ruth  had 
lost  his  voice  and  was  near  death,  Lomax  was  the  first 
reporter  to  get  an  interview  with  the  Babe.    Ruth  and 


Lomax  traded  yarns  about  old  times,  like  the  season 
when  Stan  got  chicken  pox  and  almost  quarantined  the 
entire  Yankee  nine. 

Stan  is  versatile.  Not  long  ago  he  pinch-hit  for  Martha 
Deane,  WOR  women's  commentator,  and  made  history 
of  a  sort  by  giving  a  dubious  recipe  for  rice  pudding. 
Nevertheless  he  was  a  hit  with  the  ladies,  because  Stan 
was  called  back  to  substitute  once  more.  This  time  he 
gave  a  man's  eye  view  of  feminine  fashions. 

Lomax's  radio  debut  came  in  1930,  when  he  acted  as 
Ford  Frick's  assistant  on  WOR.  When  Frick  became 
president  of  the  National  League  in  1934,  Stan  took  over 
his  broadcasting  assignment  and  has  been  at  it — six 
times  a  week — ever  since. 

During  the  recent  war,  Stan  was  responsible  for  sell- 
ing more  than  a  million  dollars'  worth  in  War  Savings 
Bonds  and  was  cited  by  the  Treasury  Department  for 
his  work. 

Stan  is  married  and  has  a  ten-year-old  son  who  has 
definitely  decided  to  be  a  professional  baseball  player. 
He  lives  in  Manhasset,  Long  Island,  where  his  one  ex- 
travagance is  buying  trees  and  shrubs  for  the  lawn.  The 
husky  5-foot-8  sportsman  plays  golf,  but  his  favorite 
sport  is  baseball.  He  does  a  lot  of  fishing  and  his  prize 
catch  to  date  is  a  436-pound  swordfish. 

He  carries  a  Dutch  10-cent  piece,  which  he  picked  up 
on  one  of  his  tours,  as  a  good  luck  charm.  It  helps  him 
curb  mike  fright,  which  he  admits  to  having — even  after 
more  than  6,000  broadcasts. 
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going  fo  ^e 

wonderful 

tonight  / 


As  Kathryn  stood  there,  waiting  for  the  boy  she 
loved  to  waltz  her  into  the  glittering  ballroom, 
she  knew  this  was  her  night  of  nights. 

Never  had  she  felt  so  completely  happy  or 
looked  so  immaculately  fresh  and  sweet. 

Indeed  that  eternal  freshness  was  one  of 
Kathryn's  ciianns.  It  was  something  that  she 
strove  for,  recognizing  it  almost  as  a  passport  to 
the  popularity  she  had  known  since  her  teens. 

Just  to  look  at  her  was  to  realize  that  here  was 
a  girl  far  too  clever,  far  too  fastidious  to  ever  take 
chances  with  off -color  breath  (halitosis). 

Can  You  Be  Sure? 

Can  you  say  as  much  for  yourself.''  Do  you  fool- 
ishly take  your  breath  for  granted.''  Well . . .  don't! 

One  little  offense  (and  you  may  not  know  when 
you're  guilty)  can  stamp  you  as  a  person  to  avoid. 

Follow  the  delightful  precaution  that  countless 
popular  people  take  .  .  .  Listerine  Antiseptic  night 
and  morning  and  between  times  when  you  want 
to  be  at  your  best.  While  sometimes  systemic, 
most  cases  of  halitosis,  say  some  authorities,  are 
due  to  the  bacterial  fermentation  of  tiny  food 
particles  clinging  to  mouth  surfaces.  Listerine  An- 
tiseptic halts  such  fermentation,  and  then  over- 
comes the  odors  fermentation  causes. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Co.,  St.  Louis,  Missouri 


IT  PAYS 

to  buy  two  packages 
Instead  of  only  one. 

PREPAREDNESS. 

when  you  need  I'ellef^ 
means  half  the  battle  won 
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I  keep  an  £XTRA  package 
of  Alka-SeltzeK  near 
And  when  a  headache 

threatens  •  •  i  soon  get 
'  in  the  cleaK 


Of  coui'se  I  keep  an  EXTRA. 
And  after  all- -why  not? 
If  Acid  Indigestion  comes 
I'm 'John  ny-on -the -Spot" 


1  hate  discomfoKts  of  a  COLD 
A  sniffle,  snuff  ok  sneeze. 
That's  why  I  keep  an  EXTRA 
For  just  such  times  as  these. 


Alka-Seltzer  can  be  so  helpful  in 
so  many  ways  in  your  home,  you 
wiU  find  it  wise  always  to  have 
an  EXTRA  package  handy. 
Why  not  do  as  thousands  do:  — 
Instead  of  buying  one,  buy  two! 
All  drugstores.  60c  —  30c  —  and 
the  new  purse  and  pocket  size. 


Alka-Seltzer 


new  RECORDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  KEN  ALDEN 


DAVE  ROSE: 

MGM  shows  what  their  talented  conductor-composer  can  do  with 

an  all  string  orchestra  and  this  album  has  eight  fine  demonstrations, 

including   "Holiday   For   Strings"   and    the    unforgettable   "Laura." 

LES  BROWN: 

The  reliable  Les  Brown  has  collected  eight  of  his  best  tunes  and 

Columbia  has  made  an  album  out  of  them.  The  orchestra  is  in  fine 

fettle.  Best  bet,  the  dreamy,  "Out  of  Nowhere." 

DINAH  SHORE-FRANK  SINATRA: 

A    top-combine,    they    get    together    to   help    the    Damon    Runyon 

Cancer   Fund   and   tlie   results   are   magnificent.   The   pair   dp   "My 

Romance"  and  "Tea  For  Two."  A  must. 

JACK  TEAGARDEN: 

A  Victor  Hot  Jazz  classic  with  Mr.  T  singin'  and  trombonin'  on 

"Say  It  Simple"  and  "Jam  Session  at  Victor."  Both  good. 

SKITCH  HENDERSON: 

A  new  and  good  band  emphasizing  Skitch's  Steinwayward  tinklings, 

plays  "Dancing  With  a  Deb,"  and  "Dream  On  A  Summer  Night." 

Interesting   dance  tempos.    (Capitol.) 

ART  LUND: 

MGM's    carefree    crooner    clicks    again    with    "Naughty    Angeline" 

and  "What  Are  You  Doing  New  Year's  Eve." 

ZIGGY  ELMAN: 

A  new  version  of  this  trumpeter's  unforgettable  "And  the  Angels 

Sing"  is  worth  having,  as   is  "Three   Little  Words."    (MGM.) 

BUDDY  CLARK-XAVIER  CUGAT: 

A  neat  doubleheader  has  Clark  and  The  Rumba  King  doing  "Story 

of    Sorrento"    and    the    guaracho,    "Hugo    and    Igo."     (Columbia.) 

Mr.  C.  evidently  likes  team   work  for   on   another   Columbia   disc 

he  joins  up  with  Eddy  Duchin  on  "After  Graduation   Day"  and 

"Je  Vous  Aime." 

CAB  CALLOWAY: 

Familiar    stuff   with   "The   Jungle   King"   and   "Give    Me    Twenty 

Nickels   For   A    Dollar."    (Columbia.)    Victor's    Count   Basic   also 

handles    the    former    tune    in    ship-shape    boogie    style.    For    jazz 

collectors,  "Columbia    has    just    issued   a    new    collection    of    early 

Duke  Ellington  recordings  which  have  never  been  released. 

BUDDY  COLE: 

For    something    different    try    Capitol's    album    of    organ    console 

styling   by    this    talented    West    Coaster.   Among   the   tunes    in    this 

album  are  "Mood  Indigo,"  "Sleepy  Time  Gal"  and  "Good  Night 

Sweetheart." 

BENNY  GOODMAN: 

Reliable    jazz    with    "Tattletale"    and    the    imperishable    "Dizzy 

Fingers."    (Capitol.) 

FRANK  LOESSER: 

The  talented  composer  sings  his  own  new  novelty  "Bloop  Bleep" 

and   it's    good   fun.    (MGM.)    Woody   Herman    picks    up    the   same 

tune  for  Columbia  and   does   the  plaintive  "Baby,  Come  Home" 

on  the  reverse. 

JOHNNY  DESMOND: 

Excellent   swooning   by   this   ex-GI   as   he   gives   out   with   "If   It's 

True"  and  "Just  Plain  Love."  The  Page  Cavanaugh  Trio  back  him 

up  admirably.    (Victor.)    On  their  own  Victor  disc,  the  threesome 

run    through    "Triskaidekaphobia"    and    "Love's    Got    Me    In    a 

Lazy  Mood." 

THE  KING  COLE  TRIO: 

They  come  up  with  two  more  winners,  "Naughty  Angeline"  and 

"That's  What."    (Capitol.) 


Ill  s;t;|ar ring  in 
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ll'$  thrilling  when  he  whispers 
"You're  beautiful !"  In  recent 
tests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap  facials 
by  skin  specialists,  actually 
3  out  of  4  complexions  improved 
in  a  ehort  timel 


"My  Beauty  Facials  give  skin 
fresh  new  Loveliness,  says  this  famous  star 

Lovely  Joan  Caulfield  tells  you  how  she  takes  her  Active- 
lather  facials  with  Lux  Toilet  Soap:  "Just  smooth  Lux 
Soap's  fragrant  creamy  lather  well  into  your  skin.  Rinse 
with  warm  water,  a  dash  of  cold.  As  you  pat  gently  to  dry, 
skin  is  smoother,  more  appealing." 

Don't  let  neglect  cheat  you  of  Romance.  You'll  find 
Joan  Caulfield  is  right  when  she  says  "My  Lux  Soap 
beauty  care  will  make  you  loveUer  tonight!" 


9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Toilet  Soap  —  Zux &//7^  ^re  /^pi/'e^er/ 
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iar^aret    IVIiilln^     is  Mon.-Wed.-Fri.  vocalist  on  Club  15, 
alternating  with  Patti  Clayton  on  Tues.-Thurs.  It's  CBS,  7:30  P.M. 


KEN 
AIDEN 


Aerru    Ljrciu  runs    his   band   through 
a  Club  15  special,  cueing  Crosby,  Whiting. 


,    / 


THAT  bright-eyed  Margaret  Whiting  is  a  spectacular 
singing  success  with  her  own  commercial  program 
and  a  string  of  Capitol  record  hits  to  prove  it,  comes 
as  no  surprise  to  those  well-informed  about  the 
Whiting  background.  The  21-year-old  blonde  from 
Hollywood  via  Detroit,  they  will  tell  you,  was  born 
with  the  traditional  silver  spoon  in  her  mouth. 

But  Margaret,  who's  always  carefree  and  un- 
inhibited, in  love  with  the  world  and  completely 
happy  with  the  way  her  career  has  progressed  thus 
far,  is  quick  to  become  serious,  if  only  for  a  moment, 
when  this  point  is  brought  up. 

"I  almost  gagged  on  that  silver  spoon,"  she  protests. 
"Nobody  believed  I  wanted  to  work  and  slave  for  a 
career.  You  don't  have  to  work  for  a  living,  they  said, 
so  stop  messing  around  with  show  business." 

Among  those  who  gave  this  advice  were  the  friends 
of  her  father,  the  late  great  song  writer  Richard 
Whiting  who  made  a  fortune  fashioning  such  hits  as 
"Sleepy  Time  Gal,"  "Louise,"  "Beyond  the  Blue 
Horizon,"  "Guilty,"  "She's  Funny  That  Way," 
"Japanese  Sandman,"  "Till  We  Meet  Again"  and 
dozens  of  other  favorites.  They  were  such  redoubtable 
fellows  as  Al  Jolson,  Eddie  Cantor,  Buddy  De  Sylva, 
Johnny  Mercer,  Hollywood  director  Leo  McCarey, 
and  others  of  tremendous  influence  in  radio,  record 
and  music  circles. 

"They  were  always  at  the  house,  for  Dad  was  a  great 
one  for  throwing  parties.  And  they  loved  me  like  their 
own  daughters  but  they  made  the  business  tougher 
than  if  I'd  been  a  complete  unknown,"  she  claims. 

Finally  Johnny  Mercer  stepped  into  the  picture.   If 


^^ob    (^roJbij  who  M.C.s   Club   15,  and   Margaret,  both 
with  singing  in  the  blood,  work  out  some  good  blends. 


^h  e    1 1  lodern  a  i 


iirei    Johnny  Drake,  Harold  Dickinson, 
Francis    Scott     behind     Ralph     Brester,     Virginia    Maxey. 


you  are  familiar  with  Mr.  Mercer's  accomplishments 
then  you  know  that  he  is  a  songwriter,  singer,  actor, 
radio  comedian  and  record  company  executive.  On 
Margaret's  behalf  he  proved  to  be  a  fine  adviser  and 
coach.  On  his  recommendation  she  was  given  a  sus- 
taining program.  Nice  work  on  that  show  led  to  brief 
appearances  with  Ransom  Sherman  and  later  on  the 
Jack  Carson  show.  At  16  she  won  the  vocalist's  spot  on 
the  Hit  Parade  but  was  fired  after  four  or  five  weeks 
because  of  lack  of  experience. 

At  this  point  the  chorus  of  "I-told-you-sos"  reached 
a  high  crescendo.  Young  Margaret  was  a  failure  so 
perhaps  she  would  devote  herself  to  school  and  dances 
and  all  the  normal  interests  that  young  daughters  of 
well-to-do  families  pursue. 

Margaret  could  have  suffered  a  while,  accepted 
defeat  and  then  enjoyed  a  peaceful  and  sheltered  life 
at  home.  Instead  she  threw  the  challenge  right  back 
in  the  teeth  of  her  detractors.  She  applied  for  and 
won  the  toughest  job  a  singer  could  ask  for  as 
vocalist  with  Freddie  Slack's  band.  Slack  was  then 
enjoying  a  measure  of  success  but  what  made  it  tough 
for  Margaret  was  that  the  band  was  confining  its 
personal  appearances  almost  exclusively  to  one-night 
engagements.  This  meant  constant  traveling  on  long 
journeys  between  towns,  little  or  no  sleep,  bad  hotel 
accommodations  and  few  personal  comforts. 

They  predicted  she'd  last  a  week  but  Margaret 
stayed  with  the  band  for  over  a  year,  and  with  it 
developed  the  warm,  intimate  tones  that  have  made 
her  one  of  the  leading  vocalists  of  the  day.  More,  she 
learned  to  sing  with  a  beat  and  project  that  beat  to 


the  listeners,  a  trick  that  distinguishes  the  top  singers 
from  the  rank  and  file.  To  aspiring  young  vocalists, 
Margaret's  advice  is  to  work  with  a  band  to  get  to 
feel  how  musicians  in  the  band  play  with  a  beat  and 
to  learn  how  to  get  it  into  one's  vocal  interpretation. 

What  really  won  attention  and  stirred  her  dad's 
pals  out  of  their  lethargy  were  the  fine  recordings 
she  made  with  Slack.  For  the  first  time  everybody 
in  Hollywood  who  knew  Margaret  realized  that  she 
had  worked  and  sweated  it  out  just  as  she  said  she 
would  and  that  she  now  could  sing  with  the  major 
leaguers.  Buddy  De  Sylva  and  the  ever-present 
Johnny  Mercer  were  now  the  heads  of  Capitol  Rec- 
ords, a  new  firm  they  had  catapulted  from  obscurity 
to  fourth  place  among  all  record  companies.  In  one  of 
their  typically  alert  and  smart  moves  they  signed 
Margaret  to  a  contract. 

"There  was  a  thrill  for  you,"  laughs  Margaret. 
"Now  I  knew  I  had  proved  to  them  how  important 
singing  was  to  me." 

Getting  places  is  one  thing.  Continuing  to  progress 
is  another  and  Margaret  has  done  just  that  not  only 
by  improving  her  voice  but  by  keeping  her  eye  on 
her  objective  from  all  angles.  Although  still  new  to 
show  business,  comparatively,  Margaret  has  more 
friends  and  well-wishers  than  most  veterans. 

Margaret  solidified  her  small  measure  of  success 
by  blithely  walking  into  the  recording  studios  and 
casually  singing  a  tune  which  she  had  barely  re- 
hearsed. She  had  been  meticulous,  however,  with  the 
reverse  side,  the  Irving  Berlin  oldie  "How  Deep  Is 
"The  Ocean."    Everybody  felt  the  record  would  stand 
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TO  COMBAT  BAD  BREATH,  I  RECOMMEND 
COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM!  RDR  SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS  PROVE  THAT  IN  70UT  OF  10  CASES, 
COLGATE'S  INSTANTLY  STOPS  BAD  BREATH 
THAT  ORIGINATES  IN  THE  MOUTH! 


"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  active  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles — 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely!" 
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Facing  the  Music 


Always  use 
COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM 
after  you  eat  and  before 
every  date 


or  fall  on  that  particular  number  and 
the  other  side  didn't  count  at  all  since 
it  was  one  of  the  obscure  numbers  by 
Richard  Rodgers  and  Oscar  Hammer- 
stein  II,  from  the  motion  picture,  "State 
Fair." 

The  tune  was  "It  Might  As  Well  Be 
Spring"  and  because  she  hadn't  pre- 
pared for  it,  Margaret  thinks  its  success 
was  a  freak.  The  record,  on  which  she 
was  billed  under  orchestra  leader  Paul 
Weston's  name,  quickly  rose  to  first 
place  in  1945-46  and  made  Margaret 
the  new  girl  vocal  discovery  of  that 
period. 

When  Margaret  arrived  in  New  York 
for  a  vacation  she  was  hardly  prepared 
for  the  reception  she  received  from 
radio  sponsors.  Before  she  had  a  chance 
to  see  the  town  she  was  offered  and 
accepted  a  spot  on  a  new  variety  show 
on  NBC.  In  a  short  while  she  had 
another  NBC  show.  Celebrity  Club.  By 
the  end  of  the  season  another  of  her 
dad's  pals  had  switched  from  scoffer  to 
booster  when  Eddie  Cantor  signed  her 
as  the  singing  star  for  the  1946-47 
season  on  his  radio  show.  Now,  she's 
winning  plaudits  for  her  work  on  Club 
15  which  she  shares  with  M.C.  Bob 
Crosby  on  CBS. 

Margaret  remains  unaffected  by  the 
limelight  for  she  has  the  kind  of  warm, 
vibrant  personality  that  can  take  success 
in  stride.  She's  not  thinking  of  marriage 
yet. 

"I'm  still  waiting,"  she  laughs,  "for 
the  boy  I  always  sing  my   songs  to." 

Get  her  started  and  she'll  talk  all  day 
long  about  her  family.  She  loves  them 
all  and  never  stops  shouting  their 
praises.  But  most  importantly  she 
cherishes  the  memory  of  her  dad  who 
died  at  the  age  of  45,  at  the  height  of 
his  career.  Margaret  was  only  14  at 
the  time. 

Ever  since  she  was  old  enough  to 
carry  a  tune,  her  dad  spent  hours  every 
day  going  over  the  scores  of  Broadway 
shows  with  her.  And  he  never  sub- 
mitted a  song  to  a  publisher  without 
first  playing  it  for  little  Margaret  and 
winning  her  approval.  He  never  thought 
her  voice  was  extraordinary  but  he 
marveled  at  its  true  pitch.  He  taught 
her  the  importance  of  the  lyrics  in  a 
song  as  well  as  the  music. 

Margaret  is  keeping  his  memory  alive 
in  the  best  way  she  knows.  She  recently 
established  a  music  publishing  firm 
dedicated  to  reviving  her  father's  com- 
positions. She  also  has  urged  the 
American  Society  of  Composers, 
Authors  and  Publishers  to  establish,  in 
her  father's  name,  an  annual  Musical 
Oscar  for  singers.  One 
of  her  ambitions  is  to 
record  an  album  of 
her  favorite  tunes 
written  by  Mr.  Whit- 
ing. This  project  has 
the  sanction  and  ap- 
proval of  her  record 
sponsors  and  will  soon 
be   accomplished. 

Says  Margaret:  "I 
never  made  a  record 
or  sang  a  song  on  the 
air  that  I  didn't  won- 
der and  hope  that  dad 
would  approve  of  the 
way    I   had    sung   it." 


Re-issues  of  old 
records  featuring 
singers  who  are  stars 
today,  but  were  virtu- 


Sensational  was 
show,  Saturday 


ally  unknown  when  these  original  discs 
were  made,  are  making  quite  a  hit  with 
music  fans  but  causing  much  feudin' 
and  a-fightin'  among  the  record  com- 
panies. 

Victor,  which  reaps  a  harvest  with  its 
talented  Perry  Como,  is  not  happy  about 
the  fact  that  Decca  is  re-issuing  a  flock 
of  old  Ted  Weems  records  which  feature 
Como,  made  when  Como  was  a 
member  of  Ted's  band  at  $"75  a  week. 
And  Columbia  has  Decca  mad  because 
the  former  outfit  is  re-issuing  a  number 
of  very  old  Bing  Crosby  platters.  Such 
goings  on! 

*  •       * 

Ginny  O'Connor,  vocalist  with  the 
Tex  Beneke  band,  has  left  the  organiza- 
tion to  marry  the  orchestra's  pianist, 
Hank  Mancini. 

The  King  Sisters  believe  in  doing 
things  together.  Alyce  recently  gave 
birth  to  her  second  baby  boy.  Luise  is 
expecting  her  bundle  from  heaven  any 
day  now,  Yvette  about  a  month  later 
and  Donna  before  Thanksgiving  rolls 
around. 

*  *       * 

Al  Jolson  reversed  himself  and  heads 
his  own  show  next  Fall  on  NBC's 
coveted  Music  Hall.  He  is  in  New 
York  now  conferring  with  advertising 
agency  officials  on  the  format  of  the 
program.  One  thing  is  certain.  Expen- 
sive guest  stars  will  be  used. 

*  *         * 

A  heavy  promotional  buildup  will  be 
given  to  Beryl  Davis,  British  singing 
import  by  Victor  records  and  NBC.  The 
stunning  brunette  gained  attention 
during  the  war  when  she  sang  for  our 

troops   stationed   in   England. 

*  *         * 

Despite  two  more  operations,  doctors 

are    confident    lovely    and    courageous 

Jane  Froman  will  be  well  enough  to 

resume  her  singing  career  by  late  Fall. 

If  you  remember,  Jane  survived  a  USO 

plane    crash    several   years    ago    when 

she  was  enroute  to  the  fighting  fronts. 

The   injury   was    almost   fatal,   has   to 

date  made  the  star  an  invalid. 
«         *         * 

Two  Broadway  singing  stars  who 
have  yet  to  click  on  radio,  Ethel  Mer- 
man and  Gertrude  Niesen,  are  deter- 
mined to  get  sponsors  next  season.  Both 
are  quietly  auditioning  radio  program 
ideas    which    will    serve    as    starring 

vehicles. 

*  *         * 

The  dance  band  business,  already  in 
serious  doldrums,  has  received  another 
financial   blow.    Many   important   the- 
aters have  abandoned  their  band  stage 
shows  due  to  lack  of 
cash  customers. 


Plans  by  a  large 
advertising  agency  to 
present  a  full  hour 
weekly  series  of  radio 
versions  of  popular 
movie  music  have 
been  abandoned  due 
to  the  high  cost  of 
musicians  and  royal- 
ties. 

*       *       * 

Latest  thing  in  the 
disc  jockey  field  will 
be  a  platter  series  on 
Mutual  just  for  chil- 
dren, m.c.d  by  Frank 
Luther,  one  of  the  best 
known  singers  of  kid- 
die songs. 


Vic  Damone's  first 
at  10  P.M.  EST, 
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with  his  radio  pals  Charlie  McCarthy  singing  and  narrating  the  tuneful 

and  Mortimer  Snerd  story  of  Bongo— the  circus  bear 

/9/tfS   Luona  Patten,  Donald  Duck,  Mickey  Mouse  and  3  new  lovable  Disney  characters 

Released  through  RKO  Radio  Pictures 
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Narrator    John    Daly,    Producer    Robert    Shayon    do 
intensive   research  for   CBS  Is   There  history-dramas. 


r"S  a  long  shot  that  Margaret  Truman,  the  President's 
daughter,  will  be  featured  on  a  radio  show  this  Fall. 
The  rumors  are  still  traveling  around,  but  lots  of 
smarties  are  inclined  to  take  Miss  Truman  at  her  oft- 
repeated  word,  that  she  doesn't  intend  to  make  any  defi- 
nite commitments  until  after  the  elections. 


Rumors  are  also  rife  that  Billy  Rose — our  favorite 
columnist,  but  perhaps  better  known  to  you  as  the  guy 
in  back  of  the  "Diamond  Horseshoe"  and  the  World's 
Fair  Aquacade — is  going  to  buy  into  the  ABC  network. 
So  far,  Billy  ain't  telling,  one  way  or  the  other. 


Another  new  car  owner  we've  heard  from  is  Arthur 
Gaeth,  Mutual  commentator,  and  he's  not  walking  on 
air.  He  got  one,  at  last,  only  it's  going  to  take  him 
months  to  locate  and  learn  the  functions  of  all  the  new 
gadgets  on  it.  He's  found  some  of  them  but  hasn't  the 
slightest  idea  what  they're  for,  and  he  swears  that  there 
are  some  fixings  on  his  car  according  to  the  booklet  that 
came  with  it,  which  he  has  still  to  see 
with  the  naked  eye.  It's  such  a  me- 
chanical age,  isn't  it? 


For  years  now,  the  movies  and  the 
stage  have  been  playing  so  fast  and 
loose  with  themes  and  characters  with 
psychological  problems,  that  it's  good 
to  know  that  somebody  takes  such 
things  seriously  enough  to  make  sure 
he's  presenting  as  factual  a  picture  of 
disturbed  minds,  as  possible. 


Sherman  H.  Dryer,  who  produces  the  Mutual  show, 
Shadows  of  the  Mind,  is  such  a  person.  In  his  desire  to 
dramatize  the  stories  which  are  written  from  factual 
and  scientific  case  histories  with  the  utmost  accuracy,  Mr. 
Dryer  has  an  eminent  psychiatrist  at  every  program  re- 
hearsal, who  checks  on  performances  as  well  as  on  the 
scripts,  to  make  sure  they're  true  to  life.  A  definite 
scientific  pattern  is  followed  in  preparing  each  broad- 
cast. 

Dryer,  one  of  the  most  respected  producers  in  radio, 
was  once  a  college  professor,  which  may  account  for  this 
passion  for  authenticity  and  background  work.  What- 
ever it  is,  it  is  welcome  in  the  entertainment  fields, 
all  of  them,  where  there  has  been  a  sloppy  tendency  to 
make  all  neurotics  and  psychotics  into  Dr.  Jekyll-lVfr. 
Hyde  types,  designed  to  scare  and  horrify,  but  not  to 
educate  the  general  public  on  the  real  problems  of  mal- 
adjusted persons.  And  that's  a  job  that  needs  doing,  be- 
cause only  when  the  public  begins  to  get  understanding 
and  knowledge  will  many  people,  who  are  now  neglected 
or  hidden  away  by  shamed  relatives,  begin  to  get  the 
kind    of   help    they   need,    as    soon    as    they    begin   to 

need  it. 

*  *         * 

There's  a  lady  out  in  Hollywood  who  worries  more 
about  her  son's  weight  than  he  does — and  he's  a  constant 
worrier,  vocally,  on  that  subject,  even  on  the  air.  She's 
Mrs.  Bessie  Alexander,  the  mother  of  Heart's  Desire  Ben 
Alexander,  and  she's  always  after  him  to  get  him  to 
stop  mentioning  his  weight  on  the  show.  She's 
awfully  bothered  about  what  people  must  think  he  looks 

like. 

*  *         * 

Gene     Hamilton,     symphony-commentator     extraor- 


CdMSTT  ttoD  CdDASir 


Family  party   at   the 

Waldorf's    Wedgwood    Room — 

Vicki  and  Jack  Smith 

hosted  Jack's  parents.  Mr. 

and  Mrs.  W.  R.  Smith. 


I 


Gene  Autry  (heard  on  CBS,  Sunday  nights)  and  a 
fluffy     friend     greet     a     waiting     group     of     fans. 


dinary,  is  sporting  a  lucky  charm  these  days.  It  rarely 
happens,  but  it  happened  to  him — he  found  a  pearl  in  an 
oyster,  and  he's  hoping  that  wearing  it  will  attract  more 
of  same. 


Listening  to  Jack  Bailey  on  the  Queen  for  a  Day  show 
you'd  never  suspect  that  anything  could  ever  embarrass 
him — or  ever  did.  It's  not  so.  Seems  that  on  a  job  in 
the  early  days  of  the  war,  he  was  plenty  embarrassed. 

It  was  his  first  night  on  a  new  job  as  a  disc  jockey 
for  KHJ  in  Los  Angeles.  And  just  that  night,  there  had 
to  be  a  blackout,  something  he'd  never  tried  to  work 
through  before.  His  troubles  got  bigger  when  the  studio 
door  opened  suddenly  and  a  stranger  walked  in.  Jack 
says  he  yelled,  "Get  out  of  here!  Can't  you  see  I've  got 
my  hands  full  without  people  hanging  around?"  The 
man  got  out — but  the  next  day  Jack  found  out  that  the 
stranger  was  the  station  manager  who'd  come  five  miles 
through  the  blackout  to  check  emergency  studio  opera- 
tions. 


Met  an  out  of  town  radio  engineer  recently  named  Jim 
Dickens,  who  did  a  bit  of  tale-telling  about  the  floods 
last  Spring  out  in  Iowa  that  made  our  hair  stand  on  end. 
It  wasn't  enough  that  he  was  isolated  at  the  transmitter 
site  by  the  flood  waters,  but,  as  the  water  seeped  into  the 
transmitter  house,  he  had  to  divide  his  time  between 
watching  his  "on  the  air"  signals,  bailing  out  the  house 
and  shooting  deadly  water  moccasins,  17  of  them  before 
the  water  began  to  recede  and  stop  floating  them  into  the 
transmitter.  That's  what  we  call  devotion  to  duty.  One 
of  those  babies  would  have  been  enough  to  send  us  row- 
ing away  from  that  place  fast.   (Continued  on  page  70) 


From    Bob    Ripley's    vast    Chinese    art    collection: 
vase  bearing  one  thousand  "Good  Luck"  characters, 
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Gene    Zacher,    pianist,    arranger 
and  Musical  Director  for  WHAM. 


Gene    toils    late    on    the    arrangements    which    his    listen- 
ers enjoy  and  musicians   everywhere  use  and   appreciate. 


^^mn^d^Bf  GENE  ZACHER 


BACK  in  1920  there  was  a  lad  in  Buffalo,  New  York, 
who  preferred  practicing  "Chop  Sticks"  to  tinkering 
with  a  crystal  set. 

Gene  Zacher,  Musical  Director  of  Station  WHAM, 
Rochester,  smiles  when  he  thinks  back  to  those  days 
when  he  played  everything  on  the  "black  keys"  and  his 
left  hand  searched,  sometimes  fruitlessly,  for  the  bass 
accompaniment. 

This  lad  Zacher  had  decided  that  he  wanted  to  be  a 
pianist.  He  practiced  hard  .  .  .  learned  to  read  well  .  .  . 
even  developed  a  tricky  version  of  "Twelfth  Street 
Rag."  It  was  inevitable  that  Latin,  Ancient  History  and 
Algebra  would  find  it  hard  competing  with  music  during 
Gene's  four  years  of  high  school,  but  somehow,  when 
Graduation  Day  arrived,  the  high  school's  favorite  pianist 
received  his  diploma. 

The  Eastman  School  of  Music  of  the  University  of 
Rochester  was  Gene's  next  goal,  so  he  left  home  and 
moved  to  Rochester  to  enroll.  Between  watching  base- 
ball games  and  courting  Monica  Rice,  who  lived  sixty- 
five  miles  south  of  Rochester  in  the  community  of 
Fillmore,  Gene  had  to  study  far  into  the  night  on 
frequent  occasions  so  his  marks  in  Musical  Theory, 
Composition  and  Piano  Technique  wouldn't  suffer.  Again, 
graduation  day  came  along  and  there  in  the  ranks  was 
Gene   Zacher   clutching   his   B.A.   degree. 

With  school  days  over,  Gene  proved  that  he  was  not 


only  a  good  musician  but  also  a  capable  business  man, 
for  he  promptly  went  to  work,  doing  theatrical  pit  work, 
radio  programs,  arranging  and  still  found  time  to  drive 
down  to  Fillmore  to  court  Monica. 

Gene  started  in  at  WHAM  as  a  pianist.  Later  he  did 
orchestral  arrangements  for  the  air.  When  the  job  of 
Musical  Director  opened,  Mr.  Zacher  was  the  logical  one 
to  step  in  and  take  over  not  only  dance  programs  but 
programs  of  semi  and  classical  works. 

Gene's  big  programs  such  as  the  Stromberg-Carlson 
Sunday  Something  in  the  Air  show,  his  dance  programs 
such  as  Modern  Design,  Kaleidoscope,  and  The  House- 
party  are  tops.  Often  he  presents  piano  recitals  or, 
teaming  up  with  Syl  Novelli,  programs  of  two-piano 
harmonies. 

Not  many  listeners,  however,  know  that  Gene's  ar- 
rangements are  considered  to  be  among  the  best  on  the 
air.  Many  of  the  feature  melodies  played  on  WHAM 
have  been  arranged  by  him.  His  arrangements  have 
been  used  on  all  the  networks. 

Another  phase  of  Gene's  work  is  his  dance  orchestra. 
Society  and  bobby-sOxers  appreciate  his  dance  music 
and  keep  him  busy  practically  every  week  of  the  year. 

Gene  married  Monica  and  they  now  have  two  lovely 
daughters,  Sandy  and  Kathy.  Gene  still  likes  to  watch 
a  good  baseball  game  but  his  real  pastime  in  off  hours 
is  his  home  garden. 


Are  you  in  the  know? 


What's  this  paper  doll  trying  to  do? 

□  Get  info  prinf 

□  Scoop  fhe  news 

n    ■A  slighf-of-hand  fr'ick 

Ma  Nature  gave  this  little  girl  a  great  big 
hand.  Outsize  paws  seem  smaller  if  you 
make  them  less  conspicuous.  With  one 
hand,  practice  crumpling  a  sheet  of  news- 
paper into  a  ball.  That's  a  trick  to  limber 
hands,  lend  them  grace  (a  confidence 
builder!).  At  "those"  times,  too,  you  can 
gain  self-assurance — with  Kotex,  and  that 
exclusive  safety  center.  Because  it  gives  extra 
protection,  it's  a  can't-miss  for  confidence. 


Which  type  calls  for  this  neckline? 

n    Pudge 
n    Pee-wee 
D    TNT 

Scarves  are  neckline  news  again.  Top  'em 
off  with  a  fancy  stickpin  —  maybe  made 
from  your  own  sorority  pin.  But  mind 
you  —  chin-chucking  scarves  are  not  for 
the  short  or  chubby.  It's  the  TNT  gal  (tall 
'n'  terrific)  who  can  best  wear  the  style 
shown  here.  And  by  the  way,  it's  smart  to 
know  Kotex  comes  in  sizes!  3  of  'em!  So  — 
from  Regular,  Junior  and  Super  you  can 
choose  the  napkin  suited  to  you. 


Will  you  score  ^ith  your  stadium  squire, 
if  you're 

□  Cheer-happy 

□  Sweet  and  silent 
n    A  quiz  kid 

Gals  should  know  football !  —  squires  com- 
plain. Block  that  "kick" — •  by  boning  up, 
beforehand.     Then    get    with     the     game! 


Have  fun!  Better  to  cheer  your  head  off 
than  be  sweetly  mute  or  a  question-box 
And  don't  let  calendar  interference  faze 
you.  Just  depend  on  Kotex:  it's  made  to 
stay  soft  while  you  wear  it.  And  teamed  with 
a  Kotex  Sanitary  Belt  (all-elastic  —  snug- 
fitting —  adjustable!)  Kotex  keeps  you  in 
blissful  comfort,  from  kickoff  to  final 
whistle! 


More  women  choose  KOTEX* 
than  all  other  sanitary  napkins 


What  the  lonesome  lass  lacks  is^ 

n    Goldilocks 

□  Good  standing 

□  Gorgeous  gams 

It  takes  more  than  honey-hued  tresses  and 
trim  pegs  to  make  an  impression.  Avoid 
that  Leaning  Tower  look.  Since  it  comes 
from  toting  textbooks  on  one  favored  side 
—  shift  the  ballast!  Good  standing  im- 
proves your  poise.  Of  course,  poise  is 
yours  for  the  asking  on  difficult  days  — 
when  you've  asked  for  Kotex.  Naturally! 
Because  Kotex  is  the  napkin  with  flat 
pressed  ends  that  prevent  telltale  outlines. 
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3  guesses 
^'^'^f  girls 


''9et 
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O    Remove  makeup  af  bedfime 
U    Repair  chipped  nail  polish 
U    Buy  a  new  sanifary  belt 

nea""  '^  fnd  t  ^1'  ^""^  -'^^ 
at     curfe;      Yer"jL^^^«   ^""bbed, 

chances  a;e  vou  orget't^o' h^"'^' 
new  sanitary  Lit  1.  "^    ^ 

it  off  until  "next  tim^  ^«^P  P"«'ng 
all  the  comfort  youTnaokl'n  *°  ^'' 
notes  the  time  to'^  buy  a  tw  LT' 
Sanitary    Belt'  '^^ 

ing  YS-rtr^B^r^^^-^^- 
^nug,  co'mforfablT  I   iK'lV'"' 

able  .  .  .  aJJ-elfl«t,V  ,  ^"^just- 

au-elastic  .  .  .  non-binding! 

Kofex 

Sanifary 

Belf 

Ask  for  if  by  name 
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WILD  AZALEAS 


The  Wild  Azaleas  of  WEEI:  Vincent  Polo,  Al  Rawley, 
Julie   Barry    (fairest   of   all   Azaleas)    and  Paul    Cyr. 


Al,  with  Snuffy  and  Shorty,  adds  Western 
flavor    daily    to    the    Beantown    Varieties. 


Al  Rawley,  rootin'  tootin'est   cowboy 
ever    to    come    from    Dedham,    Mass. 


R 
M 
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IN  BOSTON,  it  is  always  open  season  for  sagebrush 
melodies.  That's  why  WEEI  spots  thirteen  such 
broadcasts  a  week,  all  featuring  the  same  personality, 
Al  Rawley.  That's  why  Al  and  his  Wild  Azaleas  are  the 
most  popular  band  in  New  England.  They  open  the 
station  with  a  half -hour  broadcast  at  5:45  each  morning 
(except  Sunday).  They  are  an  important  daily  segment 
of  Carl  Moore's  Beantown  Varieties,  because  songs  of  the 
sage  have  lassoed  the  hearts  of  Boston.  Finally,  Rawley 
has  his  own  half -hour  spot  called  Al  Rawley's  Jamboree 
every  Saturday  at  7:00  P.M.  When  he  has  nothing  else 
to  do  he  makes  personal  appearances. 

There  is  nothing  western  about  these  radio  cowboys. 
Al  Rawley  was  born  in  Dedham,  just  on  the  outskirts  of 
mother  Boston.  He  never  sang  a  song  .  .  .  didn't  know 
he  had  a  voice  .  .  .  until  he  was  thirteen  and  a  local 
band  leader  picked  him  out  of  a  crowd  and  asked  him 
to  sing  with  the  band.  To  this  day,  Al  doesn't  know  how 
the  man  knew  he  could  sing.  He'd  never  sung,  even 
around  the  house.  But  he  joined  the  band,  and  they 
toured  New  England  under  the  name  of  the  Washboard 
Boys. 

Then  he  sang  alone  for  two  or  three  years,  and  later 
with  the  Red  River  Rustlers.  When  that  group  broke  up, 
he  took  his  first  radio  job  with  a  partner  and  his  own 
sister  Rita.  In  due  course  he  built  another  group,  but 
World  War  II  broke  it  up,  leaving  only  Al,  Shorty  and] 
Snuffy.  Right  after  Pearl  Harbor,  the  boys  all  went 
down  to  enlist.  The  Air  Corps,  the  Army,  and  the  Navy 
took  five  of  their  group,  but  turned  down  the  three  who 
now  are  WEEI's  Wild  Azaleas.  They  sang  on  WEEI, 
toured  with  entertainment  units  to  nearby  camps, 
hospitals.  Army  and  Navy  bases,  and  warships  that  put 
into  Boston  Harbor. 

All  three  are  married.  Al  has  a  cute  little  son  he 
has  nicknamed  Tubby,  who  leans  to  the  singing  business, 
too.  Al  teaches  him  a  bit  now  and  then  and  would  like 
to  see  Tubby  get  into  radio,  provided  he  did  not  have 
to  start  at  the  bottom.  Al  feels  that's  too  tough  stuff 
for  the  little  fellow. 

Although  Al's  mother  was  a  music  teacher,  Al  never 
studied  music.  To  this  day,  he  can't  read  it.  He  relies 
on  Snuffy  (Vincent  Polo),  his  violinist  and  a  graduate 
of  the  New  England  Conservatory  of  Music,  for  his 
scores  and  arrangements.  Snuffy  helps  Al  with  the 
songs  he  has  composed.  There  are  seven,  but  his 
favorites  are  "Sleeptime  Cowboy,"  a  lullaby  which  he 
has  dedicated  to  his  son,  and  "There's  a  Tear  In  Your 
Eye,  Little  Darlin'  "  which  he  has  sung  several  times 
on  the  air. 

It's  not  fair  to  brand  Al  Rawley  altogether  as  a  radio 
cowboy.  He  has  had  his  own  pinto,  who  answered  to 
Lightnin'.  Al  used  to  be  the  advance  man  for  his  outfit. 
He'd  ride  ahead  of  the  rodeo,  singing  his  favorite  tunes 
"If  You  Were  the  Only  Girl  in  the  World"  and  "Cool 
Water."    Lightnin'   was  an  important  part   of  the   act. 


^utulu  oLelah 
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IF  you  wanted  an  acting  career,  par- 
ticularly a  radio  acting  career,  would 
you  head  for  it  by  losing  your  voice, 
to  begin  with?  Very  doubtful.  Sylvia 
Leigh  herself  doesn't  advise  it,  though 
to  a  bad.  case  of  laryngitis  she  owes 
the  highly  radio-active  past  few  years, 
during  which  she's  appeared  on  far 
more  programs  than  are  listable  (just 
for  a  sample,  she's  been  "Linda  Allen" 
on  Calling  All  Girls,  "Rory  Applegate" 
on.  Front  Page  Farrell,  numberless  roles 
in  My  True  Story). 

What  happened  was  this:  Aiming 
originally  at  a  career  as  concert-pianist, 
Sylvia  practiced  away  until,  one  day, 
she  hurt  her  hand — so  badly  that  th^ 
concert  stage  was  no  longer  a  possibil- 
ity. So  she  tried  another  kind  of  stage, 
going  into  summer  stock  at  Pawling  to 
learn  the  "theater."  It  was  then  that 
laryngitis  took  over;  she  developed  it, 
and  had  to  play  two  performances  suf- 
fering from  it,  which  so  effectively 
strained  her  voice  that  the  doctor 
barred  any  use  of  it  for  six  months. 
Trying  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  Sylvia 
searched  until  she  found  the  voice 
teacher  to  whom,  she  says,  she  owes 
her  career — Mary  de  Nioto.  Under 
Miss  de  Nioto's  guidance  any  lingering 
strain  vanished,  and  Sylvia's  voice 
developed  a  lovely  low,  level  tone. 

Visiting  radio  actress  Lesley  Woods 
in  Chicago,  Sylvia  air-auditioned;  and 
it  was  evident  to  everyone  concerned 
that  her  nice  new  tones  were  suitable 
— sensationally  so — for  radio.  In  no 
time  to  speak  of  she  had  a  running 
part  on  Ma  Perkins.  This  naturally 
led  to  other  shows,  which  led  to  New 
York;  and  her  luck  held.  For  it's 
sometimes  hard  for  even  experienced 
radio  people  to  make  any  dent  in  New 
York  radio — but  Sylvia  did  it  in  six 
weeks.  One  small  oddity  that  helped 
is  that  she  sounds  a  little  bit  like 
Helen  Hayes.  "She  doesn't  know  it," 
Sylvia  says,  "but  I  got  several  good 
breaks  because  of  that  lucky  voice 
similarity."  What  makes  the  oddity 
particularly  odd  is  that  Sylvia  looks 
like  Helen  Hayes,  a  little.  She's  small 
— five  feet,  two  inches — and  slender, 
with  an  aureole  of  pale  hair  and  long- 
lashed  blue  eyes.  Traditional  heroine 
stuff,  this;  and  yet  "In  the  theater  they 
cast  me  as  a  dumb  ingenue,"  she  re- 
marks, "and  in  radio  it's  menaces." 

Sylvia  has  the  strangest  hobby  in  the 
world — learning.  So  long  as  there's  a 
teacher,  she  takes  a  lesson,  be  it  danc- 
ing, voice,  languages,  tennis — and  it's 
all  of  those,  right  now.  There  are  lots 
of  things,  she  figures,  that  you  never 
get  to  know  anyway;  the  best  thing  to 
do  is  try  to  learn  as  much  as  you  can, 
as  fast  as  you  can,  about  anything  that 
interests  you.  And  almost  everything 
interests  Sylvia  Leigh. 


permanents  apart  —  can  you 

asks  the  Toni  twin,  Kathleene 

Ring   of  Chicago  .  .  .  "My  Toni 

Home  Permanent  looked  soft  and 

lovely  from  the  start !  No 

wonder  my  sister  says  after  this 

we'll  be  Toni  Twins!" 


See  how  easy  it  is  to  give  yourself  a  lovely 

Toni  Home  Permanent  for  your  date  tonight 


Like  the  lovely  Toni  twin,  youll  have  soft 
natural-looking  curls  and  deep,  smooth 
waves  the  day  you  Toni-wave  yo\ir  hair. 
Before  you  try  Toni  you'll  want  to  know  — 

Will  TONI  work  on  my  hair? 

Yes,  Toni  waves  anv  kind  of  hair  that  will 
take  a  permanent,  including  gray,  dyed, 
bleached  or  baby-fine  hair. 

Is  it  easy  to  do? 

Easy  as  rolling  your  hair  up  on  curlers. 
That's  why  every  hour  of  the  day  anolher 
thousand  women  use  Toni. 

Will  TONI  save  me  time? 

Dcfniitely.  The  actual  waving  time  is  only 
2  to  3  hours.  And  during  that  time  you  are 
free  to  do  whatever  you  want. 

How  long  will  my  TONI  wave  lost? 

Your  Toni  wave  is  guaranteed  to  last  just 


as  long  as  a  $15  beauty  shop  permanent  — 
■  or  vour  money  back. 

How  much  do  I  save  with  TONI? 

The  Toni  Kit  with  re-usuable  plastic  curl- 
ers costs  only  $2  .  .  .  with  handy  fiber  curl- 
ers only  Sl.2.5.  The  Toni  Refdl  Kit  com- 
plete except  for  curlers  is  $1.  (All  prices 
plus  ta.x.  Prices  slightly  higher  in  Canada.) 

-Which  is  the  TONI  twin? 

Kathleene,  at  the  right,  has  the  Toni. 

.^sk  for  Toni  today  at  any  leading  drug, 
notions  or  cosmetic  counter. 


HOME  PERMANENT 

THE  CREWIE  COLD  WAVE 
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Just  how  ravishing-red  can  red  get? 
Just  lio'sv  ^vonslerful  can  your  hands 
look?  loiTIl  kno\v  when  you  see 
"Pretty  Gay." 

It's  the  shade  to  make  a  man's  eves 
go  l?link.  Blink!  Make  his  heart  go 
^riniin]i,  Thump!  Make  him  stop  .  .  . 
look  .  .  .  and  love  it! 

And  (ill  new  Cutex  polish  is  so  Mon- 
drouslv  improved. 

Now!  Cutex  wears  longer  than 
e\  en  high-priced  polishes.  A  new  mir- 
acle ingredient,  found  only  in  new 
Cutex,  defies  chipping  and  peeling. 
Dries  c.\lru-J(ist,  too! 

Try  "Pretty  Gay"  polish  for  pretti- 
ness'  sake.  Try  all  the  other  exquisite 
Cutex  hand-care  products  too,  for  the 
same  attractive  reason. 


-Anotfr( 


&r 
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created  to  harmonize  with  all  polish  shades. 


Deep  Red 


„,     „.  ,      Blue  Red     „ 

Blue  Pink  Clear  Red 


Now  —  so    easy   to    choose 

your  lipstick  aeiil  polish      go- 
togetliers." 

Cutex  Blue  Pink  lipstick 
makes,  sweet  harmony  with 
any  cool  pinkish  shade.  Clear 
Red  ''clicks"  with  any  bright 


true  red.  Blue  Red  lipstick  is 
lovely  Willi  aiiv  of  the  many 
l)lu<vtoned  red  polishes  on  the 
market.  Try  iL  with  the  new 
Cute.x  "Pretty  Gay"  polish  — 
pretty  devastating." 

All  Cutex  lipstick  is  so 


creamy  sm-o-o-oth,  too.  Stays 
put — stays  radiantly  lu.stroiis 
for  hours.  And — surprise — only 
49(^*  for  this  luxury  lipstick. 
At  your  favorite  cosmetic 
counter.  Norlham  ^  arren. 
New  York.   *Plus  Federal  Tax. 
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ORE  important  to  you  than 
any  previous  issue  will  be 
next  month's  Radio  Mirror.  For 
through  this  November  Radio  Mir- 
ror you,  America's  radio- listening 
public,  will  be  able  to  have  a  voice 
in  the  choosing  of  the  programs  you 
hear  on  the  air. 

Next  month,  this  magazine  will 
carry  a  ballot  for  the  first  annual 
Radio  Mirror  Awards.  You  will  be 
able  to  vote  for  your  favorite  actors 
and  actresses,  your  favorite  singers 
and  orchestras,  your  favorite  day- 
time and  evening  programs.  You 
will  be  able  to  say — and  have  your 
criticism  heard — what  you  don't 
like  about  radio  today. 

The  Radio  Mirror  Awards  are  not 
based  on  a  poll  of  critics,  of  radio 
editors,  of  the  people  who  earn  their 
living  in  the  radio  business.  It  is  a 
poll  of  radio  listeners.  It  is  a  chance 
for  you,  completely  uninfluenced  by 
business  pressures,  by  friendships, 
by  anything  except  your  own  tastes, 
your  own  likes  and  dislikes,  to  have 
your  say  about  what  you  hear  on 
the  radio.  And  to  see  how  your 
tastes  in  radio  listening  compare 
with  those  of  other  listeners  all 
over  the  country. 

Of  course,  as  is  only  fair,  the 
majority  will  rule.  And  it  will  take 
many,  many  single  votes  to  make 


up  a  majority.  Your  vote  is  as  im- 
portant as  that  of  anyone  else — 
each  carries  equal  weight  with  the 
judges  in  deciding  who  are  Amer- 
ica's favorite  radio  personaUties, 
what  are  its  favorite  programs. 

And  so,  if  you  have  ever  had  a 
word  to  say  of  praise  or  blame  for 
radio,  you  will  want  to  take  this  op- 
portunity to  make  it  heard — you 
will  want  to  vote  in  the  first  annual 
Radio  Mirror  Awards. 

Here  is  how  you  go  about  it:  In 
the  coming  November  issue,  on  sale 
Friday,  October  10,  you  will  find  a 
simple  ballot.  To  cast  your  votes, 
fiU  in  the  ballot  and  send  it  back  to 
Radio  Mirror,  to  the  address  you 
will  find  on  the  ballot.  In  the  De- 
cember issue,  you  will  find  a  similar 
ballot. 

Counting  of  these  ballots  will  be 
done  by  a  number  of  impartial 
judges  to  be  retained  for  that  pur- 
pose, and  not  by  anyone  who  has 
any  direct  interest  in  the  radio 
business. 

Then,  when  the  votes  are 
counted,  the  results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  Radio  Mirror  and  heard 
on  the  air,  on  the  programs  which 
have  won  your  approval.  And  at 
last  you,  who  listen,  vidll  have  had 
the  opportunity  to  say  what  you 
would    really    like    to    listen    to. 
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By  IRIS  NOBLE 
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^UR  marriage,"  said  Eileen  Holmes  Landis  firmly, 
"was  a  terrible  mistake." 

Her  very-new  husband  looked  up,  startled 
from  the  folder  in  his  lap.  Eileen  laughed,  "Got  your 
attention,  anyway,"  she  said.  "Darling,  couldn't  you 
try  leaving  Dr.  Landis  at  the  hospital  every  night, 
and  just  being  Jack  when  you  get  home?" 

"I  will,"  Dr.  Jack  said,  "if  you'll  do  the  same  with 
Nurse  Holmes." 

They  exchanged  a  half-rueful,  half-laughing  look, 
and  Eileen  made  a  little  gesture  of  resignation.  No 
one  knew  better  than  she  that  a  really  private  life, 
to  a  doctor,  is  an  unattainable  dream — for  it's  almost 
that  way  with  a  nurse.  She  sometimes  thought  that 
it  was  a  mistake  for  her  to  remain  Chief  Surgical 
Nurse  at  Municipal,  where  Dr.  Jack  was  part  of 
staff,  now  that  they  were  married.  If  she  were  at 
a  different  hospital,  or  doing  private  work,  she 
would  at  least  be  worrying  about  different  people. 
As  things  were,  she  always  knew  exactly  which  case 
was  wrinkling  her  husband's  brow — or,  more  rarely, 
which  he  was  exulting  over.  Close  as  they  were, 
intimately  as  they  shared  their  experiences  both  on 
and  off  duty,  she  couldn't  help  worrying  and  exult- 
ing too.  Perhaps  it  might  even  be  better  if  she 
weren't  a  nurse  at  aU  .  .  .  But  she  brushed  this  aside. 
Not  for  anything  she  might  gain  would  she  give  up 
the  depth  of  vmderstanding  that  flowed  between  Jack 
and  herself,  that  had  grown  out  of  their  work  to- 
gether until  it  overflowed  daily  routine  and  enriched 
all  of  their  Uves.  Yes,  she  always  knew  what  caused 
his  moods  .  .  . 

.  .  .  just  as  she  knew  tonight  that  the  trouble  was 
Ardith  Marlowe. 

Young  and  wealthy  and  the  daughter  of  a  socially 
active  and  prominent  woman,  Ardith  had  been  a 
quiet,  apparently  weU-adjusted  girl  until  her 
mother's  recent  death. '  Nothing  spectacular,  ever — 
but  part  of  the  well-run  household,  bearing  as  it  did 
the  stamp  of  her  mother's  pleasant  efficiency.  But 
Mrs.  Marlowe  died.  And  now  ... 

"You  can  see  it's  nothing  physical,"  Dr.  Jack 
leaned  back  with  a  sigh.  "She  needs  a  few  vitamins, 
but  who  doesn't?  And  there's  a  suspicion  of  anemia. 
But  that's  far  from  enough  to  confine  her  to  bed,  day 
after  day,  making  no  effort  to  get  up— ^bvirsting  into 
tears  if  I  tell  her  she  should.  No,  that  girl's  trouble 


is  mental,  or  emotional  I  should  say." 

Eileen  nodded,  and  waited  quietly.  She  was  be- 
ginning to  have  a  feeling  that  Jack  had  something 
in  the  back  of  his  mind,  and  she  had  half  a  sus- 
picion what  it  might  be. 

"If  there  were  someone  .  .  .  not  a  -doctor,  but  a 
friend  .  .  ." 

"A  nurse,  perhaps?"  Eileen  offered  drily. 

Dr.  Jack  swivelled  round  and  put  his  hand  over 
hers.  "You  see,  our  marriage  wasn't  a  mistake!  We 
understand  each  other  perfectly,"  he  said,  smiling. 
"That's  what  I  was  thinking.  If  she  had  someone  she 
could  trust,  someone  yoxing  and  wise — and  lovely 
— to  go  up  to  the  Marlowe  house  for  a  few  days 
maybe  she'd  break  down  and  talk,  and  we  could 
figure  out  how  best  to  help  her.  She  needs  a  friend." 

"That's  blarney,"  Eileen  said.  "But  I  guess  it's  the 
best  you  can  do  while  trying  to  persuade  me  to  leave 
you.  Is  this  girl  so  sick  you  think  I  really  should 
go?" 

Dr.  Jack  thumped  the  folder.  "As  sick  in  her  own 
way  as  plenty  of  people  running  temperatures.  I 
tell  you,  Eileen — ^I've  got  the  feeling  that  there's 
something — ^well,  something  rather  dreadful — going 
to  happen  to  that  girl  if  she  doesn't  get  a  little  help, 
and  quickly.  And  you're  the  one  to  give  it  to  her; 
she  Ukes  you  so  much  already.  I'll  work  it  out  some- 
how at  the  hospital." 

Her  eyes  on  her  husband's  disturbed  face,  Eileen 
pondered;  then  she  made  her  decision.  "Tomorrow, 
I'll  go  up.  I  do  feel  we  owe  the  Marlowes  a  debt, 
anyway — ^for  all  the  gifts  and  charity  and  energy 
Ardith's  mother  put  into  the  hospital  in  her  life- 
time.  I  hope  you'll  miss  me  terribly,  though!" 

"Oh,  my  dear,"  Jack  said.  He  put  her  hand  to  his 
lips,  and  the  look  that  passed  between  them  had 
nothing  of  doctor  and  nurse  in  it — ^nothing  but  the 
iinderstanding,  and  the  delight,  of  two  people  who 
had  discovered  each  other  for  always. 

The  next  afternoon  Eileen,  in  Jack's  small  car, 
went  chugging  up  the  hill  towards  the  big  old-fash- 
ioned, cupolaed  Marlowe  house.  And  Eileen's 
thoughts  were  on  the  girl  who  lived  there  all  alone. 

When  Ardith's  mother  had  been  ahve,  not  six 
months  ago,  the  house  had  been  a  busy  and  active 
place.  If  there  was  to  be  a  meeting  of  the  Red 
Cross,  it  would  be  held,    (Continued  on  page  77) 


This  story,  based  on  the  leading  characters  of  the  radio  drama  Woman  in  White,  was  written  especially  for 
Radio  Mirror.  On  the  opposite  page  are  Sarajane  Wells  as  Nurse  Eileen  Holmes,  and  Robert  Latting  as  Dr.  Jack 
Landis,  just  as  they  are  heard  when  Woman  in  White  goes  on  the  air,  every  weekday  at  2:15  P.M.  EST,  on  NBC 
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Wednesday  began  with  breakfast  in  bed,  went 
on  with  a  glamorizing  trip  to  a  famous  store. 


Every  woman's  dream:  a  visit  to  one  of  the 
world's  most  elegant  salons.  And  what  results ! 


The  Southern  schoolma'am  named  The  Best 
Teacher  of  1947  by  the  Quiz  Kids  tells  Radio 
Mirror  of  the  Chicago  holiday  that  ended 
in  the  coming-true  of  a  half-forgotten  dream 


1HAVE  asked  questions  of  hundreds  of  children  in 
my  twenty-four  years,  of  school  teaching,  and  al- 
though I'll  adnniit  I've  had  some  close  calls,  I've  nev€r 
been  thrown  completely  off  balance  by  any  of  their 
answers.  But  when  I  sat  beside  Joe  Kelly  in  his  cap  and 
gown,  and  asked  the  Quiz  Kids  their  questions  on  a 
Stmday  afternoon,  I  thought  anything  might  happen. 
While  I  had  the  answers  printed  on  a  card  right  in 
front  of  me,  I  was  afraid  that  somehow,  some  way,  they 
might  be  able  to  give  me  a  correct  answer  which  wasn't 
even  printed  on  a  card.  And  then  what  would  I  do?  I've 
had  some  very  smart  children  in  some  of  my  classes,  but 
I  had  never  before  faced  five  yoiuigsters  with  the  mental 
capacities  of  the  Quiz  Kids  all  at  one  time! 

But  after  talking  with  them,  and  watching  them  push 
each  other  around  on  a  studio  "dolly"  after  the  program, 
I  knew^  that  while  they  were  the  Quiz  PCids,  they  were 
active,  happy  children  just  like  my  own  pupils  in  fourth 
grade  at  the  Duling  School  in  Jackson,  Miss. 

This  was  my  first  time  as  Quiz  master  to  such  a  noted 
group.  But  while  my  appearance  on  NBC's  Quiz  Kid 
program  plus  my  award  of  $2,500  as  the  "Best  Teacher 
of  1947"  were  the  highlights  of  my  trip  to  Chicago,  the 
journey  also  held  a  number  of  other  "firsts."  Hold  on, 
and  you'll  understand  why  this  Southern  schoolteacher 
was  so  thrilled. 
It  was  my  first — 

Ride  in  an  airplane — 
Orchid — 
Body  massage — 
Breakfast  in  bed — 

Visit  with  stage  stars  in  their  dressing  room — 
Dinner  in  swank  places  Uke  the  Empire  Room — 
Sitting  for  "glamor"  photographs — 
When  I  stepped  off  the  plane  in  Chicago,  the  Quiz  Kids 
were  right  on  hand.  Bright-eyed  Joel  Kupperman  and 
pretty  Naomi  Cooks  presented  me  with  just  dozens  of 


Quizmaster  Kelly  reads  from  Edgar  Nation's 
letter:    "She   made   me   feel   like   somebody." 


By  MINE  NEAl  as 
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Biggest   "big    moment"   of    all:    at    the    Quiz    Kids    broadcast    (NBC,    Sundays   at   4  P.M.   EST)    Aline   Neal   tells 
a    nationwide    audience    what    she    plans    to    do    with    the    S2500    she   won    for,   she    says,    "Just    doing    her   job." 


the  brightest  peonies  I  ever  saw — plus  two  big  kisses. 
Mr.  John  Lewellen,  program  director  of  the  Quiz  Kids, 
handed  me  a  long  sheet  of  paper  with  a  lot  of  what 
appeared  to  be  appointments  written  on  it — luncheons, 
dinners,  theater  parties,  beauty  salon  appointments, 
interviews,  special  radio  appearances,  and  a  host  of 
other  engagements. 

"Oh,  this  must  be  for  the  three  other  winners  and  me," 
I  said.    "Which  are  mine — or  how  do  we  choose?" 

Mr.  Lewellen  laughed,  and  said,  "Why,  they're  all 
yours,  of  course.  Miss  Neal,  you're  going  to  have  a 
really  big  time!" 

And  a  big  time  I  certainly  had.  In  getting  from  one 
place  to  the  next,  I'm  sure  I  rode  in  every  taxicab  in 
Chicago — and  I  think  I  even  got  in  one  from  Hammond 
once!  When  it  was  all  over  I  was  more  tired  than  I 
have  ever  been  in  my  life — including  the  time  I  stayed 
up  late  studying  for  my  own  college  examinations.  But 
I  was  happy — happy  both  because  I  had  a  wonderful 


time,  and  because  I  could  represent  all  teachers  every- 
where and  perhaps  make  mothers  and  fathers  appre- 
ciate their  own  teachers  even  more. 

You  may  remember  how  the  second  annual  "Best 
Teacher"  contest  was  announced  on  the  Quiz  Kids  pro- 
gram earlier  this  year.  School  children  were  invited 
to  write  letters  on  "The  Teacher  Who  Has  Helped  Me 
Most."  More  than  33,000  letters  were  read  and  judged 
by  a  committee  composed  of  Dr.  Paul  A.  Witty,  pro- 
fessor of  education  at  Northwestern  University;  Dr. 
Willard  Olson,  professor  of  education  at  the  University 
of  Michigan;  and  the  Rev.  Philip  S.  Moore,  Dean  of  the 
graduate  school  at  Notre  Dame  University.  There  were 
to  be  a  $2,500  cash  first  award  for  advanced  study  at  any 
university  of  the  teacher's  choice,  and  three  Special 
Recognition  awards  of  $500  each.  There  was  also  a 
$100  prize  for  the  child  writing  the  best  letter,  and  a 
second  child's  prize  of  $50. 

The    final    one    hundred    (Continued    on    page  95) 


told  to   DON  TERRIO 
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RUTH  WAYNE'S  husband,  DR.  JOHN  WAYNE,  has 
returned  to  Glen  Falls  after  a  loni;  absence — months 
which  he  spent  in  an  unfamiliar  town  struggling  to 
resolve  the  emotional  upheaval  that  threatened  to  ruin 
his  marriage  and  career.  Back  home,  he  finds  Ruth 
planning  to  divorce  him  to  marry  REED  BANNISTER, 
the  family  friend  who  has  always  loved  her.  Now  Ruth's 
heart  is  torn  by  her  old  feeling  for  .lohn.  her  love  for  Reed 
— and  her  battle  to  keep  RICHARD,  the  Waynes"  son. 
from  being  too  shaken  by  the  situation.  ( Berry  Kroeger  is 
Reed;  Grace  Matthews  is  Ruth;  Paul  McGrath  is  John.) 


^1 
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DR.  CARVELL  is  a  kindly,  home-spun  country  doctor 
who  has  stood  by  Ruth  through  many  a  worrisome  time. 
Ruth  works  for  Dr.  Carvell  at  the  hospital,  and  shares 
his  home;  in  many  ways  they  feel  like  father  and  daugh- 
ter. Dr.  Carvell  is  anxiously  trying  to  help  Ruth  solve 
her  heartbreaking  dilemma,  and  to  revive  in  young  Rich- 
ard Wayne  the  feeling  of  security  which  has  been  so 
profoundly  disturbed  by  his  parents'  emotional  tangle. 
(Dr.  Carvell  is  Santos  Ortega.  Richard,  on  the  air,  is 
played  by  actress  Ruth  Schafer.) 
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JOHN  WAYNE  and  REED 
BANNISTER,  both  doctors. 
were  once  close  friends  as 
well.  But  no  friendship  could 
survive  the  strain  that  arose 
when  John,  returning  to  Ruth 
after  his  prolonged  absence 
found  that  his  wife  was  plan- 
ning the  divorce  which  he 
himself  had  once  bitterly  sug- 
gested— and  that  she  and 
Reed  were  hoping   to   marry. 


PETE  KIRKWOOD  and  his 
wife  MARGO  are  a  young 
married  pair  who  owe  their 
happiness  to  John.  Margo  fell 
in  love  with  John  in  Hebron, 
the  mid-west  town  where  he 
had  gone  to  try  to  "find  him- 
self; but  John  was  able  to 
prove  to  her  that  what  she 
called  love  was  really  a 
"father  complex."  (Played  by 
Joe     Julian,     Louise     Fitch) 


NEDDIE  WAYNE,  Ruth's 
younger  brother,  is  trying 
hard  to  make  a  success  of  the 
service  station  he  owns  in 
Glen  Falls,  but  he  is  handi- 
capped in  this,  as  in  every- 
thing else,  by  his  wife  HOPE. 
Selfish,  grasping  and  pitiless, 
this  woman  has  made  life  a 
series  of  torturing  incidents  for 
Ned.  (Ned  is  Michael  O'Day, 
Hope     is     Anne     Shepherd ) 


Big  Sister  is  heard  Mon- 
day through  Friday  at  I 
P.M.  EST  on  CBS  stations. 


Singing  better  than  ever,  making  more  friends,  having  more 
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ANYBODY  yearning  for  the  bachelor's  carefree  life? 
Make  it  Tony  Martin's  variety  and  half  the  male 
voices  in  America  would  swell  the  chorus  of  "Me," 
"I  do,"  and  "Count  me  in." 

Who  wouldn't  like  to  live  among  the  lush  surroimd- 
ings  of  a  resort  hotel  which  boasts  snobbishly  of  being 
America's  finest — and  most  expensive?  Who  wouldn't 
like  the  sight  of  a  swimming  pool  shimmering  right 
outside  his  door?  And  the  proximity  of  a  dozen 
pretty  girls  in  scant  bathing  suits  lounging  in  the  sun 
beside  it? 

It's  a  good  deal,  and  Tony  admits  it. 

His  three-way  success — ^he  is  now  starring  in  his  own 
radio  program,  his  hit  in  "Till  the  Clouds  Roll  By" 
has  started  a  clamor  for  his  services  in  the  movies,  and 
his  records  are  high  on  the  popularity  lists  of  disc 
artists — these  provide  very  generously  all  of  the  things 
Tony  dreamed  about  when  he  was  sweating  out  the  last 
sixteen  months  of  the  war  in  the  heU-hole  of  the 
China-Burma-India  theater.  Pun,  friends,  money  in 
the  pocket — ^Tony  has  all  he  wants  of  these. 

It's  all  dreamy,  unless — imless  maybe  what  a  fellow 
wants  is  not  a  fancy  hotel  room,  but  a  home;  not  a 
swimming  pool  but  a  fireside,  and  not  a  dozen  pretty 


fun — Tony  Martin  finds  life  perfect.     Almost 


girls,  but  one.  If  Tony  is  feeling  this  way  about  it, 
he's  not  talking.  It's  only  from  things  not  said,  that 
you  gather  after  awhile  that  Tony  Martin  is  a  Happy 
Bachelor  who  has  eversrthing,  and  yet — ^in  a  way — 
nothing,  who  is  surrounded  by  people  all  of  the  time, 
and  yet — somehow — is  a  pretty  lonely  guy. 

The  Tony  Martin  who  came  back  from  the  wars — 
and  remember  Tony  h4id  it,  for  four  years,  almost  half 
of  them  in  the  steaming  Burma  jungles — this  Tony  is  a 
more  mature  man  than  he  was  when  he  went  away. 
There  is  new  character  in  his  face.  His  voice  has  a  new 
depth,  a  new  quality — ask  any  professional  musician. 

Probably  because  he  has  given  more,  he  wants  more 
of  life  now  tiian  he  did  when  he  was  the  prototype  of 
the  Hollywood  playboy.  And  what  he  wants — it's  a 
bromide,  but  it  fits  in  this  case — can't  be  bought  and 
paid  for.  You  can't  buy  anything  as  intangible  as 
happiness  even  with  Tony  Martin's  money. 

You  can  buy  a  lot  of  fun.  There  is  no  dearth  of 
laughs  or  of  companionship  around  the  Bel  Air  hotel 
pool.  Tony  climbs  out  after  a  swim,  shakes  the  water 
out  of  his  dark,  curly  hair.  He  is  lean  and  bronzed 
from  the  sun.  He  looks  great  And  there  is  always 
somebody  around  to  tell    (Confinticd  on  page    75) 


With  fonr  Army  years  behind  him,  Tony's  in  the 
right  frame  of  mind  to  appreciate  sun  and  fun 
and  freedom  and  all  things  beautiful — like  girls. 


'  w  fdjulmt  §M/nMfv 


Tony's  love  of  riding  has  a  lot  to   do  with  the  dream   that's  shaping 
'in  his  mind — that  dream  of  a  ranchhouse  with  plenty  of  stable-room. 


Laundries  sew  op  the  holes  in  a 
bachelor's  socks,  but  there's  n<i 
sentiment  in  that.  And  maybe  a 
man  wants  someone  to  keep  him 
from  dressing  all  over  the  house. 

Tony   Martin   stars  in  |i  nmsical   half- 
hoar,  Sunda7niKhtsat9:30  EST  on  CBS. 
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TtiH  POWY  WHO 


A  CHILD'S  imagination  is  a  wonderful  thing. 
From  the  time  he  is  born,  society  imposes  its  will  on  a 
child,  shaping  him  to  live  in  a  world  of  do's  and  don'ts  and 
all  the  taboos  of  modern  civiUzation.  If  only  parents 
could  understand  how  painful  a  process  this  shaping  is!  Maybe, 
then,  they  wouldn't  be  so  horrified  when  their  pride  and  joy 
annoimces  he's  just  talked  to  a  pirate  down  the  street  or  he  just 
shot  down  an  airplane  with  his  bean-shooter. 

Folks'll  pay  good  money  to  see  a  movie  or  buy  a  book — ^but 
instead  of  sitting  back  and  enjoying  their  own  kids'  make-believe 
stories  and  maybe  trying  to  understand  why  he  has  to  let  his 
fancies  go  dreaming,  too  many  times  they  just  give  him  the  stem- 
parent  act  about  telling  lies. 

Take  the  case  of  my  eight-year-old  friend,  Burke. 

The  Gittlesons  were  chance  acquaintances  of  mine  several 
years  ago.  Someone  brought  them  over  to  my  San  Fernando 
Valley  home  one  day,  and  their  son  Burke  came  along. 

The  first  thing  that  struck  me  about  the  child  was  his  elegant 
manners — and  in  an  eight-year-old  boy,  manners  like  that 
bother  me.  Perhaps  because  I  have  trouble  getting  my  two  hun- 
dred pounds  or  so  in  and  out  of  chairs  easily,!  resent  seeing  a  child 
popping  up  and  down  every  time  an  older  person  comes  into  a 
room.  Makes  me  tii-ed  to  look  at  him.  And  passing  candy  dishes 
without  being  told,  and  sitting  straight  and  proper  in  his  chair, 
never  speaking  without  first  being  spoken  to,  saying  his  "thank- 
you's"  and  "no-ma'am's"  without  being  prompted — it's  imnatural. 

When  I  say  annoyed,  I  don't  mean  at  the  child.  I  mean  an- 
noyed at  the  parents. 

Naturally  the  other  guests  compliinented  the  Gittlesons  on  the 
good  marmers  of  their  son. 

Henry  Gittleson  beamed.  "Discipline's  the  thing,"  he  told  us, 
strutting  a  bit.  "I'll  never  have  to  spank  any  child  of  mine  for 
not  obeying.  We  have  rules  for  everything  in  our  house  and 
Burke  knows  them — and  knows  I  mean  them.  I  believe  in  being 
fair — but  no  compromising." 


Wf  Lirm  BOY  KNEW  THAT  VERY  fEW  PONIES  CAN  TALK.  THAT'S  WHY 
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TALKED 


SY  EP  M^CGNNEiL 


I  had  about  fifteen  minutes'  work  to  do  in  my  study,  on  a  new 
song  I  was  F>olishing  up  for  my  radio  program.  So  I  made  my 
excuses  to  our  guests. 

".  .  .  want  to  come  along  with  me,  Burke?"  I  asked,  on  an 
impulse.   The  boy  puzzled  me.   "You  won't  disturb  me." 

"Run  along  with  Mr.  McConnell,  Burke,"  Henry  Gittleson 
ordered  his  son.  "It'll  be  a  treat  for  him — ^he's  a  great  fan  of 
yours  .  .  .  listens  to  your  program  all  the  time.  We've  often  said 
— Mrs.  Gittleson  and  I — that,  with  so  many,  many  kids  Hstening 
in  to  you  every  Saturday  your  show  would  be  a  wonderful 
opportunity  for  you  to  teach  as  well  as  entertain,  Mr.  McConnell. 
It  seems  to  me  you  could  sUp  in  a  lot  of  good  points  about  chil- 
dren being  obedient  and  honest  and  trustworthy  and  so  forth, 
along  with  the  fun  they  get  out  of  it." 

Somehow,  I've  earned  the  reputation  for  being  a  genial  sort 
of  guy,  and  I've  acquired  the  nickname  of  "Smihn'  Ed" — ^but  right 
then  I  had  a  hard  time  making  that  smile  stick.  He  hit  me  right 
on  a  sore  spot. 

"Not  me,"  I  said,  pushing  Burke  ahead  of  me  as  we  walked  to 
the  study.  "I'm  not  one  for  lecturing  kids.  Got  too  much  respect 
for  them.  I  figure  they've  got  as  much  right  to  a  good  laugh  as  a 
grown-up — without  it  conceahng  a  finger  being  shaken  under 
their  noses.  Besides — I've  been  around  children  all  my  Hfe;  sang 
to  them;  talked  to  them;  tried  to  amuse  them — got  two  of  my  own 
— and  I  get  more  humble  with  them  every  day  I  live.  They  teach 
me,  Mr.  Gittleson." 

Back  in  the  study,  I  picked  up  the  papers  I  had  been  working 
on  and  pretended  to  read  them,  but  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye 
I  watched  Burke.  He  had  refused  an  invitation,  earlier,  to  go  out 
and  play  with  the  other  children,  but  I  still  couldn't  believe  he 
honestly  preferred  to  be  with  the  older  folks. 

He  sat  quietly  for  a  little  while,  but  then  he  got  restless.  From 
the  open  window  near  him  he  could  hear  the  shouts  of  my  son 
and  the  other  boys  outside  playing.  He  pretended  not  to  care, 
even  to  himself,  but  that  window  drew  {Continued  on  page  90) 
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HE  WED  SO  DESPERATELY  TO  GET  HIS  FATHER  TO  LISTEN 
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"Looking  like  Nicky  is 
the  one  tiling  Walter  is 
vain  about.  Fortunately, 
the  resemhlance  is  real." 
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THERE  is  not  anything  my  husband  does  not 
do  for  me — except  sing.  {That  he  will  never 
do — because  he  cannot  carry  a  time.)  But 
everything  else,  everything  else,  from  the  big, 
important,  often  tiresome  business  things  a 
manager  does  for  the  career  he  molds  and 
makes,  to  the  so-called  "little"  things  a  man 
does  for  the  woman  he  dearly  loves,  Walter 
does  for  me. 

I  just  married  the  right  man,  that's  all  .  .  . 
and  I  could  so  well  not  have  .  .  .  could  so  well 
have  married  a  man  who,  while  he  might  have 
taken  an  interest  in  my  career,  might  not  have 
taken  a  hnowing  interest  and  might  very  well 
not  have  taken  interest  enough  to  give  up  his 
career  for  mine,  as  Walter  did  .  .  . 

.  .  .  and  to  think,  I  often  did,  that  a  sttiffed 
rabbit,  a  red  and  white  checked  gingham 
stuffed  rabbit  shotild  have  been  the  instru- 
ment Fate  used  when,  on  that  fateful  night .  .  . 

...  it  is  a  story  that  sounds  like  straight 
vmabashed  publicity,  the  story  of  our  romance, 
like  a  press  agent's  dream:  The  setting,  the 
Prague  Opera  House,  in  the  city  of  Prague,  in 
Czechoslovakia,  in  the  year  1937;  the  protag- 
onists, a  yoimg  American  girl  about  to  make 
her  operatic  debut  in  Migncm,  who  was  myself, 
and  a  young  Hungarian  actor,  with  a  future  as 
brilliant  as  himself,  who  was  Walter  Surovy; 
the  mood,  the  terrible  tense  moments  before  the 
overture  when,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I 
would  appear  on  the  professional  stage  and  my 
Future,  for  good  or  bad,  stood  in  the  wings  with 
me  and  I  was  icy  and  shaking  .  .  .  and  then,  at 
that  precise  and  perilous  moment,  the  young 
Hungarian  actor  whom  I  knew,  but  only  by 
sight,  coming  up  to  me  in  the  wings  and  giving 
me,  of  all  things,  a  stuffed  rabbit  .  .  .  saying 
something  to  me  in  Hvmgarian  I  only  half  un- 
derstood but,  somehow,  did  understand,  which 
fortified  and  warmed  me.  Then  on  the  stage,-  in 
the  gypsy  wagon,  in  which,  in  Mignon,  you 
first  come  on  the  stage,  the  rabbit  tucked 
away  out  of  sight  beneath  a  fold  of  my  skirt 
.  .  .  and  good  luck,  the  great  good  luck  of  a 
successful  debut! 

Later,  that  same  night,  in  the  small  apart- 
ment at  the  end  of  the  trolley  line  that  was  my 
home  in  Prague,  looking  at  that  abstird  stuffed 
rabbit,  laughing  at  it,  I  wondered  why  he 
had  given  it  to  me,  what  did  it  mean? 

Later  I  learned  that  Walter  had  heard  of  the 
American  custom  of  an  actor  carrying  a 
rabbit's  foot  for  good  luck.  "So,"  he  expained 
to  me,  "so,  I  thought  /our  rabbit's  foots  would 
bring  the  great  good  luck  .  .  ." 

Now,  ten  years  later,  and  after  eight  years  of 


Rise    Stevens    stars    on    the    Family    Hour,    Sun- 
day  afternoons   at   5   P.M.   EST,   on    CBS   stations 
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marriage,  Walter  still  gives  me  a  stuffed  rabbit 
before,  and  during,  every  performance  of  mine 
at  the  Met;  before  and  after  each  broadcast. 
Only  now  the  stuffed  rabbit  is  the  encoiu^ge- 
ment  he  gives  me,  in  words. 

"Rise,  you  are  in  terrific  voice  tonight,"  he 
wiU  say,  just  as  the  orchestra  is  tuning  up  for 
Carmen,  or  the  Kosemkavaiier,  or  Mignon,  or 
whatever  opera  I  may  be  singing  at  the  Met. 
Or  just  before  the  signal  tells  us  we  are  on  the 
air  in  The  Family  Hour. 

"That  was  a  superb  piece  of  acting.  Rise," 
he  wUl  say  each  time,  during  a  performance 
at  the  Met,  I  come  off-stage.  "Keep  it  up, 
sweetheart,"  he  always  adds.  "Keep  it  up!" 
But  after  a  performance  he  gives  me  the  con- 
structive criticism  I  need. 

It  must  be  horrible,  I  often  think,  in  a  wak- 
ing nightmare,  horrible  to  marry  the  wrong 
man — not  only  for  the  reasons  of  personal  and 
private  happiness,  but  for  the  career.  .  .  . 

.  .  .  but  in  Prague,  in  that  year  of  1937,  I 
did  not  know — ^not  at  once,  that  is — that  I  had 
met  the  right  man.   Nor,  for  that  matter,  did 


Walter  know  at  once  that  he  had  met  the  right 
woman.  I  often  tell  him,  teasing,  that  I  first 
attract^  the  manager  in  him  and,  not  until 
later,  the  man.  Teasing,  but  with  a  kernel  of 
truth.  For,  "It  was  yoiu:  talent,"  Walter  was  to 
admit  to  me,  "that  first  interested  me  in  you." 

Must  have  been,  for  although  we  had  seen 
each  other,  quite  often,  at  the  Opera  House  in 
Prague,  where  he  was  playing  (He  did  French 
comedies,  mostly — and  brilliantly — and  Shake- 
speare) EUid  I  was  studying  for  my  debut,  a 
nod  in  passing,  and  a  smile  was  all — ^prior  to 
the  night  of  my  debut — ^he  had  given  me  or 
I,  him. 

Even  after  the  gift  of  the  stuffed  rabbit,  I 
did  not  see  much  of  Walter  before,  a  few  weeks 
later,  I  left  for  an  engagement  in  Cairo.  The 
day  I  left  Prague  I  ran  into  him,  quite  by  acci- 
dent (Or  was  it?)  in  the  foyer  of  the  theater. 
And  far  from  bidding  me  a  lingering  lovely 
farewell,  he  told  me,  with  exasperating  non- 
chalance, that  I  might  write  to  him  now  and 
then,  because,  he  explained,  without  a  trace  of 
drollery,   "I  collect    (Continued  on  page  84) 


I  have  to  go  to  bed  at  10:30,  so  onr  evenings  ont  are  few  and  far  between." 


With  Susan  captured  in  her  high  chair,  Ethel  has  g^one  to  work  on  a  really  sensational  dinner 
— roast  beef  and  banana  cream  pie  included.  "Poor  dear,"  she  thinks,  meaning  Albert,  "he  works 
so"  hard.  He  deserves  a  treat  once  in  a  while."  Albert,  sneak-previewing  the  menu,  would  agree 
heartily  with  her  thoughts — but  she  knows  better  than  to  say  them  out  loud,  does  Ethel  Arbuckle. 
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Ethel  and  Albert  are  heard  every  weekday  at  2:15  P.  M.   EST,  on  the  ABC  network 
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RADIO  MIRROR'S  PICTURE  STORY  OF  A  WIFE'S  STRIKE  FOR  WOMEN'S  RIGHTS 


2.  "Dinner's  almost  ready,  dear,"  Ethel  hints.  Albert 
starts  out  to  wash  his  hands.  Bat  first  a  slight  de- 
tour to  play  with  Susan.     For  what  else  is  he  a  father? 


3.  Surely  the  fishing  and  hunting  news  could  wait  till 
after  dinner.  Ethel  controls  a  faint  frown,  remarks 
gently,  "Albert  .  .  ."  "Yes,  yes,  right  away,"  he  replies. 


IITHEL  and  Albert  live  in 
'/  Sandy  Harbor,  a  town 
somewhere  in  the  Middle 
West.  But  there  are  young- 
marrieds  like  the  Arbuckles 
living  in  every  town  in  the 
country;  families  who  thor- 
oughly understand  Ethel's  an- 
noyance when  Albert  won't 
take  the  screens  down,  and 
Albert's  war  with  the  water 
supply  that  disappears  at 
bathtime.  Peg  Lynch,  who 
plays  Ethel,  also  writes  and 
produces  The  Private  Lives  of 
Ethel  and  Albert.  Albert  is 
played  by  Alan  Bunce;  Bob 
Cotton  directs.  Program  time 
is  2:15  daily  on  ABC,  with  a 
rebroadcast  for  WJZ  at  6: 15. 


4.  The  frown  is  now  established.  The  roast  beef  plat- 
ter cools  in  Ethel's  hands  as,  after  quite  an  interval, 
Albert  calls  from  upstairs.  "Ethel — can't  find  my  old 
fishing  jacket  anywhere.  Have  you  put  it  away  or  what?" 
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5.  Another  interval,  followed  by  crash.  Albert  has  man- 
aged to  knock  down  the  clotbespole  in  his  closet.  "Ethel, 
honey,  I  have  to  mn  down  to  the  hardware  store  before  it 
closes,"  he  announces.  "Need  something  to  fix  this  pole." 


6.  It  hardly  took  a  minute.  Jnst  long  enon 
this  wonderful  potato-peeler,  for  instan 


8.  "I'm  a  lucky  man,"  muses  Albert.  "Such  a  child,  and  such 
a  wife."  He  could  gaze  all  night  at  Susy — ^but  after  all,  there's 
dinner.  Succulent  dinner,  too.  Better  go  down ;  women  get  so 
irritated  if  they  think  dinner's  going  to  get  cold  or  something. 


9.  But  Ethel's  not  irritated,  not  a  bit. 
She  glances  up  from  her  book  when 
Albert  appears,  and  says  sweetly,  "Your 
dinner's   in  there,  dear.  Fve  had  mine." 


36 
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;l    pick    up    a    few    bandy    things.     Like 
iVait'U    Ethel    sees    it,"   Albert   exults. 


7.  Ethel  counts  to  ten.  "Your  peeler  won't  work,  remember?  You've  already  bought 
me  four  of  them."  It  is  now  an  hour  since  Ethel  first  called  Albert  to  dinner; 
there  is  something  in  her  voice  that  gives  Albert  his  first  real  qualm.  "Susy  in 
bed?  ni  just  say  goodnight  and  be  down  in  a  jiffy."  But  even  a  jiffy  won't  help  now! 


10.  It's  in  there,  all  right — the  choicest  collection  of  canned  goods  this  side  of  a  supermarket.  As  Albert  takes  in  the 
situation  he  begins  to  realize  that  procrastination  is  not  only  the  thief  of  time  but  can  steal  a  good  dinner  from 
under  a  man's  nose.  Wistfully,  he  thinks  of  banana  cream  pie  and  roast  beef,  irrevocably  lost  to  him  through  his  own 
thoughtlessness.  But  Ethel,  watching  from  the  doorway,  wonders  if,  maybe,  she  couldn't  warm  up  just  a  bit  of  the  beef  .  .  .? 
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5.  Another  interval,  foUowed  by  crash.  Albert  ho^  jnan- 
aged  to  knock  down  the  clotbespole  in  his  closet.  Ethel, 
honey,  I  have  to  mn  down  to  the  hardware  store  belore  it 
closes,"  be  announces.  "Need  something  to  6x  this  pole." 


8  "I'm  a  lucky  man,"  mnses  Albert.  "Soch  a  child,  and  such 
a  wife"  He  could  gaze  aU  night  at  Susy-bnt  after  all,  there s 
dinner.  Succulent  dinner,  too.  Better  go  down;  women  get  so 
irritated  if  they  think  dinner's  going  to  get  cold  or  something. 
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7.  Ethel  counts  to  ten.  "Your  peeler  won't  work,  remember?  YouVe  already  houghi 
me  four  of  them."  It  is  now  an  hour  since  Ethel  first  called  Albert  to  dinner- 
there  IS  something  in  her  voice  that  gives  Albert  hi.  6rst  real  qualm.  "Susy  in 
bed?  Ill  just  say  goodnight  and  be  down  in  a  jiffy."  But  even  a  jiffy  won't  help  now' 


9.  But  Ethel's  not  irritated,  not  a  bit. 
She  glances  up  from  her  book  when 
Albert  appears,  and  says  sweetly,  "Your 
dinner's  in  there,  dear.  Fve  had  mine. 


10.  It's  in  there,  all  right — the  choicest  collection  of  canned  goods  ibis  side  of  a  supermarket.  As  Albert  takes  in  the 
situation  he  begins  to  realize  that  procrastination  is  not  only  the  thief  of  time  but  can  steal  a  good  dinner  from 
nnder  a  man's  nose.  Wistfully,  he  thinks  of  banana  cream  pie  and  roast  beef,  irrevocably  lost  to  him  through  bis  own 
thoughtlessness.  But  Ethel,  watching  from  the  doorway,  wonders  if,  maybe,  she  couldn't  warm  up  just  a  bit  of  the  be«f  .  .  .? 
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Radio  Mirror's  Poem  of  the  Month 

I  shall  remember  you  when  time  is  old 
And  all  our  days  together  but  a  dream, 
When  youth  is  but  a  tale  too  quickly  told 
And  April's  leaf  lies  floating  on  the  stream. 
When  shadows  slowly  deepen  on  the  hill 
And  song  is  silent  on  the  frosty  air, 
When  laughter  fails,  as  even  laughter  will, 
I  shall  remember  days  we  used  to  share. 

You  will  not  pause  at  eventide  to  miss 

The  summits  won,  the  paths  we  dared  to  seek. 

But  I  shall  wander  dreaming  of  your  kiss 

And  feel  your  soft  hair  cool  against  my  cheek. 

You  will  sleep  well,  oblivious  of  spring. 

But  I  shall  lie  awake,  remembering  ... 

— Sydney  King  Russell 


IC 


Drett  up  in  bonnets  quaint  at  faith. 
Laughing  at  changed  fashion. 
But  not  in  any  old  love 
Or  outmoded  passion. 

Try  on  each  sweet  forgotten  frock 
In  lavender  long  hung. 
But  never  the  romance  you  wore 
When  you  were  very  young! 

— Elixabeth-Ellen  Long 
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She  had  a  very  small  white  sin. 

Too  frail  to  shock  The  Neighbors; 
But  ah,  to  keep  it  secret — 

What  artifice!  What  laborsj 
But  now  that  she  is  seventy — 

Oh,  shade  of  youth's  chagrin! 
She's  spun  a  wicked  tale  to  M\ 

Out  of  that  small  white  sin! 
. — Marion  Doyle 


for  the  origiaal  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader, 
selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 
month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five 
dollars  wUl  be  paid  for  each  other  original 
poem  submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between 
the  Bookends  pages  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address 
your  poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205 
East  42  nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry 
submitted  should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines. 
When  postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be 
made  to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is 
not  a  contest,  but  an  offer  to  purchase  poetry 
for    Radio    Mirror's    Between    the    Bookends. 
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There  is  not  very  much  for  the  heart  to  learn 
When   the    fire    is   lit   and   the   sweet   logs 

burn   ... 
The  moment  is  brief  that  drifts  along 
Recalling  a  dream  or  a  wisp  of  song. 
There  is  pulsing  color  beyond  a  name. 
And  cherry  tongues  of  a  dancing  flame 
That  slowly  die  as  the  log  is  cleft, 
And   only .  the   patterned   embers   left    .    .    . 
There  is  not  very  much  for  the  heart  to  see 
In  the  soft  white  ash  of  a  memory. 

— Helen  Mitchel 


Lines  for 'the  turn  of  the  season,  Then  fresheninji  breezes  stir  the  many 
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Oft  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere   Slumber's   chain   has   bound 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me; 
The  sniiles,  the  tears. 
Of  boyhood's  years. 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken; 
The  eyes  that  shone. 
Now  dimmed  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere   Slumber's   chain    has   bound   me. 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

— Thomas  Moore 


By  TED  MAIONE 

Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday  through  Friday 
at    11:45    EST,    over    ABC. 
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You  make  it  altogether  plain 

That  you  consider  me  insane 

Because  this  passion  for  you  keeps 

Me  wakeful  while  a  dull  world  sleeps. 

Yet  holds  me  dream-bound  through  the  day. 

It's  downright  lunacy,  you  say. 

And  I'll  concede  you  may  be  right. 

But  darling,  this  attack  is  light 

When  likened  to  the  one  I  had 

The  time  I  loved  that  other  lad! 

— Georgie  Starbuck  Galbraith 
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Although  tha  carefree  centipede 
May  live  in  wild  abandon. 
It  matters  not;  he  has  indeed 
A  hundred  legs  to  stand  on. 

•^Florence  Jansson 
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We    used   to    walk   on   summer   nights. 

Along  a  moonlit  lane. 
Dissecting  loveliness  of   leal. 

Of  blossom,  love  and  pain. 
We   used   to   watch   our   shadows. 

Climb  up  a  silver  hill 
And    spill    our    plans    for    coming    years 

Into    a   dream's    wide   pool. 
We   used   to  calculate   a   star 

Shone   in   a   certain   place. 
So  it  could  find   your  fingers. 

Cool    upon    my   face. 
We   used   to   sit,    rose-scented   nights. 

My  bead   upon   your   shoulder. 
And  count  the  things  that  we  could  do. 

If   only   we   were   older. 

Now    Time    reprints    the    roses. 
The    moonlight,    the    heart-hunger. 

And   a   litany  of   things   to   do 
If  only   .   .   .   we  were  younger. 

— Gladys  McKee 
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I  take  them  with  a  groin  of  salt — 

These  folks  who  never  sing 
Because  they  can't,  or  so  they  soy; 

It  doesn't  mean  o  thing. 

I've  never  known  it  yet  to  fail. 

Before  the  evening's  out, 
They'll  sing  and  thereby  prove  they  can't. 

Beyond  the  fointest  doubt. 

— Helen  Castle 
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Working  themselves,  with  help  from  neighbor 

Fanny  Brice,  the  Kelloggs  built  X-Isle  up  from  a  one-room 

shack  to  a  cottage  that's  "all  we  really  want." 


The   Pancake   Specialist   of   Topanga   Beach 

spends  a  minimum  of  time  in  her  streamlined  red-and-white 

kitchen.  But  what  she  turns  out  are  triumphs. 


THE  happy  face  of  Lucille  Norman  shining  at  you 
from  the  cover  of  Radio  Mirror  this  month  will 

be  almost  as  unfamiUar  to  the  people  in  her  own 
home  town  as  it  is  to  radio  listeners  about  the 
country  who  have  only  heard  her  broadcasts. 

For  Lucille  refuses  to  put  on  store  clothes  and 
come  into  town  except  for  The  Time,  The  Place 
and  The  Tune  shows,  Fridays  on  NBC,  and  for  the 
most  vital  business  appointments.  The  rest  of  the 
time  she  is  found  living  Ln  a  sort  of  timeless  glow 
with  her  movie-actor  husband  Bruce  Kellogg  and 
their  sixteen-month-old  daughter,  Pamela,  in  a 
hideaway  house  at  Topanga  Beach. 

If  it  is  five  degrees  warmer  at  Topanga  Beach 
than  at  fashionable  Malibu,  five  miles  north,  or  at 
Santa  Monica,  five  miles  .south,  the  neighbors  say 
it  is  because  the  Kelloggs  Uve  on  the  Topanga 
strand.  The  kind  of  happiness  that  radiates  from 
their  house,  "X-Isle,."  is  the  amazement  of  all  who 
see  it. 

Lucille  and  Bruce  came  to  live  at  "X-Isle" 
straight  from  their  marriage  in  Las  Vegas  on  Feb- 
ruary 6,  1945.  The  house  was  a  one-room  shack 
then,  but  it  had  the  "essentials"  for  a  honeymoon — 
the  sand  and  the  surf,  big  orange  moons  rising  over 


40 


Friday  nights,  4:30  PST,   NBC,  Lucille  Norman 
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Covering  the  Cover  Girl:  in  a  beach 


cottage  set  among  the  dunes,  the  sounds  of  the 


sea  make  a  night-and-day  background  for 


Lucille  Norman,  her  husband,  and  small  Pam 


By  POllY  TOWNSEND 


Santa  Monica  bay,  and,  if  you  could  bear  to  come 
inside,  a  fireplace  and  an  old,  fat  green  leather 
chair  plenty  big  enough  for  two,  Bruce's  books,  and 
Lucille's  collection  of  records. 

"We  didn't  know  what  happiness  was  before," 
LucUle  will  tell  you.  The  direct,  proud  way  ghe 
talks  about  her  love  story  is  as  uncommon  as  the 
love  story  itself. 

"LucUle  is  right,"  Bruce  chimes  in —  "We  don't 
give  a  dam  for  anything  or  anybody  but  ourselves. 
Everything  we  really  want  in  life  is  right  in  these 
four  walls." 

The  four  walls  of  X-Isle  have  stretched  con- 
siderably since  the  Kelloggs  moved  in.  With  the 
help  of  Fanny  Brice,  who  lives  next  door,  and  who 
— thanks  to  her  interior  decorating  business — ^has 
access  to  all  sorts  of  scarce  materials,  Bruce  and 
LucUle  have  practically  buUt  the  place  over. 

First  they  added  a  knotty  pine  bedroom,  just  a 
few  feet  from  the  high-tide  line — ^the  soimd  of  the 
waves  is  ceaseless  music  in  that  room.  Bruce  did 
the  buUding  himself.  LuciUe  did  the  painting,  and 
with  Fanny  Brice's  help  made  the  curtains,  the 
bedspreads  and  upholstered  the  chairs. 

The  KeUoggs  are  crazy  (Continued  on  page  106) 

heard  in  The  Time,  the  Place  and  the  Tone. 


Win    Elliot    and    Production    Assistant    Bill 
Becher    drum    up    trade    for    the    golf    test. 


For  faithful  .  attendance,  two  Fair -goers 
won  a  bicycle.  Production  Assistant  Alice 
Fadden,  Announcer  Tom  Reddy  led  a  cheer. 
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An  old  county  custom  dresses  up  with 
more  strenuous  stunts,  bigger  prizes  and 
the  same  come-one,  come-all  spirit 


Songs  by  Rudy  Williams,  Robert  Lenn,  Betty 
Brewer,  Carter  Farriss;  Bill  Gale  conducts. 


IT'S  AN  invitation  to  get  draped  with  a  lemon  pie, 
soaked  in  an  icy  tub,  locked  in  a  pen  with  a  greased 
pig;  sometimes  it's  an  invitation  to  take  part  in  a  stunt 
that  may  go  on  for  weeks.  But  it's  also  .an  invitation  to 
walk  off — ^if  you  win — ^with  anything  from  a  refrigerator 
to  a  thousand  in  cash.  So  M.  C.  Win  Elliot  has  no  trouble 
at  all  in  finding  contestants  when  County  Fair  goes  on 
the  air,  1:30  P.M.  EST,  Saturdays,  on  CBS. 

Two-and-a-half  years  old,  County  Fair  is  written  by 
Robert  Quigley  and  Perry  Lafferty,  produced  by  Leonard 
Carlton.  Bill  Gale  directs  the  orchestra  and  Win  EUiot, 
who  hkes  to  go  barefoot  as  he  follows  struggling  con- 
testants around  with  a  portable  microphone,  runs  things 
so  that  victor  and  vanquished  alike  go  home  happy. 

One  of  the  recent  week-to-week  stunts  involved  a 
jaunty — and  almost  indestructible — balloon,  and  a  series 
of  determined  golfers  who,  after  the  problem  County 
Fair  posed  (see  opposite  page) ,  will  never  again  swear 
in  a  sand  trap. 


].   M.C.    Elliot,    calling    for    golfers,    culls 
a  self-confident  young  man  from  the  aud 
ence.  All  he  has  to  do  is  get  a  hole-in-one, 


4,  He's  in!  Three  batches  of  golfers  had 
failed  where  this  contestant  succeeded. 
From    the    balloon    flutters    $75,    his    prize. 


3.  — and  that  the  hole-in-one  he  has  to 
make  is  a  hole,  in  one  drive,  in  the  balloon. 
Daunted,  but  gallant,  he  follows  through. 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  written  by  Carl  Bixby  and  Don  Becker,  can  be  heard  Mondi 
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FORGOTTEN  CHILDREN 

Dear  Papa  David: 

One  night  two  years  ago  I  was  returning  home 
from  a  long  trip,  when  I  noticed  two  very  young 
girls  trying  to  hide  themselves  in  some  brush  near 
the  highway.  As  there  were  no  homes  near  the 
place  it  aroused  my  curiosity  and  I  approached 
them.  They  were  very  much  frightened  but  talked 
freely  when  they  found  out  that  I  was  not  the  law. 
That  evening  they  had  run  away  from  the  indus- 
trial school  a  few  miles  distant,  and  were  hoping 
they  could  make  their  way  to  their  homes  and 
spend  a  few  days  before  being  caught.  The  school 
is  operated  for  the  benefit  of  mentally  deranged 
children  of  indigent  parents,  and  orphans  who 
have  no  relatives  who  care  to  be  bothered  with 
them.  The  school  is  not  too  strict  with  the  inmates, 
but  when  they  do  try  to  escape  they  are  usually 
given  a  whippiag  by  the  superintendent. 

These  two  girls  were  very  homesick.  Their  par- 
ents had  not  visited  them  for  months.  They  were 
afraid  to  return  to  the  school  with  me  for  fear  of  a 
whipping.  They  finally  confided  that  there  was 
one  very  nice  nurse  whom  they  werg  very  fond 
of,  so  when  we  reached  the  little  town  I  called  this 
nurse  on  the  phone  and  told  her  of  the  girls'  phght 
and  asked  if  she  could  not  help  get  them  back 
without  any  fuss.  She  said  she  would  help  them 
get  in  if  I  would  drive  them  near  the  entrance  gate, 
and  this  she  did.  She  explained  many  things  about 
the  institution  to  me  and  told  me  the  children  got 
very  homesick,  and  those  who  had  parents  were 
so  poor  they  did  not  provide  the  children  with  any 
amusement  or  luxuries.  They  received  good 
wholesome  food  but  never  candy  or  things  the  kids 
craved  so  much. 

When  I  arrived  home  that  night  I  could  not 


dismiss  the  incident  from  my  mind.  The  next  trip 
I  made  that  way  I  took  sufficient  candy  and  gum 
so  that  each  of  them  had  a  treat.  And  I  repeated 
this  performance  several  times  in  the  future.  I 
noticed  the  little  town  had  a  picture  show.  Just 
one,  but  one  was  enough  for  my  idea. 

I  wrote  the  manager  and  we  soon  made  arrange- 
ments that  he  would  let  the  whole  school  in  his 
matinee  shows  for  $5.00.  So  several  times  each  year 
he  arranges  his  program  so  that  he  has  funnies  and 
pictures  which  the  kids  can  appreciate.  They  are 
escorted  to  the  show  by  one  of  the  nurses.  I  stopped 
to  see  the  manager  one  day  about  a  year  later,  and 
he  said  he  never  saw  kids  have  so  much  fun  in  his 
life.  Sometimes  when  he  had  a  good  show  he 
thought  they  would  like  he  gave  it  to  them  free 
himself.  He  liked  the  idea  fine.  Just  watching  the 
fun  those  kids  had  made  him  feel  good. 

One  time  I  stopped  with  candy  for  them  w^hen 
most  of  them  were  on  the  playgrounds  and  they  all 
tried  to  thank  me  for  the  treats.  When  I  was 
leaving,  one  httle  girl  ran  up  to  the  car  and 
stopped  me,  a  httle  tot  about  five  years  old.  She 
said  she  had  a  present  for  me,  and  handed  me  a 
little  dirty  wrinkled  handkerchief.  It  was  one 
she  had  made  herself  in  her  sewing  room  class. 
She  was  so  proud  of  it,  even  if  it  was  just  a  rag. 
But  I  don't  think  she  could  have  been  any  more 
proud  of  it  than  I  am.  I  consider  it  one  of  the 
nicest  presents  I  ever  received,-  and  prize  it  highly, 
dirt  and  all. 

J.  E.  J. 

Radio  Mirror's  "best  letter"  check  has  gone 
this  month  to  the  writer  of  "Forgotten  Children." 
The  writers  of  the  letters  that  follow  have  received 
checks  for  fifteen  dollars. 


There  is  no  one  who  does  not  possess  the  power  to  give  the  one  gil 
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•gli  Friday  on  your  local  NBC  atation,  at  12  Noon,  PST,  1  P.M.  MST;  2  P.M.  CST;  3  P.M.  EST. 


SON  OF  FLIPPER 
Dear  Papa  David: 

My  story  may  be  a  very  small  one  to  you  arid 
your  grown-up  readers,  but  I  read  your  letters 
a  lot  and  would  like  to  tell  you,  in-  the  words  of 
I  a  boy  eleven  years  old,  the  most  beautiful  life-can- 
I  be-beautiful  story  that  ever  happened  to  me. 
I       Two  years  ago  I  had  the  most  wonderful  dog  in 
I  the   world,   Flipper.     He   was    only    a   so-caUed 
mongrel  but  to  me  he  was  my  all  in  a  pal  and 
I  buddy.  One  afternoon  on  my  retiim  home  from 
a  visit  I  was  in  the  car  with  my  parents  and  as  we 
drove  in  the  driveway  he  ran  out  to  meet  me,  run- 
ning under  the  wheels  of  the  car,  and  was  killed. 
PapS  David,  my  heart  was  broken.    I  just  knew  I 
had  lost  everything.     My  mother  reasoned  with 
me  that  he  was  only  a  dog,  but  I  just  could  not 
see  it  that  way.    But  in  about  a  week  a  very  nice 
lady  who  lived  on  our  street,  and  knew  my  dog 


RADIO  MIRROR  OFFERS  $50  EACH  MONTH 
FOR  YOUR  LETTERS 

Somewhere  in  everyone's  life  is  hidden  a  key  to  hap- 
piness. It  may  be  a  half-forgotten  friend,  a  period 
of  suffering,  an  unimportant  incidcrnt,  which  sud- 
denly illuminated  the  whole  meaning  of  life.  If 
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and  me,  called  to  me  and  showed  me  the  prettiest 
sight  I  had  ever  seen,  four  puppies  in  a  bed  of 
straw  with  their  Boston  bvilldog  mother.  My  heart 
leaped  almost  out  when  she  said,  "Their  father  is 
'Flipper,'  and  you  may  have  your  choice  without 
any  charge  at  all."  I  selected  the  one  that  looked 
most  like  my  own  and  carried  him  home,  I  beUeve 
the  happiest  boy  in  the  world.  I  named  him 
"Fellow,"  son  of  Flipper.  Life  was  most  beautiful 
then.  F.  S. 

"I  HAVEN'T  LOST  LOVE" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

A  year  ago  we  were  as  ordinary  a  family  as  you 
could  find,  our  minds  occupied  mostly  wiih  the 
struggle  to  make  a  living  and  bring  up  our  three 
children.  I  know  that  I,  after  fifteen  years  of 
marriage,  thought  of  Andy  as  the  breadwinner  and 
the  children's  father,  rather  than  my  mate  and 
comrade.  I  loved  him,  but  there  was  no  time  for 
tenderness  and  companionship.  I  admit  that  I  was 
often  cross  with  him,  and  inclined  to  blame  him  for 
the  monotony  of  my  life.  Let  me  be  honest — we 
quarreled  pretty  often.  I  was  disapF>ointed,  and 
like  many  other  wives,  I  felt  that  people  lived 
"happily  ever  after"  only  in  books  and  the  movies. 

Then  Andy  began  to  change  and  it  dawned  on 
me  one  day  that  we  weren't  quarreling  any  more. 
Whenever  I  flared  up  at  Andy  he'd  be  gentle  and 
patient  and  my  anger  would  melt  away.  He  Avas 
staying  at  home  more,  and  taking  a  deeper  interest 
in  the  children  and  my  domestic  problems. 

But  the  most  wonderful  thing  was  that  we  were 
close,  heart-to-heart  again,  as  we'd  been  in  the 
beginning.  We  could  talk  to  each  other  endlessly, 
with  the  absorbed  interest  of  sweethearts.  Andy's 
thoughtfulness  and  con-  (Continued  on  page  65) 
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FORGOTTEN  CHILDREN 

Dear  Papa  David: 

One  night  two  years  ago  I  was  returning  home 
from  a  long  trip,  when  I  noticed  two  very  young 
girls  trying  to  hide  themselves  in  some  brush  near 
the  highway.  As  there  were  no  homes  near  the 
place  it  aroused  my  curiosity  and  I  approached 
them.  They  were  very  much  frightened  but  talked 
freely  when  they  found  out  that  I  was  not  the  law. 
That  evening  they  had  run  away  from  the  indus- 
trial school  a  few  miles  distant,  and  were  hoping 
they  could  make  their  way  to  their  homes  and 
spend  a  few  days  before  being  caught.  The  school 
is  operated  for  the  benefit  of  mentally  deranged 
chiUren  of  indigent  parents,  and  orphans  who 
have  no  relatives  who  care  to  be  bothered  with 
them.  The  school  is  not  too  strict  with  the  inmates, 
but  when  they  do  try  to  escape  they  are  usually 
given  a  whipping  by  the  superintendent 

These  two  girls  were  very  homesick.  Their  par- 
ents had  not  visited  them  for  months.  They  were 
afraid  to  return  to  the  school  with  me  for  fear  of  a 
whipping.  They  finally  confided  that  there  was 
one  very  nice  nurse  whom  they  werp  very  fond 
of,  so  when  we  reached  the  little  town  I  called  this 
nurse  on  the  phone  and  told  her  of  the  girls'  plight 
and  asked  if  she  could  not  help  get  them  back 
without  any  fuss.  She  said  she  would  help  them 
get  in  if  I  would  drive  them  near  the  entrance  gate, 
and  this  she  did.  She  explained  many  things  about 
the  institution  to  me  and  told  me  the  children  got 
very  homesick,  and  those  who  had  parents  were 
so  poor  they  did  not  provide  the  children  with  any 
amusement  or  luxuries.  They  received  good 
wholesome  food  but  never  candy  or  things  the  kids 
craved  so  much. 
When  I  arrived  home  that  night  I  could  not 


dismiss  the  incident  from  my  mind.  The  next  trip 
I  made  that  way  I  took  sufficient  candy  and  gum 
so  that  each  of  them  had  a  treat.  And  I  repeated 
this  performance  several  times  in  tiie  future.  I 
noUced  the  little  tovm  had  a  picture  show.  Just 
one,  but  one  was  enough  for  my  idea. 

I  wrote  the  manager  and  we  soon  made  arrange- 
ments that  he  would  let  the  whole  school  in  his 
matinee  shows  for  $5.00.  So  several  times  each  year 
he  arranges  his  program  so  that  he  has  funnies  and 
pictures  which  the  kids  can  appreciate.  They  are 
escorted  to  the  show  by  one  of  the  nurses.  I  stopped 
to  see  the  manager  one  day  about  a  year  later,  and 
he  said  he  never  saw  kids  have  so  much  fun  in  his 
life.  Sometimes  when  he  had  a  good  show  he 
thought  they  would  like  he  gave  it  to  them  free 
himself.  He  liked  the  idea  fine.  Just  watching  the 
fun  those  kids  had  made  him  feel  good. 

One  time  I  stopped  with  candy  for  them  when 
most  of  them  were  on  the  playgrounds  and  they  all 
tried  to  thank  me  for  the  freats.  When  I  was 
leaving,  one  little  girl  ran  up  to  the  car  and 
stopped  me,  a  little  tot  about  five  years  old.  She 
said  she  had  a  present  foi:  me,  and  handed  me  a 
little  dirty  wrinkled  handkerchief.  It  was  one 
she  had  made  herself  in  her  sewing  room  class. 
She  was  so  proud  of  it,  even  if  it  was  just  a  rag. 
But  I  don't  think  she  could  have  been  any  more 
proud  of  it  than  I  am.  I  consider  it  one  °^  ^^ 
nicest  presents  I  ever  received,-  and  prize  it  highly, 

dirt  and  all. 

J.  E.  J. 

Radio   Mirror's   "best   letter"   check   has   gone 
this  month  to  the  writer  of  "Forgotten  ChtWren. 
The  writers  of  the  letters  that  follow  have  recexvea 
checks  for  fifteen  dollars. 


SON  OF  FLin>ER 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  story  may  be  a  very  small  one  to  you  and 
your  grown-up  readers,  but  I  read  your  letters 
a  lot  and  would  like  to  tell  you,  in-  the  words  of 
a  boy  eleven  years  old,  the  most  beautiful  life-can- 
be-beautiful  story  that  ever  happened  to  me. 

Two  years  ago  I  had  the  most  wonderful  dog  in 
the  world,  Fhpper.  He  was  only  a  so-called 
mongrel  but  to  me  he  was  my  all  in  a  pal  and 
buddy.  One  afternoon  on  my  return  home  from 
a  visit  I  was  in  the  car  with  my  parents  and  as  we 
drove  in  the  driveway  he  ran  out  to  meet  me,  run- 
ning under  the  wheels  of  the  car,  and  was  killed. 
Pap*  David,  my  heart  was  broken.  I  just  knew  I 
had  lost  everything.  My  mother  reasoned  with 
me  that  he  was  only  a  dog,  but  I  just  could  not 
see  it  that  way.  But  in  about  a  week  a  very  nice 
lady  who  lived  on  our  street,  and  knew  my  dog 
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and  me,  called  to  me  and  showed  me  the  prettiest 
sight  I  had  ever  seen,  four  puppies  in  a  bed  of 
straw  with  their  Boston  bulldog  mother.  My  heart 
leaped  almost  out  when  she  said,  "Their  father  is 
'Flipper,'  and  you  may  have  your  choice  without 
any  charge  at  all."  I  selected  the  one  that  looked 
most  like  my  own  and  carried  him  home,  I  believe 
the  happiest  boy  in  the  world.  I  named  him 
"Fellow,"  son  of  Flipper.  Life  was  most  beautiful 
then.  p.  s. 

"I  HAVEN'T  LOST  LOVE" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

A  year  ago  we  were  as  ordinary  a  family  as  you 
could  find,  our  minds  occupied  mostly  with  the 
struggle  to  make  a  living  and  bring  up  our  three 
children.  I  know  that  I,  after  fifteen  years  of 
marriage,  thought  of  Andy  as  the  breadwinner  and 
the  children's  father,  rather  than  my  mate  and 
comrade.  I  loved  him,  but  there  was  no  time  for 
tenderness  and  companionship.  I  admit  that  I  was 
often  cross  with  him,  and  inclined  to  blame  him  for 
the  monotony  of  my  life.  Let  me  be  honest — we 
quarreled  pretty  often.  I  was  disappointed,  and 
like  many  other  wives,  I  felt  that  people  lived 
"happily  ever  after"  only  in  books  and  the  movies. 

Then  Andy  began  to  change  and  it  dawned  on 
me  one  day  that  we  weren't  quarreling  any  more. 
Whenever  I  flared  up  at  Andy  he'd  be  gentle  and 
patient  and  my  anger  would  melt  away.  He  was 
staying  at  home  more,  and  taking  a  deeper  interest 
in  the  children  and  my  domestic  problems. 

But  the  most  wonderful  thing  was  that  we  were  | 
close,  heart-to-heart  again,  as  we'd  been  in  the 
beginning.    We  could  talk  to  each  other  endlessly, 
with  the  absorbed  interest  of  sweethearts.  Andy's 
thoughtfulness  and  con-  (Conttntied  on  page  65) 
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f^r  HIS  is  something  that  happened  to  me  one  night 
I  not  very  long  ago,  and  I  think  it's  important  be- 
cause it  shows  how  easy  it  is  to  get  mixed  up 
about  people,  and  about  the  things  you  believe  in. 
You  see,  I  like  people,  all  kinds  of  people,  and  I  think 
that  even  the  bad  ones  have  good  in  them  if  you'll 
just  look  for  it.  The  trouble  is  that  if  people  get 
kicked  around  enough,  they'll  hide  their  good  feel- 
ings and  just  show  you  their  bad  ones — and  then,  if 
you're  not  careful,  you  find  yourself  turning  cynical 
and  losing  faith  in  the  whole  human  race.  That  was 
the  mistake  I  made.    Or  anyway,  ahnost  made. 

It  all  happened  the  night  Stephen — he's  my  hus- 
band— and  Papa  David  went  out  to  a  meeting  of  the 
neighborhood  council.  I  couldn't  go  with  them  be- 
cause there  was  nobody  to  leave  Baby  Stephen  with, 
and  besides  there  was  the  book  shop  to  be  taken 
care  of.  We  all  hve  in  an  apartment  in  back  of  Papa 
David's  second-hand  book  store — the  Slightly  Read 
Book  Shop,  it's  called — and  it  is  alw^ays  kept  open 
until  eight  o'clock  at  night.  Sometimes  later,  if  the 
customers  keep  coming  in. 

"You  won't  mind  being  left  alone?"  Stephen  asked 
me.  "You  won't  be  afraid?  We'll  be  pretty  late  get- 
ting home,  around  midnight,  I  expect." 

Stephen's  so  sweet,  he's  always  worrying  about  me. 
That's  one  reasop  I  love  him  so  much.  But  be  afraid 
when  I'm  alone-  in  the  SUghtly  Read  Book  Shop? 
Me?  I  just  laughed  and  told  him  to  get  along  to  the 
meeting,  and  about  seven -thirty  he  and  Papa  David 
started  out. 

Baby  Stephen  was  in  bed,  and  there  weren't  many 
customers,  because  it  was  a  stormy  night.  I  read 
a  while,  perched  on  the  stool  back  of  the  counter, 
and  a  little  after  eight  I  locked  the  front  door  and 
turned  out  the  lights.  I  remember  I  stood  at  the 
door  for  a  minute  or  two,  looking  out  at  the  driving 
rain  and  being  glad  I  had  a  nice  warm  place  to  sleep. 
Then  I  went  back  into  the  apartment,  undressed,  and 
got  into  bed. 

I  was  almost  asleep  when  I  heard  the  noise.  I 
thought  at  first  it  was  just  part  of  the  storm,  or 
somebody  in  the  building  above  banging  down  a 
window  that  had  been  left  open  by  mistake.  But 
then  I  heard  it  again — a  sort  of  bump  from  in  front, 
in  the  store. 

Probably  it  wasn't  anything  important,  I  said  to 
myself — but  all  the  same,  when  I'd  sUpped  out  of 
bed  and  put  on  my  robe,  I  hunted  around  in  the 
dark  for  something  to  protect  myself  with,  if  I  had  to. 
The  only  thing  I  could  lay  my  hands  on  in  a  hurry 
was  one  of  Stephen's  law  books.  It  weighed  a  couple 
of  pounds,  and  I  figured  it  could  raise  a  bump  on 
somebody's  head  if  I  brought  it  down  hard  enough. 

I  went  on  my  bare  feet  down  the  hall  and  peeked 
into  the  shop.    I  couldn't  see  a  thing  out  of  the  way 
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— ^justthe  dim  squares  of  the  door  and  the  front 
window.  Then  one  of  the  shadows  moved,  over^  at 
the  side.  Somebody  was  sneaking  across  the  floor" 
toward  the  counter.  I  waited,  and  in  a  minute  I 
could  see  the  person  outlined  against  the  window. 
Whoever  it  was  didn't  look  very  big,  so  I  hefted  the 
book  and  threw  it,  and  a  second  later  I  pressed  the 
light  switch  that  was  beside  the  inner  door. 

Maybe  it  was  crazy.  Stephen  said  it  was,  later. 
He  said,  "What  if  it  had  been  a  real  thug,  with  a 
revolver?  You'd  have  scared  him  so  much  he'd  have 
fired  at  you,  without  even  thinking  about  it — espe- 
cially if  you'd  missed  when  you  threw  the  book." 

But  I  didn't  miss,  and  it  wasn't  a  real  thug.  It  was 
a  skinny,  undersized  girl  about  fourteen  years  old, 
dressed  in  a  ragged  and  dirty  old  skirt  and  sweater, 
sopping  wet.  And  my  book  had  knocked  her  flat 
on  the  floor. 

She  was  down  but  she  wasn't  out,  and  as  I  started 
toward  her  she  scrambled  to  her  hands  and  knees 
and  headed  for  the  side  of  the  shop.  I  saw  then 
how  she'd  gotten  in — she  had  pushed  open  the  win- 
dow on  that  side,  the  one   (Continued  on  page  71) 
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In  thiH  Htory  writt<^n  eHiK^cially  for  Radio  Mirror,  hh  on  the  air^Chichi  ia  played  by  AHce  Reinheart;  Stephen  in  played  by  John  Holbrook. 
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Westward,   following   the    sun. 


came  Martin  Block  and  his  family. 


And  it  turned  out  that,  as 


usual,  their  path  was  paved  with  gold 


Broadcasting  from   the   studio   in   his   own  backyard, 
Martin  finds  the  line  between  work  and  play  very  thin. 


VISITING  Martin  Block  is  like  visit- 
ing a  man  just  out  of  jail. 
His  fourteen  years  on  the  radio  in 
New  York,  where  he  was  pinned  to  a 
microphone  and  a  turntable  in  a  mid- 
town  skyscraper  from  9  A.M.  to  mid- 
night six  days  a  week  had  taken  on — ^in 
recent  years — the  aspects  of  a  life  sen- 
tence. 

Transplanted  now  to  a  six  acre  ranch 
in  the  foothills  of  Encino,  California, 
with  horses  to  ride,  baby  chickens  to 
feed,  with  growing  things — ^from  cab- 
bages to  oranges — to  compare  with  the 
produce  of  his  neighbors,  he  is  turning 
Californian  with  such  a  vengeance  that 
his  wife — and  his  doctors — are  worried. 

In  New  York,  Martin  never  saw  the 
sun.  He  had  developed  a  real  coal 
miner's  pallor.  Now  he  has  four  after- 
noons a  week  and  one  whole  day  to 
soak  up  sunshine.  He  won't  come  out 
of  it.  A  mild  case  of  sunburn  first 
turned  into  a  blister,  and  finally  into 
a  second-degree  burn.  Martin  kept 
right  on  sitting  in  the  sunshine.  He 
can't  get  enough  of  it. 

This  man,  who  was  an  out-of-work, 
and  hungry,  radio  announcer  fourteen 
years  ago  and  now  is  a  milUonaire,  al- 
ways dreamed  of  being  a  gentleman 
farmer.  When  he  was  just  starting  in 
radio,  hanging  around  Los  Angeles'  old 


Station  KMTR  doing  odd  jobs,  wrang- 
ling a  minute  on  the  air  about  once  in 
two  weeks,  he  used  to  be  sent  out  to 
Encino  on  errands — ^package  toting,  as 
he  recalls  it — ^for  the  station's  boss,  Vic 
Dalton.  The  Daltons  really  were  coun- 
try folk,  for  at  that  time  Encino  was  a 
rolling  barley  field,  with  only  an  occa- 
sional farm  house. 

"I  loved  the  country,  and  I  loved  the 
life,"  Martin  recalls.  "It  was  so  beau- 
tiful, and  the  air  smeUed  so  good,  I 
vowed  then  and  there  that  I'd  have  a 
place  like  that — ^and  in  Encino,  too — 
before  I  was  too  old  to  enjoy  it.  It's  poor 
boys  who  have  the  biggest  dreams," 
is  the  way  he  puts  it. 

Despite  his  impressive  financial  suc- 
cess, any  happy  ending  for  Martin's 
back-to-the-farm  dream  seemed  most 
unlikely — ^until  his  pretty  wife  Esther 
took  a  hand  a  year  and  a  half  ago. 

Nobody  could  farm — even  as  a  hobby 
— ^and  keep  the  work  schedules  which 
Martin's  job  required.  He  had  built  his 
fame  and  fortune  on  two  things — re- 
spect for  a  time-worn  radio  idea  which 
most  big-league  performers  scorned, 
and  a  willingness  to  work  like  a  beaver 
six  days  a  week,  twelve  hours  a  day. 

The  idea  he  built  into  a  gold  mine 
was  not  original  with  him,  as  he  is  the 
first  to  admit.  Playing  phonograph  rec- 


Starved  for  fresh  air, 
wanting  more  ranging- 
r^om  for  Jo-Jo,  3,  and 
]\iartin  Jr.,  6,  Esther  and 
Martin  decided  California 
was  the  answer.  Now 
Martin  soaks  up  sun  even 
as  he  broadcasts:  on 
WNEW-New  York,  KFWB- 
Los  Angeles,  and  his  net- 
work show,  on  MBS  daily 
at    2:30-3:30    P.    M.    EST. 
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Martin  Blo  ck 


(^^^^^.i^r»ce^  a^CiiO    /^^^ 


Martin  Block 


No   swimming   pool,  yet,  at   Rancho   Marjo;    the   six 
green     and     growing     acres     are     dazzling     enough! 


ords  on  the  air,  gabbing  knowingly  about  the 
tunes  and  performers,  and  splicing-in  informal 
talks  about  the  sponsor's  product — this  was 
standard  routine  in  small  radio  stations  all  over 
the  country. 

"Disc-jockeying,"  people  called  it  patronizingly. 
"Platter-spinning."  But  Martin  saw  big  possibili- 
ties in  it,  and  he  was  right. 

Like  most  "big  breaks,"  his  opportunity 
knocked  with  such  a  tiny  sound  that  a  less  sensi- 
tive ear  would  have  missed  it.  The  station  for 
which  Martin  was  working  as  a  $25-a-week 
staff  announcer,  New  York's  WNEW,  scored  a 
big  news  scoop  when  it  put  direct  wires  into  the 
Flemington,  New  Jersey,  court  house,  to  cover 
the  Hauptmann  trial. 

New  Yorkers  who  had  overlooked  WNEW  on 
their  dials  for  years — it  competes,  after  all,  with 
four  big  network  stations — suddenly  discovered 


The  boys  used  to  think  their  Dad  was  someone 


that    this    small    station    had    a    lot    to    offer. 

They  also  discovered  the  unknown  reporter 
who  sent  out  the  play-by-play  account  of  the 
Lindbergh  story — ^A.  L.  Alexander.  And  they  also 
discovered  Martin  Block. 

Martin  had  the  "filler"  job,  jvimping  onto  the  air 
with  music  and  chatter  whenever  news  got  scarce 
at  Flemington.  When  the  trial  ended,  people  kept 
right  on  tuning  in  WNEW  to  hear  Martin  Block. 
They  Uked  his  casual,  friendly  manner  .  .  .  they 
liked  his  records.  And,  most  importantly — as 
soon  as  his  platter  program  grabbed  a  sponsor 
his  bosses  found  this  out — ^when  Martin  told 
his  Usteners  to  buy  something,  they  bought  it. 

The  original  sponsor  soon  was  joined  by  twenty 
others,  and  Martin  Block  was  a  rich — if  busy — 
man.  With  no  chance  at  all,  he  thought,  to  make 
good  on  that  vow  about  the  farm  of  his  own  in 
Encino. 

A  farm?  Martin  didn't  even  get  a  vacation.  A- 
weekend  was  a  rarity.  Esther  got  sick  of  eve- 
nings with  "the  girls"  and  the  Blocks'  two  sons, 
Martin,  Jr.,  and  Joel,  began  to  think  that  their 
Daddy  was  a  casual  acquaintance  who  dropped 
in  now  and  then  for  dinner. 

"It's  like  jail,"  Martin  moaned,  counting  up  the 
money. 

"It  is  that,"  Esther  agreed,  "and  you  have  to 
get  out  of  it." 

"How?"  the  poor  httle  rich  boy  wailed. 

"Wait  and  see,"  she  ^aid. 

Martin  waited,  but  not  for  long.  In  a  year  and 
a  half  he  had  his  ranch  in  Encino,  and  plenty  of 
time  to  work  and  play  in  the  sun.  Thanks  to' 
Esther,  who  made  all  the  business  arrangements, 
— "that  girl  is  really  too  pretty  to  be  «o  smart," 
her  husband  says — he  still  had  all  of  his  New 
York  sponsors  (whose  programs  he  does  now  by 
transcription) ,  and  a  flock  of  new  ones  who  were 
rushing  to  buy  time  on  KFWB  in  Hollywood,  a 
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who  sometimes  came  for  dinner.  That  was  in  New  York. 


station  which  aspires  to  repeat  WNEW's  expe- 
rience with  Martin's  easy-going  Make-Believe 
Ballroom. 

The  technical  job  Esther  managed  to  get  done 
in  the  process  was  nothing  less  than  fabulous. 

"She  was  so  wonderful  I  decided  to  fire  my 
business  manager  and  take  orders  from  no  one 
but  my  wife,"  Martin  says. 

If*  Martin  were  to  have  any  time  in  the  suii 
and  still  do  the  forty  hours  of  broadcasting  he 
was  contracted  for  every  week,  things  had  to  be 
handy.  So  Esther  built  him  his  own  radio 
broadcasting  studio,  and  in  his  own  back  yard! 
The  only  one-man  radio  station  in  the  world  is 
run  by  Martin,  Engineer  Al  Browdy,  and  a  staff 
of  six,  has  soundproof  broadcasting  and  control 
rooms,  a  vast  record  library,  teletype  room,  and 
offices,  and  uses  every  phone  circuit  in  Encino. 
A  door's  width  away  from  Martin's  microphone 
and  turntable  is  everything  he's  ever  wanted — 
green  grass  in  the  sun,  growing  things,  animals 
and  children  playing,  the  big,  beautiful  out-of- 
doors. 

Encino,  grown  to  a  city  now  although  the  radio 
and  picture  celebrities  who  live  there  call  their 
homes  "ranches,"  still  "smells  better  than  any 
place  in  the  world"  to  Martin  Block. 

"Rancho  Marjo" — named  for  the  two  boys — is 
not  a  pretentious  home,  for  lush  EIncino  at  least. 
The  two  story  Monterey  Colonial  house  has  ten 
rooms;  the  new  studio  and  offices  add  another 
three. 

There  is  no  swimming  pool — in  Encino!  hor- 
rors!— amd  Martin  says  there  won't  be  until  the 
boys  know  how  to  swim.  There  will  be  a  tennis 
court  as  soon  as  the  Blocks  can  bring  themselves 
to  dig  the  grape  vineyard  presently  occupying 
the  space.  The  stables  and  practice  ring  are  as 
brand  new  as  the  broadcasting  studio,  and  al- 
though a  single  pinto    (Continued  on  page  87) 


Chicks    and    a    pinto    pony    are    the    only 
livestock    so    far.     There    will    be    more. 


Martin  dreamed  of  being  a  gentleman  farmer  back  in  the  days 
when  he  didn't  even  have  a  job  he  could  get  a  vacation  from. 
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Martin  Block 


No  swimming  pool,  yet,  at   Rancho   Marjo;   the  six 
green    and     growing     acres    are    dazzling    enough! 
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"Platter-spinning."  But  Martin  saw  big  possibili- 
ties in  it,  and  he  was  right. 

Like  most  "big  breaks,"  his  opportunity 
knocked  with  such  a  tiny  sound  that  a  less  sensi- 
tive ear  would  have  missed  it.  The  station  for 
which  Martin  was  working  as  a  $25-a-week 
staff  announcer.  New  York's  WNEW,  scored  a 
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that    this    small    station    had    a    lot    to    offer. 

They  also  discovered  the  unknown  reporter 
who  sent  out  the  play-by-play  account  of  the 
Lindbergh  story — ^A.  L.  Alexander.  And  they  also 
discovered  Martin  Block. 

Martin  had  the  "filler"  job,  jumping  onto  the  air 
with  music  and  chatter  whenever  news  got  scarce 
at  Flemington.  When  the  trial  ended,  people  kept 
right  on  tuning  in  WNEW  to  hear  Martin  Block. 
They  liked  his  casual,  friendly  manner  .  .  .  they 
liked  his  records.  And,  most  importantly — as 
soon  as  his  platter  program  grabbed  a  sponsor 
his  bosses  found  this  out — ^when  Martin  told 
his  listeners  to  buy  something,  they  bought  it. 

The  original  sponsor  soon  was  joined  by  twent>' 
others,  and  Martin  Block  was  a  rich — if  busy- 
man.  With  no  chance  at  all,  he  thought,  to  make 
good  on  that  vow  about  the  farm  of  his  own  m 
Ekicino. 

A  farm?  Martin  didn't  even  get  a  vacation.  A 
weekend  was  a  rarity.  Esther  got  sick  of  eve- 
nings vrith  "the  girls"  and  the  Blocks'  two  sons, 
Martin,  Jr.,  and  Joel,  began  to  think  that  their 
Daddy  was  a  casual  acquaintance  who  dropped 
in  now  and  then  for  dinner. 

"It's  like  jail,"  Martin  moaned,  counting  up  the 
money. 

"It  is  that,"  Esther  agreed,  "and  you  have  to 
get  out  of  it." 

"How?"  the  poor  little  rich  boy  wailed. 

"Wait  and  see,"  she  ^aid.  , 

Martin  waited,  but  not  for  long.  In  a  year  and 
a  half  he  had  his  ranch  in  Encino,  and  plenty  ot 
time  to  work  and  play  in  the  sun.  Thanks  to 
Esther,  who  made  all  the  business  arrangemcntSj 
— "that  girl  is  really  too  pretty  to  be  so  smart, 
her  husband  says— he  still  had  all  of  his  New 
York  sponsors  (whose  programs  he  does  now  oy 
transcription),  and  a  flock  of  new  ones  who  were 
rushing  to  buy  time  on  KFWB  in  Hollywood,  a 
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station  which  aspires  to  repeat  WNEW's  expe- 
rience with  Martin's  easy-going  Make-Believe 
Ballroom. 

The  technical  job  Esther  managed  to  get  done 
mthe  process  was  nothing  less  than  fabulous 

She  was  so  wonderful  I  decided  to  fire  my 
busmess  manager  and  take  orders  from  no  one 
but  my  wife,"  Martin  says. 

H*  Martin  were  to  have  any  time  in  the  suh 
and  still  do  the  forty  hours  of  broadcasting  he 
was  contracted  for  every  week,  things  had  to  be 
handy.  So  Esther  buUt  him  his  own  radio 
broadcasting  studio,  and  in  his  own  back  yard! 
The  only  one-man  radio  station  in  the  world  is 
run  by  Martin,  Engineer  Al  Browdy,  and  a  staff 
of  six,  has  soundproof  broadcasting  and  control 
r^ms,  a  vast  record  hbrary,  teletype  room,  and 
offices,  and  uses  every  phone  circuit  in  Encino. 
A  door's  width  away  from  Martin's  microphone 
•  and  turntable  is  everything  he's  ever  wanted— 
green  grass  in  the  sun,  growing  things,  animals 
and  children  playing,  the  big,  beautiful  out-of- 
doors. 

Encino,  grown  to  a  city  now  although  the  radio 
and  picture  celebrities  who  live  there  call  their 
homes  "ranches,"  sUll  "smells  better  than  any 
place  in  the  world"  to  Martin  Block. 

"Rancho  Marjo"— named  for  the  two  boys— is 
not  a  pretentious  home,  for  lush  Encino  at  least. 
The  two  story  Monterey  Colonial  house  has  ten 
rooms;  the  new  studio  and  offices  add  another 
three. 

There  is  no  swimming  pool — in  Encino!  hor- 
rors!—and  Martin  says  there  won't  be  until  the 
ooys  know  how  to  swim.  There  will  be  a  tennis 
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to  dig  the  grape  vineyard  presently  occupying 
the  space.  The  stables  and  practice  ring  are  as 
brand  new  as  the  broadcasting  studio,  and  al- 
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THIS  is  the  kind  of  crisp  early  autumn 
day  that  makes  me  think  of  all  the 
the  county  fairs  and  harvest  festivals 
I  went  to  when  I  was  a  Httle  girl.  I  can 
see  them  now — baskets  and  stacks  of 
choice  fruits  and  vegetables  which  the 
owners  exhibited  so  proudly.  There  were 
golden  squash  and  corn,  deep  purple 
plums  and  grapes  and  apples  of  every 
shade  from  dark  rich  crimson  to  pale 
russet,  their  heavenly  crisp  sweet  odor 
drawing  you  to  them  long  before  your 
eyes  found  them.  There  were  always 
more  apples,  it  seemed  to  me,  than  any 
other  fruit  so  that  apples  came  to  sym- 
bolize such  words  as  "peace"  and 
"plenty"  and  "seciwity"  (a  comforting 
and  encouraging  memory  now  when  so 
many  people  lack  these  things)  just  as 
this  month's  recipes  symboUze  good  eat- 
ing the  year  around. 

Baked   Apples 

6  baking  apples 
%  cup  water 
%  cup  sugar,  divided 

Few  drops  red  coloring 
i/i  cup  chopped  walnuts 

Wash  apples  and  core.  Pare  Vi  way 
down  from  blossom  ends  and  place  in  a 
casserole.  Add  water  and  y-i  cup  of  the 
sugar.  Cover  and  bake  in  a  moderate 
oven  (350°  F)  30  minutes.  Remove 
apples  from  casserole  to  shallow  pan. 
Combine  liquid  from  casserole  with  re- 
maining sugar  in  a  small  saucepan.  Tint 
pink  with  food  coloring  and  boil  2  min- 
utes. Stuf?  centers  of  apples  with  nuts, 
and  baste  with  syrup.  Broil  under  very 
low  broiler  heat  until  tops  are  glazed 
and  nuts  are  toasted.  Baste  with  syrup 
a  few  times  while  broiling.  Makes  6 
servings. 

Apple  Macaroon 

5-6  large  apples,  peeled  and  sliced 
1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 
1  teaspoon  grated  lemon  rind 

1  package  vaniUa  pudding  mix 
%  teaspoon  cinnamon 

%  cup  com  syrup 

2  tablespoons  sugar 
2  cups  com  flakes 

14  cup  butter,  melted 


Combine  apples,  lemon  juice,  lemon 
rind,  pudding  mix,  cinnamon,  syrup,  and 
sugar  in  a  baking  dish.  Mix  together  com 
flakes  and  butter,  and  sprinkle  over  top 
of  apple  mixture.  Bake  in  a  moderately 
hot  oven  (375°  F)  45  minutes  or  until 
apples  are  tender.    Makes  6  servings. 

Deep  Dish  Honey  Apple  Pie 

Va  cup  whole  bran,  crushed 
IVz  cups  sifted  flour 
%  teaspoon  salt 
Vz  cup  shortening 
4  to  5  tablespoons  cold  water 
6  cups  thinly  sliced  sour  apples 
%  cup  honey 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 

1/4  teaspoon  grated  lemon  rind 

%  teaspoon  salt 

Vi  teaspoon  cinnamon 

2  teaspoons  butter 

Mix  together  bran,  flour  and  salt;  cut  in 
shortening.  Add  water,  a  tablespoon  at 
a  time,  until  dough  is  soft  but  not  sticky. 
Roll  %  pastry  on  a  lightly-floured  board 
into  an  8-inch  square  Vs-inch  thick;  cut 
in  2-inch  strips  and  Hne  sides  of  an  8- 
inch  X  8-inch  x  2-inch  baking  pan.  Ar- 
range apples  in  pan.  Combine  honey, 
lemon  juice,  rind,  salt  and  cinnamon; 
pour  over  apples.  Dot  with  butter.  Roll 
remaining  pastry  into  an  8-inch  oblong 
Vs-inch  thick;  cut  in  V^-inch  strips  and 
place  lattice  fashion  over  apples;  seal 
edges  and  flute.  Bake  in  a  hot  oven 
(425°  F)  10  minutes.  Reduce  heat  to 
moderate  (325°  F)'  and  bake  50  minutes 
until  apples  are  tender.  This  deep-dish 
honey  apple  pie  may  be  served  as  it  is, 
with  cream,  plain  or  whipped,  with  a 
lemon  or  any  favorite  desert  sauce.  This 
serves    six.     {Continued^    on    page  104) 
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Listen  each  Monday  through  Friday  at  12 
Noon,  EST,  to  stations  of  the  Mutual  Broad- 
casting Company,  when  Kate  Smith  Speaks. 
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Even    for    an    as-yet    unengaged    girl, 
Anne-Marie    Gayer    finds    a    hope    chest    useful. 


NANA  HARRIS,  Katie's  Daughter  of  the 
NBC  serial,  is  a  girl  who  has  proven  to  be 
different  from  the  surroundings  in  which 
she  was  brought  up.  Appropriately  enough, 
Anne-Marie  Gayer,  who  plays  Nana,  has 
had  her  share  of  feeling  and  being  different. 

First  there  were  the  trips  she  made  fre- 
quently as  a  child  to  visit  her  grandparents 
in  Budapest.  "I  shuttled  back  and  forth  so 
much,"  Anne-Marie  tells  it,  "that  I  was  a 
stranger  both  here  and  in  Hungary." 

The  next  phase  of  being  different  had  to 
do  with  her  career.  Like  her  parents  and 
grandparents,  Anne-Marie  had  been  trained 
as  a  musician — had,  in  fact,  toured  this  coun- 
try and  Canada  as  a  child  pianist — when  she 
decided  to  become  an  actress. 
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Recently  Anne- Marie  has  been  busy  get- 
ting the  apartment  she  shares  with  a  friend 
dressed  up  for  a  visit  from  her  mother.  That's 
how  the  business  of  hope  chests  came  up. 

"So  many  of  the  girls  I  know  start  a  hope 
chest  as  soon  as  they  are  engaged,"  Arme- 
Marie  said;  "as  is  custom  in  many  European 
countries.  Even  though  I'm  not  engaged  I  de- 
cided there  was  no  reason  for  not  having  one." 

Anne-Marie  admits  that  she  was  influ- 
enced to  this  decision  by  the  new  fashions 
in  hope  chests.  They  are  all  made  of  moth- 
proof, air-tight  cedar,  but  the  styles  and 
finishes  are  so  diversified  that  you  can  be 
sure  of  finding  a  storage  chest  which  will  fit 
in  with  your  other  pieces.  Anne-Marie  has 
settled  on  a  chest  of  modern  design,  avail- 
able in  dark  or  bleached  mahogany. 

"I'll  probably  end  up  with  one  in  each 
finish,"  she  says  blithely.  Being  different 
again,  you  see. 
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-■..J  .jul^y-talk,  no  coiidejcenjion,     is  Jolm  Griggs" 
advice  to  the  amateur  teller  of  tales  for  children. 
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JOHN  GRIGGS  is  one  of  those  fortunate  people 
you  seldom  hear  about  and  almost  never  meet — 
a  man  who  is  so  crazy  about  his  job  that  he  can't 
imagine  not  doing  it  and  hopes  devoutly  that  it  will 
be  a  lifetime  one.  This  is  not  only  a  break  for  John, 
it  is  a  break  for  you  mothers  as  well,  for  John  is  the 
man  who  tells  stories  to  childi'en  on  MBS  Adventure 
Parade.  In  fact  it  is  a  double  advantage  for  you — you 
can  tune  in  his  fascinating  program  for  your  young 
fry's  delight  and  you  can  also  follow  his  suggestions 
when  you  yourself  are  telling  stories  or  reading 
them  aloud. 

Adventure  Parade  is  based  on  the  theory  that 
children's  classics  can  and  should  be  just  as  thrilling 
to  today's  youngsters  as  they  were  when  they  were 
written,  and  it  has  proved  that  this  is  so  by  present- 
ing such  varied  tales  as  T/ic  Adventures  of  Tom 
Sawyer,  Robinson  Crusoe,  Moby  Dick,  Treasure 
Island  and  The  Three  Musketeers  and  having  their 
young  listeners  beg  for  more.  Five  episodes  of  fifteen 
minutes  each  carry  each  story  on  for  a  week,  which 
is  about  as  long  as  young  minds  can  be  held. 

Naturally,  many  of  the  longer  stories  have  to  be 
cut  to  meet  this  requirement  and  John  gives  credit 
to  Anne  Lorentz,  the  story  editor,  for  the  success 
of  this  part  of  the  work. 

Some  purists  may  object  to  cutting  the  classics, 
but  this  doesn't  bother  John,  or  Jessica  and  Bob 
Maxwell — who  are  respectively  the  director  and  pro- 
ducer of  Adventure  Parade — at  all.  "We  feel,"  John 
says,  "that  we  are  making  available  to  children  a 
great  deal  of  fine,  stirriag  hterature  which  otherwise 


they  might  miss,  and  that  if  we  can  get  a  child  inter- 
ested in  the  adventurous  quality  of  a  story,  he  is 
hkely  to  read  it  in  its  entirety  later  on,"  an  opinion 
which  is  confirmed  by  the  commendations  the  pro- 
gram has  received  from  educational  groups  through- 
out the  country. 

John  is  the  sole  member  of  the  cast,  reading  each 
part  in  turn  and  varying  his  characterization  so  that 
each  "speaker"  is  well  defined- — slow  deliberate 
speech  for  one  character,  for  example,  more  rapid 
delivery  for  another;  a  high-pitched  voice  for  this 
man,  and  a  deeper  tone  for  that  one. 

"Before  reading  a  story  aloud,"  John  suggests,  "it 
is  a  good  idea  to  read  it  to  yourself  in  order  to  note 
the  portions  you  wish  to  ehminate  or  condense  and 
to  get  the  'the  feel'  of  the  characters. 

"Above  all  things,"  he  warns,  "don't  be  coy.  Chil- 
dren are  reahsts,  you  know.  They  love  adventure  and 
they  like  a  certain  amount  of  fantasy  with  it,  but 
they  want  it  told  straight  and  understandably.  You 
can  say,  'The  little  rabbit  hopped  along  the  garden 
path,'  and  a  child  will  be  interested  in  the  rabbit,  try 
to  think  how  he  looked,  wonder  what  will  happen  to 
him  when  he  reaches  the  end  of  the  path.  But  say 
'De  wittle  wabbit  went  hippy  hoppy  down  de  pafT' 
and  the  average  child  will  walk  out  before  either 
you  or  the  rabbit  reaches  the  end." 


RADIO   MIRROR 
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mm  RADIO 


All  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  STANDARD  TIMES 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  STANDARD  TIME,  Subtract  One  Hour 


SUNDAY 

L-« 

A.M. 

m<. 

MSS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Rabbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Bible  Highlights 
Circle  Arrow  Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernalres 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Voices  Down  the  Wind 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Arthur  Van  Horn 
Dixie  Four  Quartet 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartette 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

World  Front  News 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

F.  H.  LaGuardia 

String  Orchestra 
Raymond  Swing 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

America  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Mutual  Music  Show 

Warriors  of  Peace 
Sammy  Kaye 

People's  Platform 

Time  For  Reason 
Howard  K.  Smith 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 
Frank  Black 
James  Melton 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veteran's  Information 

Deadline  Mystery 
Sunday  Vespers 

Weekly  News  and 
Quiz 

"Here's  To  You" 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Carmen  Cavallaro 
One  Man's  Family 

Reunion 

Count  of  Monte 
Cristo 

Lassie  Drama 
Johnny  Thompson 
This  Week  Around 
The  World 

CBS  Symphony 
Orchestra 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 

The  Author  Meets 
The  Critics 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
Lee  Sweetland 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

Ford  Show 

Under  Arrest 

The  Abbott  Mysteries 

Darts  for  Dough 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Jean  Sablon 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 

The  Catholic  Hour 

Those  Websters 

Drew  Pearson 

Ozzie  and  Harriet 

6:15 

Don  Gardiner 

6:30 

Adventures  of  Ellery 
Queen 

Nick  Carter 

Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Percy  Faith 

6:45 

7:00 

Jack  Benny 

Mysterious  Show 

Candid  Microphone 

Gene  Autry 

7:15 

7:30 

Band  Wagon 

California  Melodies 

These  Sensational 

Blondie 

7:45 

Years 

8:00 

Bergen-McCarthy 

A.  L.  Alexander 

Detroit  Symphony 

Sam  Spade 

8:15 

Show 

Orchestra 

8:30 

Fred  Allen 

Voices  of  Strings 

Crime  Doctor 

8:45 

9:00 

Manhattan  Merry- 

Exploring  the 

Walter  Winchell 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 

9:15 

Go-Round 

Unknown 

Louella  Parsons 

9:30 

American  Album 

Listen  Carefully 

Theatre  Guild 

Tony  Martin  Show 

9:45 

10:00 

Take  It  or  Leave  It 

Gabriel  Heatter 

10:15 

Show 

10:30 

The  Big  Break 
Eddie  Dowling 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

— who  brings  his  own  particular 
brand  of  comedy  and  music  to  his 
own  particular  program  on  Tues- 
day evenings  at  8,  EST,  over  the 
NBC  network. 


P^<ff    -i^ 


-who  has  been  singing  lately  on 
Th"  Electric  Hour  and  Rhipsody 
in  Rhvthni,  is  a  "musician's  sing- 
er." Johnny  Johnston  discovered 
her  in  Fargo,  N.  D.;  Will  Osborne 
ht»arrl  hpr  and  offered  her  a 
job;  Buddy  Clark  persuaded  Benny  Goodman  to  au- 
dition her.  Benny  signed  her  and  she  married  his 
guitarist,  Dave  Barbour.  Together  they  wrote  "It's  a 
Good  Day"  and  "I  Don't  Know  Enough  About  You." 


M    0    H    D   A    Y 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumoeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  New 

York 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lasvton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Jamboree 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage,  News 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craiq 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Women  In  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Eddy  Duchin 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  We( 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Cavalcade  of  America 
Voice  of  Firestone 

Did  Justice  Triumph 
Scotland  Yard 

Lum  and  Abner 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Sherlock  Holmes 

Inner  Sanctum 
Talent  Scouts 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Dr.  1.  Q. 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Guy  Lombardo 

Treasury  Agent 
Sammy  Kaye 

Lux  Radio  Theater 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Contented  Program 
First  Piano  Quartet 

Fishing  and  Hunting 

Club 
Family  Doctor 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Buddy  Weed  Trio 

Screen  Guild 

Players 
Bob  Hawk  Show 

HaAlL  (laiklMme 


— Iri.sh-Sco!ih,  born  iti  Johynner- 
barg.  South  A(ric;i.  he  -tudied 
^■ncin«^ering  in  FM£i"»!'i  Achool^: 
fousht  throush  World  War  I  ^»ith 
a  Sf.olt^sli  ff  eimeni :  -nenl  '-is'nl 
SBccessfuI  yearis  on  tht>  stape  in 
London  :»nd  New  York;  appeared  wiih  <ii«lii><?tion 
in  a  iifch'h  of  pictures;  created  Sherlock  Holmes  on 
the  si-re"n  ;in'1  in  radio.  He  is  now  Scolland  Yard's 
rnM>e«ior  Burke.  MBS,  Thnrsdays,  8:00  P.M.,  EST. 


T  u  e:  s  u  a:  r 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 
News 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  in  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker.  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Club  Time 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  NeighlHir 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Naval  Academy  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Bobby  Norris 
Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Toby  Reed  Stories 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrcll 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
8:15 
6:30 
6:45 


7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 


8:00 


9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 


10:00 
10:15 
10:30 


John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 


Lowell  Thomas 


Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 


Milton  Berle 

A  Date  With  Judy 


Amos  'n'  Andy 

Fibber  McGee  and 
Molly 


Bob  Hope 
Red  Skelton 


Local  Programs 


Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 


Warren's  Crime 

Cases 
Official  Detective 
Adventures  of  the 

Falcon 


Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
American  Forum 


Scout  About  Town 
Dance  Orch. 


Headline  Edition 

Elmer  Davis 

Green  Hornet  Drama 


Lum  and  Abner 

Bobby  Doyle  Show 
America's  Town 


Boston  Symphony 


Hank  D'Amico  Orch. 
Hoosler  Hop 


Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 


Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 


Big  Town 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  North 


We,  The  People 
Studio  One 


Open  Hearing 


ViEDHESD/KY 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  In  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

NBC  Concert  Orch. 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

The  Martin  Block 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Show 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  Or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

The  Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Eddy  Duchin 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  Kmg 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 

John  Mac  Vane 

Eric  Sevareid 

6:15 

Serenade  to  America 

Talks 

6:30 

Local  Programs 

Red  Barber 

6:45 

Lowell  Thomas 

Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 

Chesterfield  Club 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 

Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week 

7:15 

News  of  the  World 

Dance  Orchestra 

Elmer  Davis 

Jack  Smith 

7:30 

Manor  House  Party 

Leiand  Stowe 

Lone  Ranger 

Bob  Crosby  Show 

7:45 

H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Inside  of  Sports 

Bob  Trout 

8:00 

Dennis  Day 

Crime  Club 

Lum  and  Abner 

American  Melody 

8:15 

Bobby  Doyle  Show 

Hour 

8:30 

The  Great 
Gildersleeve 

Johnny  Madero 

Paul  Whiteman 

Dr.  Christian 

8:45 

9:00 

Duffy's  Tavern 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Beulah  Show 

Rhapsody  In  Rhythm 

9:15 

Real  Stories 

9:30 

Mr.  District  Attorney 

What's  the  Name 

Ford  Showroom  with 

9:45 

of  That  Song 

Meredith  Wilson 

10:00 

The  Big  Story 

Shadows  of  the  Mind 

Bing  Crosby 

The  Whistler 

10:15 

10:30 

Jimmy  Durante 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Henry  Morgan 

Doorway  to  Life 

voiced,  tills  English  radi. 

ceived  her  orders  stniipi  ■,  mohi 
UTiiI  Jimmy  Doo!i;ti»-  vhcn 
le  v.c.  officially  aflach^'d  lo  the 
Ei};htli  \rniy  Air  Force.  She  in;ide 
»re  than  .i(Kl  apficiirancc^  at  AAF  camps  in  Britain 
hnd  >an>;  with  the  late  Clenn  Miller  and  Mel  Po^vel). 
Sh<'  i-  appearing;  currenliv  on  the  Phil  Silver*  Show, 
heard    over    ABC,    each    Wednesday,    10    P.M.,    EST. 
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A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpefeers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Dorothy  Kilgallen 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

'^ommi^  Be^mand 


—  one  of  the  best-known  juveniles 
in  big-time  radio.  He  is  the  be- 
loved David  on  the  Ozzie  and  Har- 
riet program;  little  Raymond  on 
Meet  Corliss  Archer;  and  popped 
up  during  the  year  oh  Suspense, 
Stars  Over  Hollywood,  The  Baby  Snooks  Show,  the 
Radio  Tneater  and  Hollywood  Star  Time.  Tommy, 
who  was  born  on  March  21, 1932,  in  Los  Angeles,  made 
his  first  bow  in  amateur' theatricals  at  the  age  of  three. 


AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12.00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Checkerboard 
Jamboree 

Aunt  Jennv 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Bobby  Norris  Strings 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Or.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNellis 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

Lone  Journey 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Ersklne  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Toby  Reed  Stories 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45; 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Serenade  to  America 
Clem  McCarthy 
Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Grand  Marquee 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Willie  Piper 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Aldrich  Family 

Geo.  Burns  and 
Gracie  Allen 

Let's  Go  to  the 

Movies 
Scarlet  Queen 

Lum  and  Abner 
Erwin  0.  Canham 

Suspense 
Mr.  Keen 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Al  Jolson 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Mutual  Block  Party 

Mr.  President 

Dick  Haymes 
Crime  Photographer 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Abbott  and  Costello 
Eddie  Cantor 

Family  Theatre 

Ralph  Norman 

Reader's  Digest 
Radio  Edition 
Man  Called  X 

Jielen.  Malo-ne 


—  NBC  starlet  and  a  regular  mem- 
ber of  the  supporting  cast  in  that 
network's  Grand  Marquee  dramas, 
Thursday  evenings  at  7:30  EST. 
Helen  spends  her  spare  time  assist- 
ing in  the  organization  of  amateur 
dramatic  groups  in  the  Chicago  area;  says  the  extra 
experience  farthers  her  own  career  and  helps  other 
ambitious  young-  actors  to  acquire  the  poise  and  ex- 
perience they  need  if  they  are  to  succeed  in  radio. 
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A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

• 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Checkerboard 

Jamboree 
This  Week  in  History 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

T.  S.  Marine  Band 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Bobby  Norris  Strings 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Maggi  McNellis 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 
Lone  Journey 
Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Eddy  Duchin 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Melody  Theater 
Adventure  Parade 
Hop  Harrigan 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
8:15 

6:30 
6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Lowell  Thomas 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From  The 
United  Nations 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  Worid 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Highways  in  Melody 

Pat  O'Brien  and 
Lynn  Bari 

Bur!  Ives 

Holly  House 

Leave  It  To  The  Giris 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Baby  Snooks 
Thin  Man 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

People  Are  Funny 
Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Bulldog  Drummond 

Break  the  Bank 
The  Sheriff 

Arthur's  Place 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theater 
Sports 

Meet  The  Press 
Meet  Marty  Drake 

Boxing  Bouts 

It  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
Eileen  Farrell, 

Soprano 

SAT  a 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  Shop 

Coffee  With  Congress 
Bill  Herson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Bobby  Norris 

Al  Pearce  and  His 
Gang 

CBS  Morning  News 
The  Garden  Gate 
Renfro  Valley  Folks 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Frank  Mcrriwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Bill  Harrington 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

Barnyard  Follies 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Teentimers  Club 

Home  Is  What  You 
Make  It 

Pauline  Alport 
Say  It  With  Music 

Piano  Playhouse 
Junior  Junction 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurer's  Club 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Arthur  Barriault 

Pan  Americana 

Texas  Jim  Robertson 

Theatre  of  Today 

12:15 

Consumer  Time 

This  Week  in  Wash- 
ington 

Melodies  to 
Remember 

12:30 

Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 

Flight  Into  the  Past 

American  Farmer 

Stars  Over  Hollywood 

12:45 

1:00 

Nature  Sketches 

Luncheon  at  Sardi's 

Grand  Central  Sta. 

1:15 

Saturday  Matinee 

1:30 

Veterans'  Aid 

Bands  For  Bonds 

Fascinating  Rhythm 

County  Fair 

1:45 

Elmer  Peterson 

2:00 

Nat'l  Farm  Home 

Harlem  Hospitality 

Football  Games 

Give  and  Take 

2:15 

Club 

2:30 

The  Baxters 

This  Is  Jazz 

Country  Journal 

2:45 

Camp  Meetin'  Choir 

3:00 

Barry  Grey  Show 

Treasury  Bandstand 

3:15 

3:30 

Your  Hosts  Buffalo 

Sports  Parade 

The  Seth  Grainer 

3:45 

Shew 

4:00 

Horse  Races 

Horse  Racing 

4:15 

Dance  Orchestra 

Joey  Kerns  Orch. 

4:30 

Musicana 

Dance  Orchestra 

Adventures  in 
Science 

4:45 

Of  Men  and  Books 

5:00 

Edward  Tomlinson 

Dance  Orch. 

Saturday  Concert 

Cross  Section  U.  S.  A. 

5:15 

Three  Suns  Shine 

5:30 

Torme  Time 

Dance  Orchestra 

Saturday  at  the 

5:45 

King  Cole  Trio 

Jan  August  and  His 
Piano  Magic 

Chase 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 

6:45 

Rhapsody  of  the 
Rockies 

NBC  Symphony 

Dance  Orch. 
Cecil  Brown 

Jimmie  Blair 

Harry  Wismer 
Labor  U.  S.  A. 

Bill  Shadell 
Word  From  the 

Country 
Saturday  Sports 

Review 
Larry  Lesueur 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Curtain  Time 

Hawaii  Calls 

News  and  Sports 
F.  H.  LaGuardia 

It's  Your  Business 
Song  Spinners 
Challenge  of  the 
Yukon 

Hawk  Larabee 

F.B.I.  In  Peace  and 
War 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Life  of  Riley 

Truth  or  Conse- 
quences 

Twenty  Questions 
The  Better  Halt 

1  Deal  in  Crime 
Famous  Jury  Trials 

Winner  Take  All 
Sweeney  and  March 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Your  Hit  Parade 
Can  You  Top  This 

Mighty  Casey 
High  Adventure 

Gangbusters 

Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone 

The  Bill  Goodwin 
Show 

Vaughn  Monroe 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Kay  Kyser 
Grand  Ole  Oory 

Theater  of  the  Air 

Professor  Quiz 
Hayloft  Hoedown 

Saturday  Night 

Serenade 
Dance  Orch. 

GkaAle4^  U^eln^ie/i 


—  better  known  as  "Chuck",  is 
heard  on  The  Abbott  Mysteries 
and  on  Official  Detective,  both 
over  the  MBS.  Born  and  raised  in 
Pittsburgh,  he  had  years  of  expe- 
rience with  stock  companies  all 
over  the  United  States  before  he  tried  radio— back  in 
Pittsburgh.  Next  came  six  years  at  a  Detroit  station, 
with  his  own  program.  Know  Your  America.  In  1945 
he  moved  with  his  wife  and  children,  to  New  York. 
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LOWELL  THOMAS 


IF  it  had  not  been  for  the 
example  and  inspiration 
of  his  father,  it's  hard 
to  tell  whether  Lowell 
Thomas,  growing  up  in  the 
frontier  life  of  a  Colorado 
mining  town,  would  have 
followed  the  straight  line 
he  did  in  acquiring  the 
education  that  formal  in- 
stitutions of  learning  have 
to  give — plus,  of  course, 
the  very  much  more  that 
he  did  acquire.  Still  vivid 
in  Thomas'  memory  are  the 
long,  cold  Colorado  nights 
when  his  father's  head  was 
bent  long  and  late  over  the 
textbooks  he  had  vowed  to 
master,  and  the  years  that 
followed  during  which  Mr. 
Thomas,  even  after  earn- 
ing his  medical  degree, 
never  ceased  to  pursue 
more  advanced  medical  knowledge. 

"A  college  graduate,"  says  Lowell  Thomas,  who 
possesses  both  B.A.  and  M.A.  degrees,  "can  be  as 
uneducated  as  a  jack-rabbit  if  he  doesn't  know  the 
world  around  him." 

Lowell,  whose  father  became  an  outstanding  sur- 
geon in  the  western  mining  country,  remembers  the 
proud  day  when  the  family  dressed  up  to  see  Papa 
receive  a  B.A.  from  National  Normal  School  in 
Omaha,  in  addition  to  his  medical  degree. 

But  the  search  for  knowledge  went  on — a  search 
which  never  stopped.  He  remembers  his  father's  in- 
tense interest  in  the  exciting,  dynamic  life  about 
him,  in  nature  and  philosophy  and  politics.  He  re- 
members the  huge  library  and  the  telescope  and  the 
geological  expeditions  into  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

It  was  this  same  kind  of  vital  interest  and  curiosity 
that  has  led  Lowell  Thomas  to  travel  over  every 
part  of  the  globe  trying  to  understand  the  people 
and  places  of  his  time.  And  it  is  the  same  impulse 
which  has  made  him  so  keen  a  reporter  of  world 
events.  His  daily  program  will  be  heard,  starting 
September  29,  over  CBS,  6:45  P.M.  EST. 

"I'm  part  of  this  world,"  Thomas  explains,  "and  I 
want  to  know  what's  going  on  in  it,  whether  Congress 
is  adopting  a  new  tax  bill,  or  some  teen-agers  have 
joined  together  to  lick  juvenile  delinquency  in  their 
community  or  if  the  Dodgers  get  a  new  manager." 

Thomas'  widespread  travels  and  friends  among 
countless  peoples,  among  all  shades  of  opinion  have 
given  him  a  deep-rooted  sympathy  for  his  fellow 
human  beings.  But  with  one  type  of  person  his 
sympathy  ends — that  is  the  person  who  is  too  lazy  to 
keep  informed  about  the  world  in  which  he  lives. 

"It's  fantastic,"  Thomas  says.  "Time  and  again  you 
meet  someone  who  says:  'Sure,  I'm  educated,  I  went 
to  school,  didn't  I?' 

"But  he  is  as  bare  of  interest  or  knowledge  about 
the  pulsating  events  of  1947  as  a  new-born  baby.  He 
doesn't  read  the  newspapers  beyond  the  headline, 
doesn't  listen  to  a  news  commentator,  knows  nothing 
about  such  vital  subjects  as  the  U.  N.,  housing,  or 
even  war  and  peace." 

"Gold-brick  B.A.'s"  is  what  Thomas  calls  the 
modern  Rip  Van  Winkles,  who  close  their  minds 
together  with  their  books  as  soon  as  they're  out  of 
school.  We  can't  afford  such  poorly  educated  citizens, 
he  says,  not  when  the  world  is  in  the  midst  of  crisis. 
No  matter  how  many  diplomas  or  degrees  a  man  may 
have,  he's  educational  deadwood  unless  he  knows 
what's  going  on  in  the  world  around  him. 

"What's  more,"  Thomas  declares,  "the  man  or 
woman  who  is  alert  and  informed  about  the  events 
and  issues  of  1947  is  a  person  who  is  interesting  to 
others.  And  any  woman  who  realizes  this  has  learned 
the  most  important  lesson  she  needs  to  know  in  order 
to  be  truly  charming,  and — believe  it  or  not — more 
attractive!" 
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1.  Returning  home  from  a  party,  Frank  Shipton  accused 
his  wife,  Anne,  of  flirting  with  Tony  Russell  and 
when  Anne  demanded  a  divorce  in  order  to  marry  Tony 
he   raged,   "I'll   kill   myself   rather   than    give   you   up!" 
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2.  Far  from  breaking  up  the  romance  between  Anne  and 
Tony,  Frank's  continued  threats  to  commit  suicide 
only  spurred  it  on.  At  last,  Tony  took  command  of 
the  situation,  saying,  "We'll  go  to  Frank  together, 
make  him  understand  that  we  are  really  in  love  with 
each  other  and  that  he  must  give  you  your  freedom!" 


3.  At  the  Shipton  apartment  they  were  almost  overcome 
by  gas  fumes.  Tony  fought  his  way  through  the  tiny 
kitchen  to  open  windows  and  turn  oflE  the  oven  gas 
jets,  then  he  and  Anne  bent   over  Frank's  still  form. 


SINCE  science  has  taken  an  active  hand  in  the 
field  of  criminology,  the  path  of  the  would-be 
criminal  has  become  increasingly  dangerous. 
Chemistry,  for  instance,  has  supplied  the  police 
with  so  many  ways  to  check  a  suspect's  story 
that  he  who  attempts  to  tell  anything  less  than 
the  truth  is  beaten  almost  before  he  starts. 

At  the  autopsy  on  Frank  Shipton's  body.  Dr. 
Wayne  discovered  that  death  had  not  resulted 
from  any  natural  cause.  The  next  tests  showed 
carbon  monoxide  in  the  body  but  not  enough  of 
it  to  cause  death.  This  led  Craig  to  believe  that 
Anne  had  given  Frank  poison:  that  when  it  began 
to  work  she  had  placed  him  with  his  head  in  the 
oven  without  realizing  that  the  poison  would  act 
so  quickly  as  to  destroy  her  plan  to  have  the  death 
appear  suicide.  Dr.  Wayne  then  proved  Frank 
had  been  given  sleep-inducing  pills,  but  30  times 
the  normal  dose,  much  more  than  a  fatal  quantity. 
Craig's  theory  of  Anne's  guilt  seemed  justified, 
until  he  learned  that  it  was  Tony  who  bought  the 
pills. 

From  then  on  it  was  a  matter  of  routine.  Tony 
phoned  Anne,  the  afternoon  of  the  murder,  asking 
her  to  meet  him  at  downtown  restaurant,  calling 
from  a  booth  near  her  apartment.  As  soon  as 
he  saw  her  leave  he  went  to  the  apartment,  ■  left 
a  partly  filled  bottle  of  Vermuth,  doctored  with 
sleeping  pills,  in  readiness  for  the  drink  he  knew 
Frank  would  make  as  soon  as  he  reached  home. 
He  returned  to  the  street,  watched  Frank  come 
home  and  a  little  later  went  up  to  find  Frank  in  a 
stupor.   Tony  then  staged  the  "suicide." 


RADIO     MIRROR     for     BETTER     LIVING 


Exploring  the   Unknown 


tells  you  about  your  most 


vigilant  protector 


Exploring  the  Unknown  is  heard  Sun- 
days at  9:00  P.M.,  EST,  over  MBS. 
Anne  is  played  by  Vicki  Vola;  Frank, 
by  Arnold  Robertson;  Tony,  by  Ralph 
Camargo;  Wayne,  by  Earl  George; 
Kelly  by  Bob  Donnelly  and  Craig  by 
Lon  Clark. 


4.  While  Deputy  Medical  Examiner  Wayne  worked  over  Frank,  Tony  comforted 
the  distraught  Anne.  At  last  Wayne  shook  his  head  hopelessly.  "Of  course 
it's  a  clear  case  of  suicide,"  said  Police  Captain  Kelly,  but  Dr.  Wayne 
said    cautiously,   "We   can't   be   sure   until   we've   made   a   complete   checkup." 


5.  Hours  and  days  went  by  while  Dr.  Wayne,  urged  on 
by  Kelly  and  Assistant  District  Attorney  Craig, 
made  test  after  careful  test  which  proved  beyond 
question  that  Frank's  death  was  not  suicide  but 
murder.  Then  came  more  tests,  which  revealed 
the    means    of    death    and    pointed    to    the    murderer. 


6.  Craig  had  Anne  and  Tony  brought  to  the  apartment 
where  he  said  the  case  against  Anne  was  being  dis- 
missed and  ordered  Tony's  arrest.  "And  to  save 
yourself  you  would  have  let  me  be  convicted!"  Anne 
cried  and  turned  on  him  with  such  fury  that  Tony 
was    grateful    for   the    protection    of    Craig    and    Kelly. 
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SUPPOSE  you,  as  Arliene  O'Dell  demonstrates,  have 
finished  a  lonely  dinner.  Now  what  to  do?  Feel  like 
calling  on  friends,  or  going  straight  honie  to  catch 
up  on  your  reading,  mending,  or  favorite  radio  program? 
But  you've  done  that  so  often.  You  wish  you  had  a  nice 
date  for  a  change!    So  you  decide  to  go  to  the  movies. 

Before  leaving  the  restaurant,  you  check  in  your  com- 
pact mirror  to  see  if  your  nose  needs  powdering,  or  if  ■ 
your  mouth  could  stand  for  a  lipstick  touch-up.  Should 
you  discover  that  you'd  look  better  if  your  hair  were 
combed,  visit  the  powder  room.  Don't  do  a  major  re- 
pair job  on  it  in  full  view  of  the  other  diners.  Many 
girls  carry  in  their  purses  one  of  the  miniature  comb  and 
brush  sets  for  such  emergencies.  Too,  they  like  the  new 
lipstick  brush  and  lipstick  combinations,  which  are  so 
convenient  and  take  vip  no  extra  purse  room. 

Liquid  and  cream  lipsticks  are  now  more  indelible. 
Even  after  eating,  your  compact  mirror  may  show  that 
it  has  stayed  on  so  well  that  you  don't  need  to  re-do 
your  mouth  completely.  So,  like  Arliene,  you  can  touch 
it  up  before  leaving  the  table.  Occasionally  you  see 
girls  making  detailed  make-up  repairs  in  public.  Dis- 
gusting, isn't  it?    Arliene  says,  "Please  don't." 

Next  you  see  her  being  hailed  by  Donald.  A  man  you 
know  might  see  you  while  riding  in  a  cab.  Or  he  might 
run  into  you  in  a  restaurant,  at  the  soda  fountain,  or 
bump  into  you  most  anytime  and  anyplace. 

You  never  can  tell  when  Fate  will  team  up  with 
Cupid.  That's  why  you  should  look  your  best  all  of  the 
time,  not  just  when  you  have  a  date.  For  that  chance  one 
may  lead  to  the  most  romantic  of  all — a  date  to  meet  him 
at  the  altar! 

Arliene  O'Dell,  ABC  radio  actress  heard  on  the  My 
True  Story  and  Famous  Jury  Trials  programs,  acts  out 
the  romantic  picture  story  on  this  page.  The  man  is 
Donald  Buka,  radio,  stage,  and  screen  actor. 

Arliene  hails  from  Kansas  City,  Missouri.  She  studied 
dramatics  and  radio  at  the  University  of  Kansas.  Before 
coming  to  New  York,  she  worked  with  a  radio  station 
in  her  home  town.  There  she  became  familiar  not  only 
with  microphone  technique,  but  also  with  other  mechan- 
ical phases  of  broadcasting,  even  sound  effects.  Donald 
comes  from  Cleveland,  Ohio.  Talent,  plus  hard  work, 
has  landed  him  leading  stage  roles,  and  dramatic  radio 
and  movie  characterizations. 


BY 

MARY 
JANE 
FULTON 


R 
M 

62 


S/f  r/irrnce,  ttoff  /uf/iJie^i  /?  m  awne — . 


p 

^^^^Hj^HHj^^^^^lP  X          "^^^H 

^^B  -^si^B^ 

W^^^K/^^^^f"      ^^Ip^'^ 

AiL^            K^^^^^^^^m                      f    .^llf^l 

r  MliEs*^  >-i*    -»# 

'  4v^i'' 

^^^^^ 

"^iPH^^HB    .  4^'   V 

..«.  j 

^^^^B     "^^^M 

^^^HHIPr^ 

^■1 

zyi>^  t/te  e^mmn/r  mm/-  na/m 
a   {^('^'/imie-    ff/A    //a  .'Jeci/^ 


S^m  uwc,  ^  io'mfM  to  re  (one- 
ft/,    r,mu   6e   clcdema    'no    m^Me^ 


<( 


^yi^n^t^i^t^  Joa/fi'  C4w€^,jr  daughter  of  Mrs.  Oliver  J.  Moore,  lives  in  Lake  Forest. 
She  is  engaged  to  Joseph  A.  Kelly  of  Akron,  Ohio.  "Ginny"  has  legendary  Celtic  heauty — raven 
black  hair,  a  complexion  white  as  milk,  kept  smooth  as  velvet  with  Pond's  Cold  Cream. 


Ste  s  Engaged ! 


SOME    OF    THE    BEAUTIFUL    WOMEN 
OF   SOCIETY   WHO    USE   POND's 

Mrs.  William  Rhinelander  Stewart 

Mrs.  Allan  A.  Ryan     Mrs.  John  J.  Astor 

H.  H.  Princess  Priscilla  Bibesco 

Mrs.  Ernest  L.  Biddle 

Mrs.  George  Jay  Gould,  Jr. 

The  Lady  Moyra  Forester 


YOl/MUST 
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says  lovely  Ginny  Moore 

"I  feel  I've  given  my  face  a  wonderful  iuper 
clean-up  and  smooth-out — when  I  blush-cleanse 
it,"  Ginny  says.  Read  how  her  blush-cleanse 
beauty  care  with  Pond's  can  help  your  skin. 

Just  4  quick  beauty-making  steps: 

Rouse  face  with  splashes  of  warm  water. 

Cream  your  receptively  moist,  warm  skin 
thickly  with  Pond  s  Cold  Cream.  Swirl 
briskly.  This  blush-cleanse  loosens  clinging 
dirt  and  make  up,  softens  skin,  brings  up 
fresh  color.  Tissue  off. 

Re-cream,  to  blush-rinse  away  last  traces 
of  dirt,  make-up.  This  blush-rinse  brings  up 
still  more  color — makes  skin  feel  super-soft. 
Tissue  off  again. 

Tingle  face  with  cold  water. 

RESULT — a  softer,  rosier,  cleaner  face  than 
has  looked  out  of  your  mirror  for  a  long  time. 
The  demulcent  action  of  Pond's  Cold  Cream 
has  helped  free  your  skin  of  dirt.  This  Pond's 
blush-cleanse  has  brought  up  the  circulation 
that  is  so  good  for  your  skin. 

Get  a  big  jar  of  Pond's  Cold  Cream  today. 
Every  night  do  this  blush-cleanse  and  blush-rinse 
— every  morning  just  a  quick  blush-rinse.  Watch 
your  face  respond. 


HER  RING  — 
a.  center  diamond, 
glittering  between  two 
smaller  diamonds 


Ste  uses  Ponds ! 


Women  know 

what  Pond's  Cream  can  do 

for  them 

That  is  why  far  more 

women  use  Pond's  Cream 

than  any  other 
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Step  up  and  ask  your  questions — we'll  try  to  find  the  answers 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— If  there's  something  you  want 
to  know  about  radio,  write  to  Information  Booth,  Radio 
Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  St.,  N.  Y.  We'll  answer  if  we  can,  either 
in  Information  Booth  or  by  mail — but  be  sure  to  sign  full  name 
and  address,  and  attach  this  box  to  your  letter. 


HE'S  NOT  HIDING  AT  ALL 

Dear  Editor: 

Wouldn't  miss  a  copy  of  your  magazine 
for  anything,  and  one  of  the  first  articles  I 
turn  to  is  Information  Booth.  I  would  like 
to  see  a  picture  of  Robert  Q.  Lewis,  who 
substituted  for  Arthur  Godfrey  while  God- 
frey was  on  vacation.  Where  have  they 
been  hiding  Mr.  Lewis?  He's  very  good. 
Will  he  be  on  any  more  programs?  I  sin- 
cerely hope  so.  Thank  you  for  a  grand 
magazine. 

Mrs.  G.  M.,  Jr.      Robert  a.  lewis 
Fort  Myers,  Fla. 

.So  many  people  agreed  with  you  about  Mr.  Lewis'  merits  after 
his  CBS  debut  last  April  on  the  Godfrey  show,  that  as  soon  as 
his  chores  there  were  completed,  the  network  gave  him  a  fifteen- 
minute  spot  on  Saturdays.  This  was  almost  immediately  expanded 
to  a  half-hour  program  known  as  the  R.  Q.  Lewis  Little  Show 
Thurs.,  8:00-8:30  P.M.  And  that^s  not  all!  In  July,  he  started  a 
Monday  through  Friday  series,  where  he  can  give  with  those  famous 
gentle  satires.  You  can  catch  this  show  at  7:00  P.M.,  also  on 
CBS.  And  here's  a  picture  of  this  busy  young  man. 

HE  PRACTICES  WHAT  HE  PREACHED 

Dear  Editor: 

We,  the  family,  thoroughly  enjoy  the  act- 
ing of  Ralph  Bell.  I'm  a  constant  reader  of 
Radio  Mirror,  but  I  have  failed  to  find  a 
picture  of  Ais  fine  actor.  If  possible,  could 
you  have  one  of  him  in  the  near  future? 

Mrs.  W.  R 
Providence,  R.  I. 

Not  only   that,   but  we'll  even   tell  you 
something  about  him.     Before  1939,  when 
RALPH  BELL  '^^   discovered   radio    (or   vice   versa),   his 

career  included  teaching  dramatics  at  the 
University  of  Michigan,  and  then,  in  N.  Y.,  acting  in  such  Broad- 
way hits  as  Banjo  Eyes  and  Native  Son.  As  for  his  radio  shows, 
he's  one  of  the  regulars  on  the  Crime  Doctor  programs  at  8:30 
P.  M.  EST  Sundays,  and  he's  Charlie  Gleason  on  another  CBS 
show,  the  serial  Strange  Romance  of  Evelyn  Winters,  on  at  10:30 
A.  M.,  EST.  He's  married  to  stage-screen-radio  actress  Pert  Kel- 
ton;  likes  tennis,  chess  and  reading.  Our  May  issue  had  some 
pictures  of  Evelyn  Winters,  and  one  of  Ralph  Bell  was  included. 
So  you  see,  we  haven't  really  been  neglecting  him. 

CASE  OF  THE  MISSING  ACES 

Dear  Editor: 

Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  inform  me 
as  to  what  happened  to  the  Easy  Aces? 
Their  theme  song  was  the  Manhattan 
Serenade,  and  the  program  originated  in 
New  York,  I  believe.  We  miss  them  very 
much  and  would  like  to  trace  them. 

Mrs.  J.  S. 
Long  Beach,  California. 

The  Easy  Aces  are  no  longer  on  any 
network,  though  they  are  not  by  any  means 
disconnected  from,  radio.  They  transcribe 
their  programs  and  sell  them  to  local  sta- 
tions. Hope  you  can  find  them  in  your  neighborhood.  Goodman 
Ace  is  a  writer  and  producer,  working  on  such  shows  as  the  Robert 
Q.  Lewis  program.  For  auld  lang  syne,  here  are  Goodman  and 
Jane — the  Easy  Aces. 


GOODMAN   and 
JAME    ACE 


MILENA  MILLER 


FAMOUS  NAMES  DEPARTMENT 

Dear  Editor: 

Most  of  my  friends  as  well  as  myself  are 
very  interested  in  learning  more  about 
Miss  Milena  Miller,  the  famous  radio  star 
whom  we  often  heard  on  the  Kraft  Music 
Hall.  I  have  read  about  her  and  seen  her 
pictures  in  the  June  Radio  Mirror.  The 
reason  for  my  curiosity  about  Milena  Mil- 
ler is  that  our  first  names  are  the  same. 
My  parents  named  me  after  a  Queen  of 
Montenegro,  and  I  take  a  justifiable  pride 
of  the  name  Milena  because  of  its  history. 
The  name  is  odd  to  our  own  nationality,  as 

well  as  to  others.  Will  you  please  tell  me  how  Miss  Miller 
acquired  her  first  name?    Has  her  last  name  been  changed? 

.  Miss  M.  B. 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Miller  is  Milena' s  real  name;  the  Milena  was  bestowed  by  her 
mother,  because  she'd  always  thought  it  one  of  the  prettiest  names 
she  knew  and  because  it's  been  used  for  generations  in  Mrs. 
Miller's  family.  It  is  a  lovely  name;  thank  you  for  pointing  out  its 
intriguing  history. 

WHEN  GOOD  FRIENDS  GET  TOGETHER 

Dear  Editor: 

One  of  my  favorite  programs  is  Lum 
and  Abner.  My  husband  and  I  have  lis- 
tened to  them  for  many  years.  Somehow, 
I  have  missed  seeing  pictures  of  them,  and 
I  haven't  read  anything  about  them,  either. 
Please  tell  me  something  about  these  two 
wonderful  performers.  There  has  never 
been  a  change  in  the  cast  has  there? 

Mrs.  P.  M.  B. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Chester  "Lum"  Lauck  and  Norris  "Ab- 
ner" Goff  have  been  a  team  since  their 
knee-pants  days  back  in  Mena,  Arkansas,  when  they  first  started 
their  impromptu  imitations  of  Ozark  characters  for  the  benefit 
of  friends  and  school  chums.  They  attended  the  University  of 
Arkansas  together,  and  then  both  seemed  to  be  ready  to  settle 
down  in  perfectly  normal  businesses  in  Mena.  But  they  were 
asked  to  contribute  their  talents  to  a  flood-relief  broadcast,  which 
brought  so  much  fan  mail,  that  they  continued  for  several  months. 
They  then  took  a  vacation  in  Chicago,  sold  their  act,  and  had 
their  first  sponsored  program  in  1931.  They've  been  going  strong 
ever  since.  Both  are  married  (to  Arkansas  girls),  have  three 
and  two  children,  respectively,  are  in  their  40s,  and  love  hunting 
and  fishing.   Don't  they  look  as  if  it  all  agreed  with  them?  , 

WILL  DAISY   DO? 

Dear  Editor: 

I'd  like  to  know  about  Jimmy  Adkins. 
He  used  to  sing  on  the  Fred  Waring  pro- 
gram, but  I  fail  to  catch  him  there  at  all 
now.  Can  you  tell  me  if  he  is  still  with 
Waring,  or  if  he  has  any  other  program? 
Also,  how  about  a  picture  of  Daisy  Bernier, 
Fred  Waring's  vocalist? 

Mrs.  E.  C. 
Belton,  Texas 

Jimmy  Adkins  is  no  longer  with  Fred 
Waring.  He  has  no  regular  program,  but 
does  quite  a  bit  of  free-lancing.  Picture  of 

Daisy — that's  a  pleasant  enough  task.  How's  this?  By  the  way, 
she  was  also  featured  in  Augusts  issue  in  an  article  called  Smile 
Magic,  by  our  Mary  Jane  Fulton. 


LUM    'N'    ABNER 


DAISY  BERNIER 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

(Continued  from  page  45) 

sideration  were  contagious — I  found  I 
was  as  eager  to  please  him  as  when 
I'd  been  a  bride. 

We  were  happy  again,  but  there  were 
times  when  a  deeply  serious  look  would 
come  over  Andy's  face.  He'd  talk  of 
serious  things,  the  kind  of  things  that 
plain  people  like  us  find  it  hard  to  put 
into  words.  I  can't  tell  all  the  things 
he  told  me  from  the  secret  places  of 
his  heart,  of  course,  but  I  remember 
one  thing  he  said — "I  love  you  so  much, 
honey,  I  think  that  even  if  I  died  my 
love  would  find  a  way  to  stay  and  take 
care  of  you." 

When  Spring  came  this  year,  Andy 
came  home  one  evening  with  two  little 
apple  trees  to  plant  in  our  yard.  After 
he  d  patted  the  dirt  around  the  slender 
trunks,  he  looked  at  me  and  said,  smil- 
ing, "There!  Think  of  me  when  you 
eat  the  apples  from  these  trees." 

THE  shadow  of  a  premonition  fluttered 
across  my  heart.  "Andy  why  did 
you  say  a  thing  like  that?  We'll  eat 
these   apples   together." 

"I  hope  so,"  he  said,  standing  up, 
and  looking  away. 

I  suddenly  noticed  that  his  face  was 
thinner,  and  the  two  lines  beside  his 
mouth  looked  as  if  pain  had  been 
pressing  them  deeper.  I  touched  his 
arm. 

"Andy,  is  anything  wrong  that  you 
haven't  told  me?  Don't  you  feel  all 
right?" 

"I'm  all  right,  honey.  Just  a  little 
tired  sometimes,"  he  said. 

"Promise  me  you'll  see  the  doctor 
tomorrow,"  I  insisted. 

Andy  promised,  but  the  next  day 
he  said  he  hadn't  had  time.  He  said 
he  felt  fine,  but  that  uneasy  feeling 
stayed  with  me.  I  kept  studying  his 
face  for  signs  of  illness  when  he  wasn't 
looking,  and  I  couldn't  shake  off  that 
feeling  of  dread.     I  began  to  worry. 

My  worry  lasted  just  one  week.  And 
now  I  know  that  was  part  of  Andy's 
loving  care  too — to  hide  his  coming 
doom  from  me  to  the  very  end.  One 
week  later,  Andy  suffered  his  last  at- 
tack of  angina  pectoris  at  his  machine 
in  the  factory.  He  died  in  the  company 
dispensary,  and  when  I  saw  him  again, 
those  telltale  lines  of  pain  were 
smoothed  out  forever.  He'd  kept  the 
secret  of  those  agonizing  heart  spasms 
from  me  for  a  whole  year.  All  that 
time  he  knew  that  his  life  hung  by  a 
thread,  for  our  doctor  had  told  him 
the  truth. 

My  hand  falters  as  I  try  to  tell  about 
his  wonderful  bravery  and  unselfish- 
ness. He  thought  only  of  me  and  the 
children  those  last  precious  months. 
He  did  not  try  to  spare  himself  to  gain 
a  little  more  time  to  live.  He  went  on 
working  as  hard  as  ever  at  the  factory 
and  at  home.  He  tried  to  prepare  me 
for  the  shock  without  frightening  me. 
And  if  he  was  sometimes  afraid  or  a 
little  lonely  with  his  tragic  secret,  he 
never  let  me  guess. 

Afterward,  I  remembered  his  words, 
".  .  .  even  if  I  died  my  love  would 
find  a  way  to  stay  and  take  care  of 
you."  His  love  is  still  taking  care  of 
me,  for  he  even  spared  me  the  painful 
responsibility  of  funeral  arrangements. 
He  left  his  financial  affairs  in  perfect 
order  so  that  I  would  not  be  burdened 
with  money  worries  as  soon  as  he  was 
gone.  He  even  helped  our  oldest  son 
find  a  part  time  (Continued  on  page  67) 


All  in  favor  say... 

FELS-NAPTHA! 


When  it's  a  choice  of  laundry 
soap,  millions  of  families  vote 
the  straight  Fels-Naptha  'ticket*. 

For  work  clothes  and  play  clothes;  white  shirts,  linens 
and  towels;  for  delicate  underthings  —  and  of  course 
for  Baby's  things  that  must  be  extra  clean  and  soft — 

there  is  nothing  like  the  thorough  cleaning 

action  of  gentle  Fels-Naptha  Soap. 

Fels-Naptha's  blend  of  good,  mild  soap 
and  active  naptha  assures  whiter 
washes  with  less  work.  Be  sure 
to  ma.rk your  shopping  'ballot' 
Fels-Naptha— Bar  and  Chips. 


Fels-Naptha  Soap 

BAN/SHESyATTLE-TAL£  GRAY" 
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Glenn  has  his  own  United  Nations  on  Carnival  Junior  Legion,  WTIC  children's  program. 


Glenn  Rowell,  Master  of  Phil- 
anthropies at  WTIC-Hartford. 


When  is  a  mile  not  a  mile?  When  Glenn  Rowell 
stretches    it.     Hartford's    5    miles    became    9.4. 


out  of 


GLENN  ROWELL  of  WTIC,  Hartford,  is  a  nationally- 
known  entertainer  who  has  collected  a  fortune  in 
the  lucrative  field  of  radio — but  hasn't  held  on  to  a 
penny  of  it! 

It  all  began  back  in  April,  1924,  when  Glenn  and 
station  WLS  made  their  initial  bows  to  the  crystal 
setters.  Now  in  his  24th  year  of  continuous  broadcasting, 
Glenn  has  pulled  over  a  million  dollars  right  out  of 
thin  air. 

He  had  a  little  help,  of  course,  thanks  to  a  couple 
of  fine  partners  along  the  way.  In  the  early  days,  "Ford 
and  Glenn"  were  household  words  in  the  middle  west. 
Because  of  their  daily  children's  programs  and  their 
phonograph  records,  fan  mail  poured  in  and  the  public 
turned  out  in  droves  to  watch  the  radio  team  at  work. 
Glenn  became  one  of  radio's  pioneer  m.c.'s.  His  career 
as  an  outstanding  "M.  P."  (Master  of  Philanthrophies) 
was  to  begin  shortly. 

When  a  tornado  struck  Southern  Illinois,  Ford  and 
Glenn  helped  keep  WLS  on  the  air  day  and  night  in  a 
marathon  fund-raising  campaign  which  brought  in  over 
a  quarter  of  a  million  dollars  for  the  aid  of  victims. 
In  this  case,  Glenn  says,  the  "air"  brought  back  to 
sufferers  what  the  wind  had  taken  away.  And  Glenn 
didn't  stop  there — during  the  following  four  years  he 
sparked  drives  which  collected  over  $100,000  to  help 
the  needy  at  Christmas  time. 

In  1929,  Gene  Carroll  joined  Ford  and  Glenn,  and 
six  months   later,   upon   Ford's   temporary   retirement, 


Gene  and  Glenn  (with  Jake  and  Lena)  took  to  the 
air  over  WTAM  in  Cleveland.  The  marathon  broad- 
casts were  continued  annually  in  the  city-by-the-lake, 
until  another  quarter  of  a  million  dollars  had  flowed 
into  the  empty  Christmas  stockings  of  Ohio  children. 

From  Cleveland  to  Texas,  to  Iowa,  Minnesota,  Cali- 
fornia and  Massachusetts,  the  job  of  raising  money  for 
others  went  on  .  .  .  $15,000  here,  $22,000  there,  $13,000 
in  some  other  area  where  help  was  needed.  Then  the 
boys  came  to  Hartford,  and  for  several  years  their  daily 
network  programs,  which  had  delighted  NBC  audiences 
from  coast  to  coast,  originated  at  the  studios  of  WTIC. 

Glenn,  who  by  this  time  had  grown  weary  of  living 
out  of  suitcases  and  trunks,  succumbed  to  the  charms 
of  Connecticut  and  decided  to  buy  a  home  and  settle 
down.  Gene  wanted  to  move  on — so  a  fourteen-year 
harmonious  partnership  was  dissolved.  Glenn  stayed  on 
in  Hartford  and  Gene  went  back  to  Cleveland,  and 
then  to  Hollywood. 

Glenn  is  now  doing  a  weekly  children's  program  over 
WTIC,  the  Carnival  Junior  Legion.  His  summer  pro- 
grams originate  at  a  dozen  different  camps  for  under- 
privileged children.  With  his  original  theme  song,  "Help 
the  Kid  Around  the  Corner,"  he  has  helped  raise  over 
$350,000  for  the  WTIC-Hartford  Courant  "Mile  O' 
Dimes"  campaign  for  the  victims  of  infantile  paralysis. 
Year  after  year,  on  a  per  capita  basis,  Hartford  has  led 
the  nation  in  this  great  drive,  and  no  small  part  of  the 
credit  is  due  to  cheerful,  tireless  Glenn  Rowell. 


(Continued  -from  page  65)  job  months 
ago  so  that  he  could  begin  learning 
responsibility.  Oh,  there  were  so  many- 
loving,  thoughtful  things  he  did  for  us, 
that  are  coming  to  light  now. 

My  heart  overflows  with  gratitude, 
but  the  most  wonderful  thing  he  did 
for  me  was  to  live  like  a  hero,  a  real 
man,  every  moment  during  that  last 
year  of  his  life.  He  taught  me  how 
sweet  life  can  be  when  love  transforms 
it.  I  shall  always  miss  Andy — his 
voice,  his  smile,  the  touch  of  his  hand, 
but  I  haven't  lost  his  love,  for  that  is 
still  with  me,  like  a  strong,  loving  arm 
to  lean  on,  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Mrs.  H.  B.  Y. 

A   CHILD'S   EYES 

Dear   Papa   David: 

My  story  has  no  ending.  I  just 
thought  the  public  would  like  to  hear 
some  of  the  blessings  of  being  a  school 
teacher  instead  of  the  problems  so 
often  discussed. 

I  believe  I  have  found  that  life  can 
be  beautiful  in  the  past  year  I've  been 
teaching.  I  have  found  this  out  by 
looking  into  the  eyes  of  children.  In 
these  eyes  I  see  hopes  and  dreams,  too 
young  to  be  destroyed.  I  see  forgive- 
ness, gratefulness,  and  sincerity.  There 
is  little  room  in  a  child's  view  of  life 
for  fear  and  disillusionment  (except 
when  an  outside  force  permits  it)  when 
the  world  offers  such  wonders  as  a 
parent's  love,  Santa  Claus,  the  Easter 
Bunny,  and  yes,  even  teacher's  ap- 
proval. I  have  seen  happiness  in 
children's  eyes  when  the  team  wins, 
when  the  biggest  bubble  of  gum  is 
popped,  when  signs  of  self-approval 
are  recognized. 

True  there  is  no  perfection  in  any 
class  room,  but  I  have  found  no  closer 
resemblance  to  complete  happiness 
anywhere  else. 

Perhaps  some  might  believe  me 
idealistic — to  them  I  say,  take  a  look, 
a  good  look,  into  the  eyes  of  a  child. 

P.  E. 

MY  MOTHER  CAME  BACK 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  was  very  young  I  lost  my 
mother  for,  you  see,  she  suffered  a 
severe  nervous  breakdown  and  drifted 
away  from  me.  All  her  kindness  and 
patience  faded,  as  she  gradually  sank 
into  a  state  of  melancholy  unreasoning. 
So,  like  most  children  who  turn  away 
from  reality  when  it  hurts  them,  I  pre- 
tended that  my  real  mother  had  gone 
away  on  a  long  trip. 

She  was  sent  to  a  sanitarium  and, 
being  under-age,  I  was  not  permitted 
to  see  her  for  some  time.  When  I  did 
become  old  enough  for  a  visitor's  per- 
mit, I  was  somehow  frightened,  making 
excuse  after  excuse  to  delay  the  trip. 
But  after  I  realized  that  my  father  was 
both  hurt  and  puzzled,  I  suggested  that 
Mother's  Day  would  be  a  perfect  time 
for  reconciliation. 

Now  that  I  look  back  upon  that 
momentous  day,  I  can  remember 
nothing  except  that  a  little  girl's  dream 
came  true.  For  the  woman  that  the 
nurse  left  me  with  was  not  the  stranger 
I  had  tried  so  hard  to  understand,  but, 
instead,  a  small  woman  with  a  gentle 
smile  who  put  her  arms  around  me  just 
as  I  had  always  pretended  she  would. 
My  mother  had  come  home. 

Miss  J.  C. 

PERFECT  SOLUTION 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  story  goes  back  to  1945  while  I 
was  still  wearing  GI  issues  and  when 


.MINE  IS  A 


Gipe  Qd^e^fory 


At  Provincetown  . . ."//  /  were  an  artist,"  you  suddenly  said,  "I'd  draw 
your  soft  dear  hands.  They'd  be  mine  then.". . .  Soft  hands  do  have  a  way 
with  a  man.  No  wonder  the  very  loveliest  women  use  Jergens  Lotion.* 


*The  best-loved  women  use  Jergens  hand  care... 


Bollywood  Stars  use  Jergens  Lotion, 
7  to  1.  Smart  Young  Marrieds  go 
nearly  4  to  1  for  Jergens  Lotion. 

Even  more  effective,  now.  This 
famous  Jergens  Lotion  makes  your 
hands  feel  e\en  smoother,  winningly 
softer,  thanks  to  recent  research;  and 


protects  longer,  too.  Part  of  its  magic 
—  two  ingredients  with  such  effec- 
tiveness for  skin-care  that  many  doc- 
tors use  them.  10<f  to  $1.00  (plus  tax) 
for  this  finer-than-ever  Jergens 
Lotion.  None  of  that  oiliness; 
no  sticky  feeling. 


For  the  Softest,  Adorable  Hands,  use 

^    JERGENS  LOTION 

^^^^"^^     YOUR  CHANCE  to  see  that  Jergens  Lotion  is  even  finer. 
'^f^J^'^       Mail  coupon  now  for  gift  bottle.  (Paste  on  penny  postcard,  if  you  wish) 
^"■'         Mail  to:  Box  27,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio 
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"Name^ 

City 

(Please  print  plainly.) 


.  Address- 
.State 


( Sorry,  ofiFer  good  in  U.S.A.  only.) 
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There's 

'edTreasure 

in  your 
HAIR! 


COLORINSE 


Don't  have  drab,  "colorless" 
hair  one  minute  longer!  Give 
your  hair  the  lovely,  glow^ing  color 
that  makes  you  look  "alive,"  Thou- 
sands of  women  use  Nestle  Colo- 
rinse  to  discover  the  "buried  trea- 
sure" in  their  hair.  Colorinse  is  not 
a  permanent  dye  or  bleach  ...  it 
rinses  new  beauty  into  your  hair, 
enhances  its  natural  color,  fills  it 
with  sparkling  highlights  and  lus- 
trous sheen.  Colorinse  won't  rub 
or  brush  off  but  it  is  easily  removed 
with  shampooing.  Try  it  tonight- 
after  you  shampoo.  Nestle  Colo- 
rinse comes  in  9  colors,  to  glorify 
every  shade  of  hair. 

m^  and  25^  at 
beauty  counters  everywhere 


COLORINSE 
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you  didn't  know  where  you  would  be 
stationed  the  next  day.  Fortunately 
at  this  time  I  was  stationed  in  a  camp 
near  the  big  city  where  I  was  to  see 
my  girl  for  the  first  time  in  almost 
three  years.  When  we  did  meet  we 
knew  immediately  that  ours  were 
lives  that  had  to  be  spent  together  and 
regardless  of  forthcoming  events  we 
decided  to  make  plans  to  be  married. 
My  mother,  a  widow,  came  all  the  way 
from  my  home  in  Minnesota  for  the 
wedding.  Of  course,  my  wife  had  all 
her  family  including  her  father  and 
brother.  Her  mother  passed  away  al- 
most six  years  ago. 

About  a  week  before  the  wedding 
my  future  bride,  her  father,  my  mother, 
and  myself  had  what  you  may  call  a 
getting  acquainted  get  together.  My 
mother  expressed  her  views  on  the 
coming  marriage  saying  she  was  very 
happy  but  I  knew  she  was  sad  at  the 
thought  of  returning  home  alone  and 
I  realized  she  would  be  very  lonely. 
My  father-in-law  expressed  the  same 
happiness  but  there  were  his  thoughts 
that  he  would  miss  his  daughter  and 
her  helpfulness  around  the  home. 

We  were  married.  My  mother  re- 
turned home  and  after  a  while  I  was 
discharged,  and  went  to  work  in  a 
little  town  close  to  the  big  city.  It 
wasn't  very  long  before  a  little  visitor 
was  getting  ready  to  move  into  our 
house.  My  mother  came  East  to  see 
us  and  to  be  with  us  on  this  big  event. 
She  told  us  that  she  was  very  lonely 
back  home  and  wished  she  could  be 
out  here  near  us.  I  told  her  to  sell 
the  house  and  until  she  found  a  nice 
apartment  she  could  stay  with  us.  But 
she  refused  for  she  didn't  want  to  be 
in  the  way  and  wanted  us  to  live  our 
own  private  lives.  That  was  a  sweet 
gesture,  wasn't  it?  '  Here  she  was  all 
alone  almost  fifteen  hundred  miles 
away  and  she  wouldn't  think  of  im- 
posing on  us. 

We  had  hopes,  however,  that  some- 
thing would  work  out  in  the  near  fu- 
ture. There  was  one  thing  that  could 
happen  which  would  make  everything 
perfect.  It  was  what  we  called  in  the 
army  "a  natural."  That's  right,  my 
mom  and  my  wife's  pop.  But  it  just 
didn't  seem  that  such  a  wpnderful 
dream  would  come  true.  Then  two 
days  before  my  son  was  born  we  were 
all  sitting  around  the  dining  room  table 
when  my  father-in-law  spoke.  "I  have 
a  surprise  for  you  kids,"  he  said,  "Mom 
and  I  are  going  to  get  married,"  and 
he  bent  over  and  kissed  my  mother. 
Well,  you  could  have  knocked  me  over 
with  a  feather.  While  my  wife  and  I 
were  just  thinking  and  hoping  for  such 
a  thing  to  happen  these  two  were  play- 
ing "Romeo  and  Juliet."  It  just 
seemed  unbelievable  but  here  it  was. 

Well,  after  my  son  was  born,  rny 
mom  went  back  to  Minnesota,  sold  the 
house  and  hurried  back  east.  They  are 
married  now  and  incidentally  as  happy 
as  a  couple  of  young  newlyweds.  Al- 
though the  marriage  has  caused  some 
confusion  about  our  relationships  to 
one  another  we  are  all  very,  very 
happy  about  it  all. 

M.  H. 

PATTERN  FOR  BEAUTY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

As  a  member  of  P.T.A.  association,  1 
visited  a  home  each  week  to  see  a 
twelve-year-old  child,  confined  to  a 
wheel  chair,  hopelessly  paralyzed  from 
the  waist  down.  The  home  was  a  poor 
one  but  neat.  The  child  seemed  so 
cheerful  and  I  always  found  her  busy 
with  pencil  and  paper.     Even  during 


my  visits  she  would  write  a  line  or  so. 
I  asked  her  what  she  wrote.  She  said, 
"Oh,  I  keep  finding  things  to  be  thank- 
ful for  and  I  write  them  on  a  pad. 
Later  I  copy  them  in  my  big  book,  and 
I  find  so  many  things — my  book  is  al- 
most full."  On  her  pad  was:  Thank- 
ful because  my  mommy  makes  such 
good  biscuits.  Thankful  because  my 
teeth  are  so  good  and  I  can  eat  hard 
candy.  In  another  book  were  things 
she  looked  at  a  long  time  each  day,  so 
if  she  was  ever  blind  she  would  re- 
member her  mother's  smile,  faces  of 
friends,  sunshine,  flowers  and  birds. 
She  reads  the  list  each  day  and  closes 
her  eyes  and  concentrates  her  mind 
on  them  so  they  are  impressed  in  her 
memory.  I  really  felt  ashamed  for  I 
find  so  many  things  to  fret  about,  in- 
stead of  ones  to  be  thankful  for,  and 
just  glance  at  beauty  all  around  me, 
instead  of  storing  it  in  my  memory.  I 
am  going  to  try  and  pattern  after  that 
child. 

Mrs.  E.  S. 

"DON'T  WORRY,  SIS" 
Dear  Papa  David: 

One  afternoon  a  few  years  ago, 
while  my  mother  was  shopping,  my 
best  girl  friend  and  I  decided  to  pre- 
tend that  we  were  career  girls  and 
that  my  house  was  our  apartment.  We 
were  having  a  grand  time  when  my 
brother,  Jimmy  came  home  and  think- 
ing it  was  all  very  funny,  began  to 
tease  us.  Then,  still  in  my  early 
teens,  I  took  it  all  very  seriously.  So 
when  Jimmy,  after  ample  warning, 
persisted  in  annoying  us,  I  slapped  him. 
Just  then,  my  mother  walked  in  and 
scolded  me.  I  was  outraged  and  told 
her  that  I  wished  that  she  would  send 
Jimmy  away  because  I  never  wanted  to 
see  him  again. 

When  I  reached  the  street  a  neighbor 
called  to  me  and  asked  me  to  go  to 
the  store  for  her. 

I  was  coming  from  the  store  when 
I  stopped  in  my  tracks,  horror-stricken. 
I  saw  a  little  boy  get  hit,  thrown  and 
run  over  by  a  car.  I  ran  to  the  child 
but  somehow,  even  before  I  reached 
him,  I  knew  it  was  Jimmy. 

A  soldier  who  had  seen  the  accident 
picked  him  up  and  a  passing  motorist 
drove  us  to  the  hospital.  Jimmy  was 
conscious,  but  he  didn't  cry.  He  just 
asked  the  driver,  "Could  you  hurry 
up?  I  think  I'm  bleeding."  Then  he 
turned  to  me  and  said,  "Don't  worry, 
sis,  it's  okay."  I  wanted  to  be  calm  and 
comfort  him,  but  it  was  he  who  as- 
sured me. 

In  the  waiting  room,  I  kept  think- 
ing .  .  .  this  can't  be  true  ...  it  can't 
be  .  .  .  and  I  prayed  ...  I  prayed  with 
all  my  heart. 

Mother  came  a  little  later  and  a 
nurse  came  in  and  told  us  that  Jimmy 
was  going  to  be  all  right. 

I  never  did  thank  the  soldier  whose 
jacket  had  been  stained  with  blood,  or 
the  passing  motorist,  both  of  whom 
were  so  kind,  but  I'm  sure  they  under- 
stood. 

Jimmy  still  teases  me  but  every  time 
I'm  about  to  scold  him  I  think  of  this 
incident,  and  I  remember  to  say  an 
extra  little  prayer  of  thanks. 

G.   J.  D. 

"TO  HOLD  MY  CHILD" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  had  been  married  six  years, 
I  was  stricken  with  an  ailment  that 
left  my  left  side  completely  paralyzed. 
I  was  forced  to  stay  in  the  hospital 
a  year,  leaving  my  year-old  son  in  the 
care  of  my  mother.     I  dreamed  con- 


stantly  of  just  being  able  to  hold  him 
once  more.  What  if  something  hap- 
pened or  what  if  he  should  forget  me? 

When  I  was  finally  released  I  re- 
turned to  find  that  the  baby  I  had  left 
was  now  toddling  around.  Each  after- 
noon I  was  placed  in  a  chair  on  the 
porch. 

One  day  I  was  alone,  my  mother 
having  gone  out,  watching  the  baby 
playing  with  his  toys  at  the  other  end 
of  the  porch.  He  began  staring  at  me 
in  a  puzzled  way  and  then  suddenly 
he  dropped  his  toys  and  held  out  both 
little  arms  to  be  taken  up.  How  I 
ached  to  hold  him  but  then  how  could 
I?  I  was  alone  and  my  crutches  were 
inside.  His  lips  began  to  pucker.  I 
couldn't  stand  it.  Then,  somehow  my 
legs  slowly  got  to  the  floor  and  some- 
how, I'll  never  know  how,  I  walked 
over  to  my  baby.  I'll  never  forget  the 
joy  of  first  putting  my  arm  around  him. 
I'd  done  it!  I'd  walked!  That  was  the 
beginning.  I  knew  if  I  had  done  it  once 
I  could  do  it  again. 

I  practiced  daily  and  although  it  took 
some  time,  I  was  able  to  discard  the 
crutches. 

Today  my  son  is  seven  years  old  and 
although  my  arm  is  still  paralyzed  and 
I  can't  walk  as  well  as  others,  I  can 
take  care  of  him. 

Mrs.  G.  D. 

FIRST  TEARS 

Dear  Papa  David: 

It  was  just  one  of  those  days,  I  guess. 
Usually  I'm  a  very  cheerful  person  but 
when  I  feel  down  I  touch  bottom. 

The  twins  did  the  regular  thing — 
cried  at  6  A.M.  for  their  bottles.  I 
slipped  out  of  bed,  into  my  housecoat, 
popped  the  bottles  into  the  hot  water  in 
the  teakettle,  opened  the  drafts  on  the 
stove,  and  found  a  very  well-kept  fire. 
I  wishfully  thought  of  the  days  when 
there  would  be  no  more  bottles  at  six. 

I  raised  the  window  shades  and 
found  a  rainstorm  in  progress.  It 
meant  an  extra  hour  of  sleep,  much 
needed  moisture,  and  a  house-bound 
hubby  to  finally  get  at  those  countless 
little  tasks  in  a  new  (to  us)  home.  But 
I  thought  of  the  mud,  the  doors  that 
couldn't  be  left  open,  the  wraps  I'd 
have  to  climb  into  before  I  went  out. 

I  looked  about  the  room  but  didn't 
see  it  as  part  of  our  very  own  home. 
No,  I  thought  of  the  cleaning,  painting 
and  repairing  that  was  necessary. 

When  I  prepared  breakfast  I  griped 
mentally  because  I  had  to  fix  toast,  hot 
cereal,  fruit,  and  eggs.  "Why  couldn't 
he  settle  for  bread,  dry  cereal?" 

That's  the  way  the  whole  day  went. 
I  hoped  to  go  to  town  with  the  neigh- 
bors but  it  proved  to  be  a  day  for 
"Men  Only."  I  was  disgusted  with  my 
otherwise  much  sought-after  few  hours 
of  solitude.  I'd  been  hoping  for  a  day 
when  I  could  fix  just  what  I  wanted  to 
eat.  Here  it  was.  I  didn't  eat.  The 
babies  cried  a  bit  after  their  naps.  I 
was  disgusted,  not  remembering  they 
might  have  cried  all  day. 

I  was  feeling  so  sorry  for  myself  as 
I  changed  the  babies'  clothes  that  I 
found  myself  crying.  The  twins  had 
never  seen  such  a  sight  in  their  young 
lives  so  they  found  it  highly  amusing. 
They  smiled,  cooed,  and  outright 
laughed.  I  cried  more,  they  laughed 
more.  Soon  I  felt  the  goon  I  must 
have  looked.  I  couldn't  resist  the 
laughing  babies.  Who  can?  What  a 
self-centered  fool  I'd  been.  I  counted 
my  blessings,  held  the  two  cuddlies 
close,  and  opened  my  eyes  to  another 
beautiful  day  in  a  beautiful  life. 

Mrs.  A.  A.  N.  M. 


(jUe  pR^sH  (ji4i<L  U  Metier  h  (Uvt 


Lovely  to  know  .  .  .  that  you  can  really  rely  on 
Fresh.   Fresh  contains  the  most  effective  per- 
spiration-stopping ingredient  known  to  science! 

Lovely  lo  use  . . ,  creamy  Fresh  stays  smooth .  .  . 
never  greasy,  gritty  or  sticky . , .  doesn't  dry  out. 

And  gentle . . .  Fresh  contains  a  patented  ingredi- 
ent that  makes  it  gentle  to  skin,  safe  for  fabrics. 

No  wonder  .  .  .  more  and  more  women  are 
switching  to  Fresh. 


e  1947.  The  Pharma-Craft  Corporation.  InO. 
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You'll  like  this 

7-Day  Prune  Cake 


E 


says 


BETTY  BLAKE 


iVERYBODY  knows  how  good  Prunes  are 
for  breakfast . . .  but  not  everybody  knows 
how  many  good  things  can  be  made  from 
them.  Here's  one,  for  example: 


Easy  to  make,  wonderful  to  eat . . .  and 
keeps  fresh  and  moist  for  a  full  weekl 

1  ^  cups  uncooked  SUNSWEET 

"Tenderized"  Prunes 
1  Ji  cups  granulated  sugar 
%  cup  shortening 
3  eggs,  beaten 
2%  cups  all-purpose  flour 
Ji  teaspoon  salt 
1  teaspoon  mace 
1  teaspoon  cinnamon 
1  Ji  teaspoons  soda 
%  cup  boiling  coffee 

Wash  prunes,  boil  10  minutes  in  water  to 
cover,  drain,  pit,  and  put  through  medium 
food  chopper.  Cream  sugar  and  shorten- 
ing, add  beaten  eggs,  mix.  Add  prunes, 
mix.  Add  flour  sifted  with  salt,  spices,  and 
}i  tsp.  soda,  mix  well.  Add  coffee  in  which 
remaining  soda  has  been  dissolved.  Beat 
well.  Pour  into  3  well-greased  layer  cake 
pans.  Bake  in  moderate  oven  (375°)  for  25 
min.  Combine  layers  with  butter  and  sugar 
icing.  This  cake  gathers  moisture  and  will 
keep  a  full  week  without  loss  of  flavor. 
Serves  10  to  12. 

-iz  -it  -n  -ii 

Try  this  Quick  SUNSWEET  Trick!  Fill  a  quart 
jar  with  SUNSWEET  "Tenderized"  Prunes,  add 
boiling  water  to  cover,  and  let  stand.  Good  the 
next  day,  better  the  day  after . . .  the  longer  they 
stand  the  richer  they  get. 

-tr    -»    -^    <r 

SUNSWEET  Prunes  are  tree-ri^ 

ened  for  sweetness  and  flavor  . . . 

"Tenderized"  for  quick -cooking 

and  better  eating.  ..sealed  in  foil 

cartons  for  perfect  protection  . . . 

packed  by  the  grow- 

^jjj.-  -^^ip'^'^'S^N^    ers  themselves. 

/«•  Gmnniteed  by  ^A 

I  Honsekeepln;  J     -[X    -fr    -J3    "t?    ■{? 

California  Prune  &  Apricot  Growers  Assn. 
San  Jose,  California 

SUNSWEET  "Tenderized"  Prunes,  Apricots  and 
Peaches . . .  also  SUNSWEET  Prune  Juice 


WHAT'S   NEW   from   COAST   to   COAST 

(Continued  jrom  page  13) 


Here's  good  news  to  look  forward  to 
next  year.  Eddie  Cantor  is  already 
making  plans  to  remain  on  the  air  all 
next  summer.  He  has  a  theory — to 
which  very  few  sponsors  want  to  listen 
at  the  moment — that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
America  by  no  means  store  their  radios 
in  the  summer  months  to  hie  them- 
selves to  the  wide  open  spaces.  By 
some  means  or  other,  Cantor  is  going  to 
show  that  he'll  have  a  good  rating  for 
his  show,  even  during  the  summer. 
Glad  he's  taking  a  stand.  We  know 
lots  of  people,  ourselves  included,  whose 
lives  do  not  change  so  radically  be- 
cause of  a  change  in  the  weather  that 
we  don't  tune  in  our  radio.  So,  now  we 
have  a  champion. 


Leslie  Nichols,  Mutual's  United  Na- 
tions correspondent,  has  his  chest 
puffed  out  a  bit  these  days.  Nichols 
used  to  be  a  professor  at  the  American 
School  in  Cairo,  Egypt.  He's  just  heard 
that  recently  one  of  his  former  pupils 
got  his  master's  degree  at  Columbia 
University  and  that  a  dozen  others  are 
taking  post-graduate  courses  at  various 
other  American  colleges.  It's  always 
nice  to  know  that  work  you've  done  in 
the  past  is  bearing  fruit. 


STRICTLY  GOSSIP  FOR  WHAT  IT'S 
WORTH  .  .  .  Tchtch.  Looks  as  if  James 
Mason  won't  have  a  dramatic  show  on 
the  air,  after  all.  He's  too  busy  with  the 
breaks  in  the  picture  biz  .  .  .  Senator 
Ford  is  planning  to  produce  a  series  of 
movie  shorts  based  on  his  Can  You  Top 
This?  show  .  .  .  Maybe  you'll  be  hearing 
Rudy  Vallee  as  a  disc  jockey  one  of 
these  days  .  .  .  It's  likely  that  the  Kate 
Smith  Sings  show  may  be  a  full  hour 
variety  program  when  she  returns  to 
the  air  under  new  sponsorship — at  this 
point  not  definite — at  least,  that's  what 
Kate  wants  it  to  be  .  .  .  Hildegarde  will 
be  the  first  femme  to  wax  a  variety 
show  in  the  Crosby  manner  comes  the 
Fall  .  .  .  Well,  good  listening  and  it 
ought  to  be.  Lots  of  new  things  will  be 
cropping  up  and  lots  of  the  old  ones  will 
be  going  on. 


Danny  Kaye  (with  his  wife)   is 
looking  for  the  right  program. 


You'll  soon  be  hearing  a  great  deal 
about  a  new  singer  named  Bob  Stanton. 
And  if  it  strikes  you  that  he  sounds 
something  like  Dick  Haymes,  it's  not 
just  that  imitative  flare  that  some  sing- 
ers have.  He  can't  help  it — he's  Dick's 
kid  brother. 


Any  day  now  you'll  be  screen  view- 
ing the  Truth  or  Consequences  show  on 
the  "March  of  Time"  feature.  But  this 
time  you'll  see  radio's  craziest  comedy 
show  as  it  really  is,  not  in  the  exag- 
gerated form  in  which  it  has  already 
appeared  in  several  full  length  films. 
That's  because  the  "March  of  Time" 
cameramen  and  crew  actually  took  the 
show  while  it  was  being  broadcast  and 
as  it  was  going  over  the  air,  because 
that's  the  way  they  wanted  it  for  their 
shor.t  on  radio  shows. 


If  you  want  to  know  why  the  Johnnie 
Madero — Pier  23  show  sounds  so  real 
and  lifelike,  here's  one  reason.  Three 
members  of  the  San  Francisco  homi- 
cide police  detail  are  regularly  por- 
trayed as  close  to  their  real  characters 
as  possible. 


Gossip-minded  friends  tell  us  that 
they  discovered  that  Basil  Rathbone 
wears  red  suspenders!  They  bring 
whistles  from  the  cast  of  the  Scotland 
Yard  series  at  rehearsals,  but  Basil  is 
very  proud  of  them.  He  says  he  got 
thern  in  Paris  not  long  ago  and  that 
they*re  all  the  rage  there. 


Got  any  good  ideas  that  might  be 
worked  into  a  radio  show  for  Danny 
Kaye?  Nothing  daunted  by  his  first 
radio  program,  which  left  much  to  be 
desired,  Kaye  is  aching  to  take  another 
crack  at  anticking  over  the  airways. 
Personally,  we  hope  someone  comes  up 
with  a  good  program  for  him  because 
he's  always  been  one  of  the  funniest 
guys  in  the  country  as  far  as  we  are 
concerned,  and  we  were  plenty  disap- 
pointed when  he  didn't  get  that  across 
on  radio. 


Probably  no  radio  show  for  actor 
.Tames   Mason;   too   movie-busy. 


The  Most  Precious 
Thing 

(Continued  from  page  47) 

that  looks  out  on  the  areaway  between 
our  building  and  the  next  one,  and  I 
remembered  that  window  had  been 
open  all  day.  Probably  Papa  David  had 
forgotten  to  latch  it  when  he  closed  it 
on  account  of  the  rain. 

"No  you  don't!"  I  said,  and  grabbed 
her. 

She  squirmed  and  fought  like  some 
kind  of  little  animal.  Her  feet,  in 
shoes  that  were  a  couple  of  sizes  too 
big  for  her,  came  up  and  tried  to  con- 
nect with  my  shins,  and  she  twisted 
her  head  around  and  bit  at  the  hand 
that  was  holding  her  right  arm. 

"Hey,  quit  that!"  I  said.  "I'm  not  go- 
ing to  hurt  you — anyway,  I  won't  if 
you  behave  yourself.  And  you  can't  get 
out  of  here,  because  that  window's  too 
high  up  for  you  to  climb  out  of  with- 
out me  stopping  you."  I  let  her  go,  and 
stepped  back.  She  looked  up  at  the 
window  and  saw  I  was  right  about  her 
getting  out  of  it — its  bottom  was  level 
with  the  top  of  her  head,  and  I  could 
'  have  grabbed  her  by  the  ankles  if  she 
tried  anything.  Then  she  pushed  a  lock 
of  wet,  black  hair  out  of  her  eyes  and 
said*  sulkily: 

"TOME  on,  lady — lemme  go.  I  ain't 
t*  done  nothin."  I  just  found  the  win- 
dow open,  and  come  in  here  to  get  outta 
the  rain.    Lemme  go,  huh?" 

"If  you  came  in  to  get  out  of  the  rain 
I  don't  see  why  you're  so  anxious  to  go 
back  into  it  again,"  I  said.  "I  think 
you'd  better  stick  around  awhile. 
What's  your  name?" 

"Florrie,"  she  muttered.  "Florrie 
Hulsifer." 

"And   where   do   you   live?" 

"Noplace." 

"Haven.'t  you  got  any  relatives?" 

She  gave  me  a  look  that  made  me 
sure  she  was  lying  when  she  said, 
"Nope.  None  at  all." 

"Then  some  agency  ought  to  be  tak- 
ing care  of  you — "  I  started  to  say, 
when  she  turned  on  me  with  a  su,dden 
snarl. 

"Yah!  I  ain't  gonna  let  no  cops  catch 
me  and  lock  me  up!  I  know  what  them 
places're  like — they  treat  you  like  you 
was  dirt  and  don't  give  you  enough 
to  eat  and  make  you  work  like  a  dog!" 
Her  pinched  little  face  turned  pleading. 
"Lady,  don't  turn  me  over  to  the  cops 
— please!  Honest,  I  wasn't  gonna  take 
nothin',  cross  my  heart." 

■'Nobody's  said  you  were,  so  far,"  I 
told  her.  I  guessed  she  probably  would 
have  lifted  anything  that  wasn't  nailed, 
if  she'd  had  a  chance,  but  I  felt  sorry 
for  her.  She  was  so  little  and  dirty 
and  underfed  and  ugly  generally,  and 
there  wasn't  a  thing  about  her  you 
could  like — but  just  the  same,  I  was 
sorry  for  her.  And  I'd  had  enough 
trouble  with  the  cops  myself,  w'hen  I 
was  about  her  age  or  a  little  older, 
so  I  didn't  feel  much  like  calling  them 
and  handing  her  over  to  them.  "Hun- 
gry?" I  asked — a  pretty  unnecessary 
question,  because  you  could  see  by 
looking  at  her  she'd  been  hungry  since 
she  was  born. 

She  nodded,  looking  at  me  suspici- 
ously, so  I  said,  "Come  on  in  here," 
and  let  her  go  ahead  of  me  into  the 
apartment  back  of  the  shop,  first  re- 
membering to  close  and  latch  the  win- 
dow she'd  come  in  by.  In  the  kitchen 
I  told  her  to  sit  down  and  got  busy 
scrambling    four    eggs    and    laying    out 
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some  bread  and  butter  and  jam  and 
a  quart  of  milk.  We  didn't  talk  while 
she  ate — ^if  you  could  call  it  eating,  the 
way  she  wolfed  the  food  down. 

"Now,"  I  said  when  she  was  finished, 
"are  you  sure  you  haven't  got  any  rela- 
tives living  around  here?" 

At  first  she  was.  She  claimed  her 
mother  was  dead  and  she  couldn't  re- 
member her  father,  and  she  didn't  have 
any  brothers  or  sisters.  I  kept  after  her, 
though,  and  finally  she  admitted  that 
she  had  an  aunt  living  in  a  tenement 
two  blocks  away. 

"But  I  hate  her!"  she  said  fiercely, 
her  black  eyes  snapping.  "She's  got  a 
lot  o'  kids  of  her  own,  and  she  don't 
want  me  around.  I  won't  go  back  to 
her!" 

"How  about  school?"  I  asked. 

"School!  Whatta  I  want  to  bother 
with  school  for?" 

"Sure,"  I  said.  "I  used  to  figure  that 
way  too.  I  was  a  dope,  just  like  you. 
Well — "  I  looked  at  the  clock.  It  was 
ten-thirty,  and  Stephen  and  Papa 
D?^'id  wouldn't  be  home  until  around 
midnight.  "Tell  you  what,"  I  said.  "You 
can  sleep  here  tonight,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing we'll  all  see  if  we  can't  figure  out 
some  way  to  give  you  a  break.  But 
first,"  I  added,  looking  hard  at  the 
crusted  dirt  on  her  hands  and  face, 
"you're  going  to  take  a  bath." 

She  put  up  a  fuss,  but  I  told  her  no 
bath,  no  bed,  and  finally  she  gave  in. 
While  she  was  in  the  tub  I  took  a  look 
at  the  baby  and  saw  he  was  still  sleep- 
ing like  an  angel,  and  got  a  pair  of  my 
pajamas  for  Florrie.  They  weren't  much 
too  big. 

I  put  her  in  the  little  room  next  to 
the  kitchen — my  old  room.  She  was 
half  asleep  the  minute  she  struck  the 
bed.  I  picked  up  the  ragged  old  clothes 
she  had  brought  in  with  her  from  the 
bathroom  and  started  to  tiptoe  out, 
when  all  at  once  she  raised  her  head 
and  said,  "Hey — where  you  goin'  with 
my  clothes?" 

"You  won't  need  them  any  more,"  I 
told  her.  "I'll  give  you  some  of  mine 
in  the  morning." 

"So  okay,  you'll  give  me  some  o' 
yours,"  she  said  wisely.  "But  why  walk 
of?  tonight  with  the  stuff  I've  got? 
What'^  the  matter — afraid  I'll  get 
dressed  and  run  away?" 

The  truth  was  that  I  had  been  afraid 
of  exactly  that.  But  if  you  show  peo- 
ple you  don't  trust  them,  they're  more 
likely  than  ever  to  do  just  the  things 
you  were  afraid  they'd  do,  so  I  shrugged 
and  said,  "If  that's  the  way  you  feel 
about  it,  Florrie — " 

"That's  the  way  I  feel,"  she  said. 
"You  seem  okay,  lady,  but  I  like  to 
have  my  clothes  where  I  can  get  hold 
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of  'em  if  I  need  'em.  I'm  funny  that 
way." 

I  put  the  clothes  back  on  the  chair 
and  went  on  out,  closing  the  door  be- 
hind me. 

Getting  into  bed  once  more,  I  thought 
I  wasn't  sleepy  and  that  I'd  stay  awake 
until  Stephen  and  Papa  David  got 
home,  and  tell  them  all  about  Florrie. 
That's  what  I  thought — but  sleep  came 
down  on  me  like  a  ton  of  feathers,  and 
the  next  thing  I  knew  it  was  morning, 
and  Stephen  was  bending  over  me, 
smiling,  while  Baby  Stephen  let  the 
world  know  he  wanted  his  bottle — but 
quick. 

I  hopped  out  of  bed  and  was  into  my 
robe  and  in  the  kitchen  before  I  was 
awake  enough  to  remember  Florrie.  I 
had  to  laugh,  then,  thinking  of 
Stephen's  and  Papa  David's  faces  if  she 
marched  out  of  the  little  room  before 
I'd  had  a  chance  to  tell  them  about  her. 

"Stephen!"  I  called,  and  when  he 
came  to  the  kitchen  door —  "We  had  a 
visitor  last  night,  a  girl  thirteen  or 
fourteen  years  old.  She  broke  into  the 
shop  and  I  caught  her."  Standing  over 
the  stove  while  the  formula  heated,  I 
told  him  all  about  her,  and  how  I'd  fed 
her  and  made  her  take  a  bath  and  put 
her  to  sleep  in  my  old  room. 

"In  your  old  room?"  Stephen  re- 
peated, stepping  back  into  the  hall  and 
looking  behind  him.  "Then  where  is 
she  now?" 

"Why—"  I  took  the  bottle  off  the 
flame  and  hurried  to  stand  beside 
Stephen  in  the  doorway  of  the  little 
room.  It  was  empty — the  bed  covers 
thrown  back,  Florrie's  clothes  gone.  I 
got  an  awful  sinking  sensation  in  the  pit 
of  my  stomach,  but  I  said,  "She  must 
have  gotten  up  early.  Maybe  she's 
out  in  the  shop  with  Papa  David." 

But  she  wasn't,  and  Papa  David 
hadn't  seen  her,  didn't  know  she'd 
been  in  the  apartment  until  I  told  him 
about  her.  He  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders. "Well,  Chichi  girl,  so  you  helped 
her  out  and  gave  her  food  and  lodging 
for  the  night,  and  now  she's  gone.  May- 
be she  was  afraid  we  would  call  the 
police  and  turn  her  over  to  them,  heh?" 
He  patted  my  shoulder.  "Don't  you 
worry  about  her." 

I  didn't  like  it,  though.  Something 
kept  nagging  at  the  back  of  my  mind 
while  I  dressed,  and  before  I  went  back 
to  the  kitchen  to  fix  breakfast  I  knew 
what  it  was.  My  purse — it  was  around 
here  someplace,  I  remember  having  put 


it  down  yesterday  afternoon  when  I 
came  in  from  the  market.  I  looked 
in  the  bedroom,  but  it  wasn't  there.  I 
came  out  into  the  hall,  and  there  it  was 
on  the  little  table  under  the  mirror.  I 
picked  it  up  and  looked  inside — and 
then  I  really  did  have  the  sinking  sen- 
sation. Forty  dollars  of  housekeeping 
money — gone,  every  cent  of  it! 

"Papa  David!"  I  yelled,  and  went 
running  into  the  shop,  where  he  and 
Stephen  were  opening  up  for  the  day. 
"Papa  David — the  cash  drawer!  Look 
i.-   it   quick — is    it   all   right?" 

"Chichi,  why  you  get  so  excited?" 
Papa  David  reached  into  the  hiding 
place  behind  the  books  and  pulled  out 
the  cash  drawer  key,  fitted  it  very 
calmly  into  the  lock,  pulled  the  drawer 
open.  "Of  course  the  cash  drawer  is  all 
right,"  he  said.  "It  was  locked,  so  how 
could  anybody  touch  it?" 

I  leaned  against  the  counter,  feeling 
as  if  I  would  start  to  cry  any  minute. 
"Thank  goodness  for  that,"  I  said.  "But 
she — she  took  forty  dollars  out  of  my 
purse,  all  the  same.  All  my  housekeep- 
ing money.  Oh  golly,  what  an  awful 
dope  I  am!  A  little  brat  that  anybody 
could  have  told  was  out  to  lift  every- 
thing she  could  get  her  hands  on — and 
I  feed  her  and  give  her  a  bed  and  then 
walk  off  leaving  my  purse  right  where 
she  could  see  it!  She  didn't  even  have 
to  hunt  for  it — all  she  had  to  do  was 
take  the  money  and  walk  out  the  front 
door!  Just  a  dope — a  trusting,  half- 
witted dope,  that's  me!" 

"Chichi  girl,"  Papa  David  said  gent- 
ly. "You  must  not  feel  so  bad.  What  is 
money?  Something  to  spend,  that  is  all. 
Or  to  give  away."  His  kind  old  face  was 
worried — not  about  the  money  but  be- 
cause I  was  blaming  myself  for  having 
lost  it.  He  was  always  like  that,  hating 
to  see  people  unhappy.  "Forty  dollars 
i3  not  so  very  much,  and  maybe  she — 
this  little  Florrie — needed  it  much 
worse  than  we  do." 

"Maybe  she  did,"  I  flared.  "And  as 
far  as  that  goes,  I'd  have  given  her  the 
forty  if  she'd  asked  for  it.  But  it  just 
about  kills  me  to  think  that  somebody 
I  trusted  and  was  nice  to  would  steal 
from  me  the  minute  my  back  was 
turned.  That's  what  hurts!  I  should've 
known  better — after  all,  I  knew  darn 
well  she'd  broken  into  the  shop  in  the 
first  place — but  no,  I  had  to  put  on  the 
big  kind-lady  act!" 

Papa  David  looked  at  Stephen  and 
then  back  at  me,  and  he  smiled  a  little. 
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hear  MY  TRUE  STORY  Radio  Program  .  .  . 
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You  stay  caressable  with  Jergens  Dryad, 
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"Chichi,"  he  said,  "a  good  many  years 
ago  a  ragged,  dirty  little  girl  ran  into 
this  book  shop.  She  was  scared  be- 
cause some  man  w^as  following  her, 
bothering  her.  And  I  said  to  myself, 
'This  little  girl,  she's  never  had  much 
of  what  you  call  a  break.  She's  spent 
her  whole  life  playing  around  on  the 
docks  and  streets — learning  dirty 
words,  (iirty  ways  of  acting.  So  is  that 
her  fault?'  I  asked  myself.  And  I  knew 
that  it  wasn't,  so  I  gave  that  little  girl 
something  to  eat  and  a  place  to  sleep. 
I  remember,"  Papa  David  said  slyly, 
"that  Stephen  here  thought  I  was  being 
very  silly.  He  kept  saying  that  little 
girl  would  steal  from  me  and  run  away, 
break  my  heart  and  make  me  feel  that 
I  had  been  a  schnook — a  big  fool.  We 
used  to  have  such  arguments  about  it! 
But  after  a  while  Stephen  changed  his 
mind,  and  now  he's  even  married  to 
that  little  girl." 

Stephen  blushed.  "I  don't  see,  David, 
how  you  can  compare  Chichi  with  this 
Florrie,"    he    said. 

"Neither  do  I,"  I  told  Papa  David.  "I 
didn't  break  into  the  shop — and  I  didn't 
steal  from  you,  but  she  did — " 

"Oh — oh!"  Papa  David  exclaimed. 
"But  from  the  looks  of  you  in  those 
days,  who  was  to  say  that  you  wouldn't 
break  in  if  the  door  wasn't  open,  or 
wouldn't  steal  if  you  got  a  chance? 
Stephen  thought  you  would,  and  I 
didn't,  and  one  of  us  had  to  be  wrong." 
He  smiled  and  patted  my  shoulder. 
"Stephen  is  glad  now,  Chichi  girl,  he 
was  the  one  that  was  wrong." 

"Look,"  Stephen  said  suddenly.  "Is 
that  the  girl,  Chichi?" 

I  turned  quickly,  following  the  di- 
rection of  his  eyes  to  the  front  door. 
Florrie  stood  there,  hesitating  on  the 
threshold,  and  looking  scared.  Before 
I  could  answer  Stephen  she  saw  all  of 
us  watching  her,  and  she  came  in. 

"Here,"  she  said,  poking  her  hand 
at  me.  It  held  my  money,  crumpled 
bills  and  small  change.  "Take  it,"  she 
said.  "I  don't  want  it.  I'm  sorry  I 
pinched  it  offa  you.  You  was  nice  to 
me  and  I'm  sorry." 

I  was  so  surprised — and  so  glad — I 
couldn't  move. 

"You're  the  young  lady  Chichi  was 
telling  us  about?  Well,  I  am  David — 
Chichi  calls  me  Papa  David.  And  this  is 
Stephen  Hamilton — Chichi's  husband." 

Florrie  cut  her  eyes  over  shyly  at 
Stephen  and  mumbled  a  "Hello."  Ex- 
cept for  being  dry  and  a  good  deal 
cleaner,    she    looked    about    the    same 


as  she  had  the  night  before — but  there 
was  something  else  about  her  that  was 
different.  I  wasn't  sure  just  what  it  was. 
She  didn't  seem  to  be  quite  as  miserable. 
She  carried  her  chin  maybe  a  quarter  of 
an  inch  higher,  and  her  mouth  was  a 
little  less  twisted  with  the  secret  look 
you  see  on  the  mouths  of  kids  whose 
minds  have  had  to  grow  up  ahead  of 
their  bodies.  It  was  still  a  sullen,  sus- 
picious mouth — but  someday  it  might 
smile. 

"Hey!"  I  said  suddenly.  "Here  we 
haven't  even  had  any  breakfast  yet, 
Florrie — how's  about  you  setting  the 
table  for  me?" 

She  didn't  look  up,  and  her  voice 
when  she  said,  "Okay,"  showed  about 
as  much  enthusiasm  as  if  I'd  told 
her  to  come  along  and  have  her 
right  arm  chopped  off.  But  she  fol- 
lowed directions — and  she  ate  a  huge 
breakfast. 

Well,  that's  about  all  there  is  to  tell 
about  Florrie — so  far.  After  breakfast 
I  went  around  with  her  to  her  aunt's 
fiat,  and  found  it  pretty  crowded  and 
dirty.  The  aunt  wasn't  so  bad,  really 
— just  overworked  and  tired,  and  with 
six  kids  of  her  own  to  worry  about. 
She  said  she'd  tried  to  do  her  best  for 
Florrie,  and  I  believed  her.  By  the  time 
I  left  we'd  got  it  settled  that  Florrie 
would  go  on  living  there,  and  I'd  take 
her  out  and  help  her  buy  some  decent 
clothes,  and  Florrie  promised  to  start 
school  again  and  come  into  the  shop 
after  school  to  wait  on  customers  for 
pin  money.  Probably  if  you  saw  Florrie 
now  you  wouldn't  think  she  was  any 
prize.  She  still  talks  tough  and  some- 
times she  acts  tough.  But  I  can  see  a 
difference,  and  I  figure  that  time  is  on 
Florrie's  side.  Kids  like  Florrie — kids 
like  I  was — have  a  tough  time  growing 
up  in  a  big  city,  and  if  they  grow  up 
crooked  it  isn't  their  fault.  If  they  grow 
up  straight  it's  only  because  somebody 
has  bothered  even  when  they  don't 
look  as  if  they're  worth  helping. 

"Worth  helping?"  Papa  David  says. 
"What  kind  of  talk  is  this  about  who  is 
worth  helping  and  who  isn't?  You 
know  what  is  the  most  precious  thing 
in  the  world?  A  human  soul.  Yours, 
mine,  everybody's.  Let  one  go  to  waste 
and  you're  committing  a  sin,  the  big- 
gest sin  there  is.  Try  to  save  it,  and 
even  if  you  aren't  succeeding,  you've 
done  something  fine  and  great.  Worth 
helping?  Hah!  Just  show  me  one  per- 
son that's  not  worth  helping!" 

And  I  guess  he's  right. 
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Bachelor's  Lot 

{Continued  from  page  29) 

him  so.  Blondes,  brunettes,  redheads.  .  .  . 

"Hey  Tonee,"  calls  Corinne  Calvay — 
she's  the  luscious  little  blonde  Para- 
mount has  imported  from  Paris — "You 
zertainly  are  one  peen  up  boy." 

"You  may  tell  the  people,"  Charlie 
Carroll,  Tony's  stand-in  and  staunch 
admirer,  mutters  from  the  sidelines, 
"that  with  the  girls  Tony  does  great." 

A  hundred  professional  lackeys  stand 
by  to  bring  Mr.  Martin  a  towel,  to  page 
him  for  a  telephone  call,  to  provide  him 
with  lunch,  cigarettes,  or  a  drink,  what- 
ever he  wants  and — on  the  double — 
when  he  wants  it. 

Yes,  it's  a  great  life.    Unless.  .  .  . 

The  Unless  starts  forming  again  when 
you  follow  Tony  into  his  private  quar- 
ters, see  him  among  his  own  things. 
You  begin  to  wonder  if  this  bachelor 
life  is  all  it's  cracked  up  to  be. 

While  Tony  dresses,  you  inspect  his 
collection  of  war  mementoes  which 
have  the  honored  spot  over  the  fire- 
place. A  Japanese  quartermaster's 
flag,  the  red  sun  on  a  regimental  flag 
with  names  of  a  hundred  soldiers — 
dead  soldiers? — lettered  in  ink  in  Jap- 
anese characters,  a  Samurai  sword,  a 
citation  from  Tony's  commanding  offi- 
cer which  awards  him  the  Bronze  Star 
for  services  beyond  the  line  of  duty. 

THE  newspapers  which  rushed  out  the 
seventy-two  point  type  when  Tony 
Martin  got  into  trouble  during  his  first 
few  months  in  the  service  didn't  bother 
to  spread  the  news  around  when  Tony 
made  good  under  fire.  Not  many  peo- 
ple know  about  his  really  distinguished 
war  record. 

He  will  show  you  his  uniform  jacket 
if  you  ask  him — it's  pretty  impressive 
with  two  rows  of  battle  ribbons,  in- 
cluding the  Bronze  Star  and  CBI 
theater  ribbon  with  three  battle  stars, 
the  dark  blue  presidential  citation  and 
the  green  and  gold  wreath  for  meri- 
torious service. 

Those  tech  sergeant  stripes  mean  a 
lot  to  Tony  who  earned  them  after  his 
much-publicized  bad  start  in  the  serv- 
ice. He  had  to  start  all  over  at  the 
bottom,  and  earn  them  the  hard  way, 
to  prove  again  that  he  could  take  it. 
But  he  did  it.     And  it  shows. 

Tony  never  comolains  of  his  "bad 
breaks."  He  uses  them,  to  make  friends. 

His  pals  were  broiling  mad  when 
Tony,  just  a  few  days  before  this  inter- 
view, picked  up  a  speeding  ticket,  the 
first  he  had  ever  had,  and  was  slapped 
down  with  a  two-day  jail  sentence. 

Hundreds  of  speeders  go  to  court  in 
Los  Angeles  every  day,  Tony's  friends 
point  out  in  his  defense.  Unless  they 
are  "repeaters"  or  drunken  drivers, 
they  pay  a  fine  and  that's  that.  Tony, 
for  his  first  offense,  got  it  in  the  neck. 

"Nuts,"  says  Tony.  "I  deserved  it. 
Believe  me  I  learned  a  lesson.  I'll 
never  drive  fifty-five  miles  an  hour  in 
a  twenty-five  mile  zone. 

"Besides,"  he  adds,  "I  made  a  lot  of 
new  friends." 

A  stretch  in  the  jail  house  is  not  a 
catastrophe  to  Tony — just  another 
chance  to  make  friends.  His  whole  life 
story  is  like  that.  He  was  tossed  out  of 
St.  Mary's  when  he  was  eighteen,  when 
one  of  the  priests  came  upon  him  play- 
ing jazz  on  the  college  organ.  Eight 
boys  went  with  him  and  formed  an 
orchestra  which  was  Tony's  first  step 
in  the  direction  of  his  ultimate  show- 
business  success.  When  he  came  to 
Hollywood — from  a  successful  engage- 
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ment  at  Chez  Paree  in  Chicago — and 
sat  out  a  six  months  contract  without 
getting  before  a  camera,  he  made  so 
many  friends  on  the  golf  course  and  in 
supper  clubs  that  he  soon  landed  the 
job  as  soloist  on  the  Burns  and  Allen 
radio  program.  He  turned  his  unfor- 
tunate early  experiences  in  the  service 
to  the  same  good  ends — not  a  guy  nor  a 
gal  who  saw  service  in  the  CBI  theater 
who  doesn't  consider  Tony  "one  of  us." 

If  you  have  enough  friends  you  don't 
get  lonely,  Tony  says.  And  Tony  has 
plenty  of  friends.  They  are  on  the 
phone  incessantly — a  Wac  whom  Tony 
met  on  leave  in  Burma;  a  former  GI 
who  has  written  a  song  he  thinks  Tony 
should  try  out  on  the  air;  Ben  Oakland, 
his  arranger,  checking  to  see  when  they 
will  get  together  to  work  out  that  new- 
number;  a  golfing  pal  who  has  heard 
that  Tony  sank  a  sensational  putt  at 
Hillcrest  yesterday.  The  phone  rings 
every  five  minutes. 

Between  calls,  however,  it  gets  awful- 
ly quiet  in  Tony  Martin's  hotel  room 
in  Bel  Air.  Friends  are  great  to  have, 
but  they  keep  a  certain  distance.  Inside 
that  tactful  circle,  a  man  goes  on  living 
alone. 

The  loneliness  shows  up  in  little 
things. 

"Where's  my  sock?"  Tony  groans 
from  his  two-by-four  dressing  room, 
before  he  appears  completely  dressed 
except  for  one  bare  foot. 

"I  lose  more  gol  darn  socks,"  he  ex- 
plains. 

He  has  a  new  Claude  Thornhill  rec- 
ord, "Under  the  Willow  Tree."  He  wants 
you  to  hear  the  sensational  piano  solo, 
but  his  brand  new  radio-phonograph 
combination  stumps  him. 

"How  do  you  start  it,"  he  wonders 
aloud,  and  then,  realizing  that  if  he 
doesn't  know  how  to  work  it  nobody 
does,  he  pushes  buttons  until  the  music 
starts. 

"Sure,"  Tony  will  admit,  if  you  shoo 
his  gallery  of  pals  away  and  corner 
him  for  a  minute's  quiet  conversation, 
"bachelorhood"    has    its    drawbacks. 

"Sure  I  want  a  home,  instead  of  a 
hotel  room. 

"Sure  I  would  like  to  marry  again. 
And  have  children.  I  love  kids.  Other 
people's  kids." 

But  what  can  he  do? 

"There's  one  girl,"  he  begins.  And 
then  he  stops.  He's  naming  no  names, 
but  you  get  it. 

"I've  been  crazy,  about  her  for  years. 
She's  the  kind  of  girl  you  can  be  quiet 
with — we  used  to  go  for  long  drives 
along  the  coast,  and  never  say  a  word, 
for  hours.  Or  we'd  sit  by  the  fire  on  a 
rainy  evening,  listening  to  records.  We 
didn't  need  to  talk.     You  have  to  feel 


very  close  to  someone  to — to  just  be 
together — like  that." 

But  marriage? 

This  girl,  Tony  points  out,  is  a  big 
star — richer  than  he  is,  more  famous. 

"Prettier,  too,"  he  adds,  with  a  wry 
smile. 

"It  won't  work." 

A  lot  of  water  has  gone  under  the 
bridge  since  Tony's  divorce  from  Alice 
Faye,  but  he  has  never  forgotten  the 
things  he  learned  from  that  brief  and 
unhappy  marriage. 

"You  can't  marry  a  girl  in  the  busi- 
ness," he  says  he  has  concluded,  "it 
just  can't  work. 

"I  like — when  I  go  out  with  my  wife 
— to  feel  like   a  man." 

So,  now  in  his  thirties,  securer  in  his 
career  than  he  has  ever  been,  riding 
higher  than — two  years  ago  in  the 
jungles — he  would  have  believed  pos- 
sible, Tony  goes  his  way  alone.  He  goes 
out  with  lots  of  girls.  Actresses.  Non- 
actresses.  Marriage  with  one  of  the  lat- 
ter is,  perhaps,  not  too  distant  a  pos- 
sibility. 

In  the  meantime,  he  has  his  friends 
and  his  fun.  He  has  his  folks — Tony's 
comradely  relationship  with  his  young 
and  pretty  mother  is  one  of  the  nicest 
things  in  his  life. 

With  no  future  planned,  he  is  none- 
theless setting  the  stage  for  a  not-so- 
lonely  period.  He  is  planning  a  home 
— with  two  bedrooms,  one  for  a  wife  if 
and  when  he  gets  one. 

The  house  must  be  all  on  one  floor — 
"practically  all  knotty  pine,"  Tony  says, 
adding,  "an  early  American  ranch 
house,  if  there  is  such  a  thing." 

It  has  to  have  a  fireplace,  of  course, 
and  music  in  every  room.  And  it  must 
have  a  fine  big  dining  room  for  'Tony 
wants  ten  people  for  dinner  every 
night.  He  would  be  lost  without  his 
friends. 

"There  were  sixteen  people  here  last 
night,"  he  explains.  It  was  no  trouble; 
all  he  had  to  do  was  call  the  chef  and 
warn  him.  It  was  Mother's  Day  and  his 
mother  was  down  from  Oakland.  "If 
any  one  of  those  sixteen  people  went 
broke  tomorrow,  the  other  fifteen  would 
chip  in  to  see  to  it  that  he  had  every- 
thing. Great  people!  And  funny!  You 
should  have  seen  Harry  Ritz.  We  sat 
at  the  table  for  three  hours,  and 
laughed  until  we  cried. 

"My  mother,"  he  swears,  in  illustra- 
tion, "doesn't  wear  mascara,  but  it 
was  running. 

"I  like  people,"  he  says,  and  yOu  re- 
alize it's  his  solution,  for  the  moment. 

With  lots  of  people  around,  a  Hap- 
py Bachelor  can  enjoy  what  he  has, 
and  not  have  too  much  time  to  himself 
to  worry  about  what  he's  missing. 
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naturally,  at  the  Marlowe  house  and 
chairmanned  by  motherly,  bustling 
Mrs.  Marlowe.  If  there  was  a  problem 
of  juvenile  delinquency  in  a  family  she 
knew,  parent  and  culprit  and  truant 
officer  found  themselves  holding  con- 
ference in  Mrs.  Marlowe's  sitting-room. 
There  was  no  end  to  the  stories  of  Mrs. 
Marlowe's  public  charities  and  private 
kindnesses — stories  which  seemed  to 
grow  and  enlarge  now  that  the  bene- 
factor was  dead. 

But  Ardith?  Eileen's  forehead 
wrinkled  as  she  tried  to  place  the 
daughter  in  these  picture-memories. 
All  she  could  manage  was  an  impres- 
sion of  a  drab,  brown-tweed,  slender 
figure  sitting  quietly  in  a  corner  wrap- 
ping bandages  for  the  Red  Cross;  or 
driving  her  mother  from  one  errand 
of  charity  to  another;  waiting  on  the 
hospital  benches  until  her  mother  had 
finished  talking  to  Dr.  Jack  Landis  or 
Dr.  Purdy  about  some  case  or  other  she 
was  interested  in. 

Ardith  remained  a  shadow.  And  that 
was  Eileen's  first  thought  when  she 
looked  at  the  girl  lying  on  the  couch, 
before  a  dead  fire,  in  the  old-fashioned 
bedroom.   A  shadow  of  a  girl. 

"Good  morning."  The  nurse  spoke 
briskly,  unfastening  the  clasp  of  her 
cape.  "The  patient's  eyes,  dull  and  un- 
interested, followed  listlessly  Eileen's 
movements  around  the  room.  "Let's 
have  some  sunshine  in  here,  Ardith. 
It's  so  dark  I  can  hardly  see  you.  On 
such  a  lovely  day  you  really  ought  to 
be  outside  on  the  lawn."  Shades  rattled 
up  and  windows  were  thrown  open 
vigorously. 

BUT  it  made  no  difference  to  the  girl 
on  the  couch.  She  closed  her  eyes 
painfully  against  the  glare.  A  shaft  of 
sunlight  touched  her  face  and  outlined 
the  hollows  of  her  cheeks. 

"That's  what  Doctor  Landis  is  al- 
ways telling  me — to  get  outside.  But 
I'd  rather  stay  here.  I  haven't  the 
energy."  One  hand  moved  toward  the 
library  book  on  the  table. 

It  was  a  gesture  of  dismissal  to 
Eileen — a  pointed  hint  the  patient  did 
not  want  to  talk. 

Eileen  saw  it,  and  for  an  instant 
anger  flared  inside  her.  Not  a  word  of 
thanks  from  Ardith!  She  must,  know 
that  nurses  these  days  had  more  im- 
portant things  to  do  than  to  spend  their 
time  with  selfish  hypochondriacs!  If 
it  weren't  for  Mrs.  Marlowe  and  the 
memory  of  her  help  to  the  hospital, 
Eileen  would  have  walked  out  then 
and  there. 

But  she  controlled  her  temper  and 
sat  down  by  the  fire,  poking  it  to  re- 
vive a  tiny  flame  in  the  charred  logs. 
Determinedly,  she  began  to  talk. 

"Unless  you  make  the  effort,  Ardith, 
and  get  out  into  the  sunshine — see 
people  and  take  an  interest  in  life,  you 
never  will  recover  your  energy.  You'll 
just  lie  here  until  one  day  you'll  find 
you  really  do  have  something  phys- 
ically wrong  with  you.  You're  not  eat- 
ing properly,  or  taking  care  of  your- 
self.   If  your  Mother  were  alive — " 

For  the  first  time  a  flicker  of  emotion 
passed  over  the  girl's  face.  One  hand 
clenched  on  the  robe  thrown  over  her. 

"If  my  mother  were  alive!"  Grief 
and  something  that  was  strangely  like 
resentment  mingled  in  her  face.  The 
words  seemed  to  burst  from  her.  "If 
she  were  alive  no  one  would  notice  if 
I  were  well  or  sick  or  what  happened 
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to  me.  And  all  I  want  now  is  for  people 
to  go  on  leaving  me  alone.  I  didn't 
ask  you  to  come  here.  I  don't  want 
Dr.  Landis  here,  either.  Mrs.  Anderson 
comes  in  every  day  to  clean  and  cook 
for  me — that's  enough.  Why  can't 
people  leave  me  alone?" 

"Why — Ardith — !"  Eileen  .  stared 
at  her  in  shock.  "I  believe  you  re- 
sented your  mother!" 

The  girl  began  to  cry.  "No — no— I 
loved  her."  For  a  moment  it  seemed 
as  if  she  would  turn  her  head  away, 
but  the  weakness  of  her  tears  broke 
her  down  again  and  the  words  came 
as  if  they  were  forced  from  her.  "I 
loved  her.  But  she  had  so  much  time 
for  everyone — people  who  were  suffer- 
ing or  sick  or  needed  money — and  I 
was  well  and  I  guess  she  thought  I 
didn't  need  her  as  much  as  the  others. 
There  never  was  any  time  for  me.  She 
thought  I  was  strong  and  could  take 
care  of  myself.  I  understood — but  I 
wasn't  strong  as  she  was.  I  couldn't 
make  a  life  for  myself  out  of  helping 
other  people.  And  now  I  don't  care 
any  more." 

t\ENTLY  Eileen  straightened  the  robe 
I  around  the  other's  knees.  Gently — so 
as  not  to  stop  this  release  of  words 
that  was  pouring  from  Ardith's  lonely 
misery. 

"I  guess  it  was  selfish  of  me,  but  I 
wanted  so  much  to  be  like  the  other 
girls  and  spend  my  time  with  them  and 
go  to  parties  and  picnics.  Mother 
wanted  me  to — but  I  just  couldn't 
stand  to  dawdle  around  in  the  drug 
store  drinking  milk  shakes  with  them, 
when  I  knew  Mother  might  be  need- 
ing., me  to  drive  her  somewhere.  And 
everytime  we  planned  a  party  here 
or  a  dance,  we  would  have  to  cancel 
it.  Someone  or  other  would  get  sick 
and  need  her  or  we  would  be  planning 
a  drive  to  send  bundles  of  clothing  to 
some  unfortunate  families  and  there'd 
be  meetings — " 

Eileen  had  a  quick  vision  of  a  quiet, 
conscientious  girl,  always  in  the  back- 
ground, but  always  helping.  A  girl 
who  never  had  time  for  hours  in  a 
beauty  parlor  or  a  dressmaking  shop. 
A  girl  who  adored  her  mother — but  a 
girl  who  needed,  too,  her  own  little 
place  in  the  sun,  her  own  friends,  her 
own  sense  of  importance. 

The  tears  were  subsiding  into  shame- 
faced sniffles  and  Eileen  got  up, 
quickly.  She  didn't  want  Ardith  em- 
barrassed over  her  sudden  confidences. 

"Take  a  nap,  dear,"  she  said,  quietly. 
"I'm  going  down  to  the  kitchen  for 
some  soup  for  us  both.  Maybe  you'll 
feel  better  for  crying — it  helps  us  all, 
sometimes."  She  turned  to  go  and  her 
eyes  fell  on  a  tiny  bowl  of  moss  roses 
and  wood  violets  on  the  coffee  table. 
"Oh,  aren't  they  pretty?  I  wouldn't 
have  given  Joe  Adams  credit  for  so 
much  imagination  with  a  gift  of  flow- 
ers. I  would  have  thought  he'd  stick 
to  the  ordinary  roses  or  gardenias  or 
flowers  like  that!" 

Two  spots  of  color  burned  in  Ardith's 
tear-wet  cheeks.  But  she  lifted  her 
head,  bravely.  "Then  you  haven't 
heard.  Those  aren't  from  Joe.  The 
librarian  brought  them  over  when  he 
brought  this  book.  Joe  is — Joe  has 
jilted  me,  I  guess.  We  aren't  seeing 
each  other  any  more.  He  says  he  likes 
girls  with  more  life  to  them." 

So  Joe  Adams  had  finally  broken 
off  the  long  engagement  between  Ar- 
dith and  him!  It  was  on  the  tip  of 
Eileen's  tongue  to  say  good  riddance, 
but  she  checked  herself.  She  did  say 
it  to  Jack  when  he  looked  in  during  the 
afternoon. 


■' — a  good  thing,  I  say!  I  never 
liked  that  Joe  Adams."  She  and  Jack 
were  pacing  the  graveled  walk  from 
garden  to  sundial  and  back.  "But  that's 
part  of  her  trouble,  I'm  sure.  Jack. 
She's  so  beaten  down  and  hopeless. 
She  just  doesn't  think  anything  is 
worth  the  effort — not  even  rousing 
herself  to  get  Joe  back.  All  her  life 
she's  been  in  the  shadow  of  her  moth- 
er's vitality  and  without  any  real  life 
of  her  own.  You  know  what  it's  like 
with  most  young  girls — the  whole  fam- 
ily in  a  dither  over  their  first  dates 
and  their  first  long  dresses  and  de- 
bates over  when  the  time  has  come 
for  them  to  use  lipstick  and  so  forth. 
Well,  Ardith  never  had  that  kind  of 
importance  in  her  life.  She  had  Joe — 
but  it's  my  hunch  he  was  just  another 
person  who  dominated  her." 

Dr.  Jack  nodded.  "He's  not  a  bad  sort, 
but  he  is  conceited.  And  now  even  he's 
lost  interest  in  her.  I  can't  say  I  know 
what  to  do,  short  of  dragging  Joe  back 
by  the  scruff  of  the  neck,  and  that 
wouldn't  solve  things." 

They  were  interrupted  just  then  by 
the  click  of  the  gate  as  it  opened  and 
shut.  A  tall,  slim  young  figure  strode 
up  the  path  towards  them,  a  bundle 
of  books  under  his  arm.  As  he  came 
nearer  Eileen  recognized  Richard  Stell, 
librarian  of  the  branch  library  in  the 
neighborhood.  Behind  the  tortoise-shell 
glasses  he  wore  his  eyes  had  a  friendly, 
gentle  twinkle. 

"Hello,  Doctor — Miss  Holmes.  I'm 
bringing  Miss  Marlowe  her  quota  of 
books  for  the  week.  Do  you  know  if 
she's  finished  the  others?"  A  private 
little  joke  seemed  to  suddenly  occur  to 
him  and  he  laughed.  "Do  you  happen 
to  know  if  my  plot  succeeded?  I  slipped 
in  a  few  light  novels  and  a  couple  of 
detective  stories,  and  I  was  wondering 
if  she  succumbed  to  the  temptation. 
I've  told  her  often  enough  she  reads 
too  much  heavy  stuff.  It's  a  little  war 
we  carry  on."  He  said  the  last  almost 
apologetically,  as  if  he  felt  his  joke 
might  be  too  slight  to  be  appreciated 
by  others. 

"I  THINK  that's  a  good  idea,  Richard. 
I  I'll  run  up  and  see  if  my  patient  is 
finished  with  the  books  she  has— and 
if  she  'succumbed  to  temptation'.  I'll 
bring  them  down." 

"Oh,  no — -"  hastily — "don't  bother.  I'll 
go  up  and  see  her  myself.  I'd  rather 
like  to  tease  her  a  bit,  if  you  don't 
mind.  Handing  out  books  all  day,  I 
don't  often  get  a  chance  like  this,  to 
impose  what  I  like  on  other  people." 
Again  there  was  that  laughing  twinkle 
in  his  eyes  as  he  strode  away  towards 
the  house. 

That  evening  when  Eileen  went  in 
to  get  her  patient  ready  for  bed,  she 
found  Ardith  reading  one  of  Richard's 
"temptations".  It  seemed  to  do  her  good, 
because  she  was  smiling,  slightly,  as 
she  read. 

"It's  silly,"  she  seemed  to  feel  the 
need  to  explain  to  the  nurse,  "but  he 
was  so  insistent  and  he  teased  me  so 
much  about  always  picking  books  that 
are  so  solemn.  I'm  just  reading  this 
so  I  can  tell  him  how  silly  it  is,  when 
he  comes  back  next  week." 

Eileen  hardly  paid  any  attention.  A 
plan  was  forming  in  her  mind  and  she 
wondered  only  if  she  were  diplomatic 
enough  to  carry  it  through. 

"I'm  going  to  brush  your  hair  to- 
night, Ardith.  It  will  help  you  relax 
and  sleep."  Her  hands  were  busy 
unpinning  the  large  coil  of  hair  on  her 
patient's  neck  as  she  spoke. 

For  a  few  moments  they  were  quiet 
as    Ardith    let    herself    relax    under 


Eileen's  ministrations. 

"What  lovely  hair  you  have!"  Eileen 
said  it  artlessly,  but  she  had  the  feel- 
ing it  was  the  opening  gun  of  her  at- 
tack. Surely  any  girl  would  respond  to 
flattery — would  have  enough  vanity  to 
take  an  interest  in  her  looks  if  others 
did.  And  Ardith  did  have  lovely  hair! 
"It's  so  long  and  so  golden-brown. 
You're  very  fortunate  not  to  have  to 
worry  about  rinses  and  bleaches  and 
permanents,  the  way  other  girls  do." 

Almost  automatically  the  girl  twisted 
to  see  herself  in  the  long  pier-glass 
near  the  closet.  "I've  always  wanted 
to  cut  it.   It's  so  much  trouble." 

"Then  why  don't  you?"  boldly. 

"I  don't  know.  I  guess  I  could,  now. 
Mother  liked  it  long  and  I  left  it  that 
way,  to  please  her."  The  idea  that  the 
decision  was  now  entirely  hers  seemed 
a  new  thought  to  Ardith.  She  looked 
again  at  the  mirror  .  .  .  then  she  sank 
back  against  the  pillow.  "What  dif- 
ference does  it  make?  Who  is  going  to 
care  what  I  look  like — whether  it's 
short  or  long?" 

"Nobody's  going  to  care!".  Eileen  said 
it  with  the  effect  of  an  explosion.  "Stop 
thinking  about  other  people.  You've 
done  that  all  your  life — and  you  know 
what  I  think?  I  think  it  was  a  form 
of  selfishness.  You  just  did  what  you 
thought  other  people  wanted  because 
you  wanted  them  to  like  you.  You 
never  did  anything  without  consider- 
ing first  if  it  would  please  your  mother 
or  Joe  and  if  they  would  like  you  bet- 
ter for  doing  it.  Your  mother  was  the 
kindest  person  on  earth  and  she  would 
have  been  happy  if  you'd  developed  a 
will  of  your  own,  but  you  just  wanted 
her  to  pat  you  on  the  back  all  the  time." 

iRDITH'S  mouth  had  dropped  open  in 
surprise  and  it  made  her  look  like  a 
little  girl  being  unjustly  punished. 

"Selfish— me?" 

"And  now  you  can't  satisfy  your  ego 
by  being  anyone's  errand  girl  or  any- 
one's audience,  so  you've  folded  up  like 
an  accordion."  With  an  effort  Eileen 
was  keeping  her  voice  hard  and  un- 
compromising. "I'd  like  to  see  what 
you  can  do  on  your  own.  You  won't 
admit  it,  but  you  blame  your  mother 
for  your  being  unhappy..  Well,  she's 
not  here  now.  What  are  you  going  to 
do  about  yourself?  I  think  she  was 
orobably  right  to  drag  you  around  with 
her  wherever  she  went^you'd  have 
been  nothing  without  her." 

She  gave  a  last  vigorous  swipe  with 
the  brush;  threw  a  curt  goodnight  over 
her  shoulder,  and  left  the  room  quickly. 

Had  she  said  too  much  —  or  not 
enough?  Would  Ardith  respond  to  the 
challenge  or  would  she  go  on  feeling 
sorry  for  herself? 

It  was  with  some  trepidation  that  she 
brought  the  breakfast  tray  to  Ardith's 
room  the  next  morning.  And  her  first 
glance  at  the  girl  seated  in  the  big 
•ocking  chair  confirmed  her  worry. 
There  was  a  new  sullenness;  a  real  dis- 
like in  Ardith's  eyes  as  they  watched 
her  approach  with  the  tray. 

"Just  set  it  down.  Miss  Holmes.  I'm 
not  so  selfish  I  can't  help  myself."  The 
words  came  out  in  a  smoldering  kind 
of  fury. 

Eileen's  heart  sank.  What  had  she 
done? — instead  of  helping  Ardith,  had 
she  made  her  an  enemy? 

The  girl  got  up  and  walked  to  the 
little  table,  slowly  but  with  a  purpose 
that  was  different  from  yesterday's 
lassitude.  "I  can  manage,  thank  you. 
And  please  don't  think  you  have  to 
stay  here  any  longer.  Surely  you  have 
other  patients  who  need  you  and  your 
advice  more  than  I  do." 
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Greaseless  Suppository  Assures  Hours 

Of  Continuous  Medication  —  Easy  To 

Carry  If  Away  From  Home! 

Here's  one  of  the  most  satisfactory 
methods  ever  discovered  for  intimate 
feminine  cleanliness — and  so  ■widely 
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tract.  But  you  can  be  sure  Zonitors 
kill  every  reachable  germ  and  keep 
them  from  multiplying.  Buy  Zonitors 
at  any  drugstore. 
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Her  ruc'eness  stung.  Before  she  could 
think,  Eileen  had  spoken.  "You're 
quite  right.  But  I've  never  walked  out 
on  a  patient  yet  and  I  don't  intend  to 
leave  here  until  Dr.  Landis  tells  me 
to.  When  you've  finished  your  break- 
fast I'll  give  you  an  alcohol  rub  and — " 

"I  don't  want  a  rub!"  she  almost 
shouted  at  Eileen.  "This  morning  I'm 
going — "  she  seemed  to  be  casting 
about,  wildly,  in  her  mind  for  some 
forbidden  pursuit — "I'm  going  outside 
and  sun-bathe!  And  I'll  go  out  by  my- 
self, without  any  help!" 

All  at  once,  Eileen  felt  a  bubble  of 
gleeful  laughter  rising  inside  her.  It 
was  all  she  could  do  to  repress  that 
laughter  and  allow  no  sign  of  it  to  show 
in  her  face.  Ardith  rehellious!  Ardith 
— standing  up  for  herself  and  refusing 
to  be  told  what  to  do!  Ardith — angry! 
The  plan  that  had  been  in  Eileen's 
mind  last  night  was  working,  though 
it  had  taken  a  slightly  different  turn 
from  the  one  she'd  expected.  She  had 
hoped  for  independence  from  Ardith — 
or  perhaps  an  understanding  of  her 
emotional  illness.  But  Eileen  had  not 
counted  on  the  girl's  anger  being  chan- 
nelled against  herself! 

Well,  anger  was  an  emotion  that 
could  be  used,  too. 

JUST  as  you  say,  Ardith.  But  there's 
a  breeze — I'd  suggest  you  wrap  up 
well."  Eileen  wondered  how  good  an 
actress  she  was.  Could  she  pretend  this 
bossiness  much  longer? 

Ardith  rose  to  the  bait  immediately. 
"I'm  capable  of  dressing  myself,  thank 
3-ou.  And  I  know  a  spot  in  the  garden 
that's  protected." 

It  was  here  Jack  Landis  found  her 
when  he  made  his  usual  daily  call.  His 
surprise  was  evident,  but  unspoken. 
Unconsciously,  he  added  new  coals  to 
the  fire  that  was  beginning  to  burn  in 
Ardith,  by  remarking  that  her  sun- 
suit  seemed  out  of  fashion  for  that  year. 

The  next  morning  Ardith  was  gone. 

Frantically  Eileen  searched  the  house 
and  garden.  Fpantically  she  called  the 
hospital — but  no  one  had  seen  or  heard 
from  Miss  Marlowe.  Eileen  blamed 
herself.  Had  she  driven  Ardith  to  some 
act  of  foolishness?  Even  though  the 
girl's  illness  was  largely  emotional  and 
mental,  still  she  had  been  ill.  A  pic- 
ture of  her,  weak  and  thin  and  ex- 
hausted, walking  off  somewhere  bj' 
herself  where  no  one  could  help  her, 
haunted  Eileen  as  she  desperately 
dialed  the  phone  or  rushed  to  the  win- 
dow to  see   if  Ardith  had  returned. 

It  was  nearly  noon  before  she  saw 
the  girl  coming  slowly  up  the  drive. 

Eileen  rushed  out  of  the  house.  "Oh 
— where  have  you  been?"  Her  fear 
made  her  genuinely  cross,  now  that 
the  girl  was  back  and  safe.  "You've 
given  us  all  such  a  scare!" 

That  Ardith  was  tired  to  the  point 
of  almost  dropping  in  her  tracks,  there 
could  be  no  doubt.  But  her  head  was 
held  high  and  there  was  a  light  of 
victory  in  her  eyes.  As  casually  as  she 
could,  she  answered,  "Just  shopping. 
Miss  Holmes.  Surely  I  may  walk  to 
the  stores  if  I  choose!  But — I  would 
appreciate  it  if  you'd  take  some  of  these 
bundles.    They're  awfully  heavy." 

Back  in  bed,  Ardith  sank  into  the 
pillows  with  a  grateful  sigh.  Eileen 
stepped  back  and  surveyed  her,  criti- 
cally. There  was  something  different 
about  her — more  than  just  the  new 
curve  to  her  formerly-drooping  mouth 
— more  than  the  new  light  in  her 
formerly  lackluster  eyes  —  something 
different — 

"You've  had  your  hair  cut!" 

Feebly   but   jauntily,   Ardith   swung 


her  bobbed  thick,  golden-brown  mane 
on  her  shoulders.  "Why  shouldn't  I?" 
she  asked  with  an  air  of  defiance. 

"No  reason  at  all."  Eileen  was  a 
little  dazed  at  the  quick  rush  of  events. 
"I  think  ifs  extremely  attractive." 

She  turned  to  go,  but  a  small  voice 
from  the  depths  of  the  bed  called  her 
back. 

"Miss  Holmes  —  Eileen  —  could  you 
sta.y  just  a'  moment?"  Ardith's  eyes 
were  cast  down  and  her  fingers  plucked 
nervously  at  a  corner  of  the  blanket. 
"I'd  like  to  say  something." 

After  a  little  while  she  looked  up 
and  faced  Eileen  squarely.  "I'm  sorry 
I  was  so  rude.  I  knew  all"  the  time  that 
you  were  just  trying  to  make  me  mad 
so  that  I  would  snap  out  of  all  this 
self-pity  and  not  caring  about  any- 
thing. I  wanted  to  be  different,  but  it 
was  so  much  trouble  and  I  didn't  think 
anyone  would  care,  no  matter  what  I 
did.  When  you  said — well,  I  guess  I 
was  just  being  perverse  —  wanting 
something  and  yet  not  wanting  to  show 
how  much  I  wanted  it."' 

A  real  affection  for  the  girl  had 
grown  up  in  Eileen.  Now  she  sat  down 
on  the  bed  and  took  Ardith's  elbow  in 
her  hand,  giving  it  a  shake.  "Maybe 
j-ou  should  lose  j'our  temper  more 
often,"  she  teased. 

"No."  Ardith  shook  her  head.  "That's 
not  the  way.  That  would  die  down 
and  I'd  be  just  the  same  as  I  was.  I 
need  help,  Eileen.  How  can  I  really 
change?" 

"Well,  as  a  nurse  I'm  not  supposed 
to  prescribe  for  a  patient,  but  there's 
a  little  therapy  that  most  women  seem 
to  know  when  they're  still  in  their 
cradles — the  same  kind  of  psychology 
that  makes  a  woman  go  out  and  buy 
a  crazj"  hat  when  she  needs  a  lift  in 
morale,  Ardith.  You've  never  experi- 
enced it  before  this  morning.  And  it's 
verj-  important.  You  need  a  whole  new 
outlook  on  life — and  people  need  to 
get  a  whole  new  outlook  on  Ardith 
Marlowe." 

IN  spite  of  her  exhaustion,  the  girl 
leaned  forward  eagerly.  Her  hands 
were  trembling.  "Do  you  think  I  could? 
Change,  I  mean?  Oh,  I  want  so  much 
to  look  like  other  girls  and  act  .like 
them!  I  don't  want  to  sit  in  a  corner 
all  my  life — I  want  to  be  in  the  center 
of  things — I  want  to  be  alive,  Eileen." 

"You  will  be.''  promised  the  nurse. 

Her  role  of  nurse  was  in  the  back- 
ground. Eileen  was  young,  too,  and 
excited  over  possibilities  of  transform- 
ing this  thin,  drab  girl  into  a  normal, 
healthy  one.  "Let's  plan,  Ardith.  Let's 
keep  this  a  secret  between  us — and  I 
have  a  feeling  that  some  day  Joe 
Adams  will  fall  in  love  with  you  all 
over  again.'' 

So  the  two  put  their  heads  together. 
The  next  day  their  mutual  air  of  mys- 
terj-  was  a  great  irritation  to  Dr.  Jack 
when  he  paid  his  daily  call.  Until 
finally  he  gave  up  in  disgust  and  left. 

"I  don't  know  what  you  two  are 
plotting,  but  it's  no  place  for  a  mere 
man,  even  if  he  is  a  doctor.  Whisper- 
ings and  goings-on — !"  But  he  kissed 
his  wife  lightly  when  she  took  him  to 
the  door. 

Things  were  indeed  going  on. 

Ardith  was  so  eager  now  to  change 
that  she  welcomed  the  strict  regimen  of 
diet  and  exercise  imposed  on  her.  Sleep 
and  sun  she  took  in  large  doses.  Her 
appetite  was  so  ravenous  as  to  make 
Mrs.  Anderson,  the  housekeeper,  raise 
her  eyebrows  in  astonishment  .  .  .  since 
she  had  no  way  of  knowing  the  hope 
that  was  making  Ardith  eager  anc 
famished  for  life  itself. 


Fashion  pages  were  consulted.  The 
straight,  angular  cut  of  Ardith's  plain 
suits  gave  way  to  soft  lines  and  to  full, 
flattering,  swirling  skirts.  Firmly  Eileen 
vetoed  the  boyish  sweep  the  girl  would 
have  carelessly  given  her  new  haircut, 
and  encouraged  it  to  fall  in  its  soft, 
natural  waves  around  her  face.  There 
was  a  slight  tussle  before  Ardith  con- 
sented, timidly,  to  give  up  the  familiar 
browns  she  had  always  worn  in  favor 
of  the  clear  blues  and  reds  most  be- 
coming to  her  skin  coloring. 

But  daily  Eileen  noted  with  satisfac- 
tion the  improvement  in  her  "patient." 
Eileen  had  resumed  her  work  at  the 
hospital,  but  she  made  it  a  point  to  drop 
in  at  least  once  a  day  at  the  Marlowe 
house.  And  each  time  she  saw  the  girl 
it  was  with  fresh  surprise. 

She  had  hoped  Ardith  would  come 
to  look  and  feel  like  any  other  girl  her 
age — but  she  hadn't  expected  her  to  be 
beautiful! 

Grooming  had  glossed  the  muddy 
hair  to  a  butterscotch-gold.  Now  that 
the  hollows  of  her  face  had  filled  out 
into  health,  flesh  and  bone  had  become 
an  oval  of  loveliness.  The  bright  dresses 
accentuated  the  clear  bloom  of  her 
cheeks,  and  new  pride  in  herself  caused 
Ardith  to  walk  straight  and  tall  and 
slim. 

THERE  was  more  to  it  than  just  health 
.  .  .  without  the  inward  changes,  the 
eager,  expectant  life  that  was  so  ap- 
parent in  her  shining  eyes  and  the 
curve  of  her  lips;  without  the  lilt  in 
her  voice  and  the  spring  in  her  steps 
.  .  .  there  would  not  have  been  this 
startling  beauty. 

"It's  not  my  doing — not  any  more," 
Eileen  told  Dr.  Jack.  Three  weeks  had 
gone  by  and  even  loyalty  to  Ardith 
couldn't  withstand  the  temptation  to 
"talk  it  over"  with  Jack,  in  their  all- 
too-brief  hours  together.  "We  started 
this  together,  Ardith  and  I,  but  she's 
doing  her  own  planning  now.  Some- 
thing's driving  her  on.  Something's 
putting  that  excitement  in  her  eyes." 

"She's  in  love,"  Jack  defined  it. 
"When  you've  dragged  yourself  around 
as  she  has  for  the  past  years,  only 
half-alive,  and  when  you've  been  really 
sick,  as  she  was  these  past  months — 
you  may  want  love,  but  you  can't  really 
feel  it,  yourself.  I'd  say  she  was  in 
love  with  Joe  'Adams  for  the  first  time 
— and  all  I  hope  is  that  she  hasn't  been 
hearing  any  of  the  gossip  about  him 
and  Myra  Coles." 

The  two  had  been  talking  as  they 
walked  from  Jack's  parked  car  up  the 
driveway  to  the  Marlowe  garden.  Now 
Eileen  checked  him,  with  her  hand  on 
his  arm.  "Don't  mention  Myra  Coles 
to  her!  I  really  believe  if  anything 
made  Ardith  doubt  herself  right  now, 
she  could  slide  right  back  and  we'd 
have  a  sick  girl  on  our  hands  once 
more.  Right  now,  more  than  anything 
else,  she  needs  to  believe  in  her  fu- 
ture!" 

But  when  Dr.  Jack  caught  sight  of 
the  girl  lying  on  the  lawn  couch,  he 
could  hardly  believe  she  would  need 
confidence  forced  on  her. 

"Well!"  he  sat  down  abruptly  on  the 
edge  of  the  couch,  staring  at  the  radiant 
Ardith.  "Can  this  possibly  be  the  same 
girl  I  attended  three  weeks  ago?"  He 
turned  astonished  eyes  up  to  Eileen 
who  was  standing  behind  the  raised 
head  of  the  couch. 

It  was  Ardith  who  answered,  though. 
"Not  at  all  the  same  girl,  Dr.  Landis. 
I  feel  like  running  and  singing  and 
shouting  and  dancing!"  She  looked  it, 
too,  with  the  bright  flags  of  color  com- 
ing and   going  in  her   cheeks   and   the 
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radiance  dancing  in  her  eyes.  If  Jack 
hadn't  been  prepared  for  the  change, 
he  doubted  if  he  would  have  even  rec- 
ognized this  new  Ardith. 

"What  next?"  he  wondered,  aloud. 
"Where  do  you  go  from  here,  Ardith?" 

For  a  fleeting  moment  there  was 
panic  in  her  eyes,  and  then  her  little 
chin  set  standh. 

"I  asked  Eileen  to  bring  you  here 
today  for  a  reason,  Dr.  Landis.  I'm 
ready — I'm  ready  to  go  out  now.  I 
want  to  take  a  walk,  the  three  of  us, 
down  to  Mother's  Clubroom.  I'm  not 
going  to  hide  away  any  longer." 

The  Clubroom,  a  few  blocks  away 
from  the  Marlowe  house,  had  been  a 
pet  project  of  Mrs.  Marlowe's  for  the 
adolescents  of  the  neighborhood;  Jack 
and  Eileen  were  delighted  that  Ardith 
had  evidently  decided  to  take  up  where 
her  mother  had  left  off. 

"Let  me  run  and  change  my  uni- 
form," Eileen  begged.  Standing  behind 
Ardith,  she  was  able  to  signal  to  Jack 
to  stay  with  the  girl  and  keep  her  talk- 
ing. "This  was  no  time  for  her  to  be  by 
herself,  to  wonder  or  be  afraid.  The 
little  nod  Jack  gave  her  showed  he 
understood. 

SO  that  Eileen  was  surprised  to  find 
him  waiting  in  the  downstairs  hall 
when  she  came  down. 

"Oh — I  wish  you  hadn't  left  her  alone, 
Jack!"  Eileen  hurriedly  pulled  on  her 
gloves  as  she  moved  towards  the  door. 
She  was  having  her  own  feelings  of 
trepidation  over  the  test  Ardith  was 
about  to  face. 

"Don't  worry."  Jack  slowed  her 
down.  "She  isn't  alone."  He  indicated 
the  two  figures  standing  on  the  lawn. 
"Richard  Stell  came  along  with  .some 
books  for  her  and  I  left  them  arguing 
happily  over  the  respective  virtues  of 
Waldo  Emerson  and  Sherlock  Holmes." 

Eileen  relaxed.  "Oh — Richard!  He's 
been  here  often.  He's  the  only  person 
Ardith  doesn't  seem  to  mind  seeing,  no 
matter  what  mood  she's  in,  up  or  down. 
And  you  know — the  strange  thing  is. 
Jack — that  I  think  he  sees  very  little 
difference  in  her.  He's  not  a  noticing 
man." 

It  didn't  seem  so.  As  they  approached 
they  could  hear  him  laughing  and  Ar- 
dith's  gay  voice  in  response.  And  as  he 
waved  goodbye  there  was  camaraderie 
in  his  farewell  but  no  hint  he  was 
struck  dumb  by  her  beauty. 

But  the  incident,  apparently,  had 
done  Ardith  some  good — as  they  started 
off,  the  three  of  them,  down  the  hill, 
Eileen's  fingers  were  nervously  clutch- 
ing her  bag,  but  the  other  girl  had  an 
air  of  confidence  to  bolster  up  her  ex- 
citement. 

The  first  neighbor  they  met  was  old 
Mr.  Appleby,  retired  banker,  still  spry 
and  young  for  all  his  seventy  years, 
with  five  marriages  in  his  past  and — it 
was  said — considering  another  Mrs. 
Appleby  for  his  future.  He  lifted  his 
hat  courteously  as  they  passed.  And  then 
he  stopped  short  and  turned  to  stare. 

"Bless  my  soul!  It  isn't  little  Ardith 
Marlowe!"  The  others  had  stopped, 
too,  and  now  he  made  them  all  a  deep 
bow.  "Haven't  seen  you  for  some  time, 
my  dear — -thought  I  was  seeing  ghosts 
just  now — the  living  image  of  your 
lovely  mother  when  she  was  your  age 
and  I  used  to  escort  her  on  hay-rides 
and  spelling  bees.  Bless  my  soul!  I'll 
have  to  be  coming  to  see  you  more 
often,  my  dear." 

Dr.  Jack  was  laughing  silently,  his 
shoulders  shaking.  But  Eileen  exulted. 
Even  if  he  was  seventy,  Mr.  Appleby 
had  an  eye  for  a  pretty  girl,  and  his 


admiration  was  no  less  welcome  than 
if  he  had  been  fifty  years  younger. 

From  then  on  their  walk  became  a 
triumphal  march.  Ardith's  head  went 
higher,  her  lips  curved  more  joyfully 
with  every  step.  Here  and  there  she 
exchanged  smiles  with  women  who 
paused  in  their  shopping  to  follow  her 
with  their  eyes — women  who'd  been 
friendly  with  Mrs.  Marlowe  and  who, 
Eileen  knew,  had  been  wondering  since 
her  death  "what  on  earth  was  going  on 
up  at  the  Marlowe  house?"  It  was  to 
a  large  extent  good-natured  specula- 
tion, for  these  women  had  known  Ar- 
dith since  her  baby  days,  but  it  was" 
nonetheless  a  tonic  and  an  accolade  to 
watch  as  skeptical  curiosity  was  re- 
placed by  admiration.  It  was  particu- 
larly welcome,  this  admiration,  for 
Eileen  knew  that  Ardith  would  make  a 
stop  at  Joe  Adams'  hardware  store. 

Sure  enough — Joe's  sleek,  black, 
handsome  head  was  peering,  even  then, 
around  the  display  of  fishing  tackle 
piled    outside   his   store. 

"Steady,  Ardith,"  warned  Dr.  Jack. 
"Head  up!" 

The  comfort  wasn't  needed.  Hardly 
had  they  come  abreast  of  the  store  than 
Joe  was  out  on  the  pavement  to  greet 
them,  his  smooth  face  wreathed  in 
an   approving,  ingratiating  smile. 

"Well — well!  It's  good  to  see  you, 
Ardith.  I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I've 
missed  you!"  He  nodded  only  briefly 
to  the  other  two,  and  somehow  he  had 
quickly  managed  to  draw  Ardith  away 
— into  the  store,  away  from  the  curi- 
ous eyes  of  interested  bystanders.  But 
Eileen  and  Jack  could  hear  a  little  of 
what  he  was   saying — 

" — your  rest  certainly  has  done 
you  a  world  of  good,  Ardy.  I  always 
thought  you  weren't  such  a  quiet  little 
mouse  as  you  pretended  to  be.  You've 
been  holding  out  on  us — on  me,  too. 
Keeping  yourself  away  from  all  your 
friends  .  .  .  not  letting  me  come  and 
see  you — " 

STRANGELY  the  triumph  of  the  day 
seemed  flat  and  stale  to  Eileen  now. 
She  turned,  in  disgust,  to  Jack. 

"Listen  to  him!  Acting  as  though 
it  was  she  who  kept  him  from  coming 
to  see  her — when  he  wouldn't  go  near 
the  house  when  she  was  sick!  Acting 
as  though  it  was  Ardith  who  did  the 
jilting!" 

"That  "won't  do  her  wounded  vanity 
any  harm,  Eileen,"  reminded  Jack. 
"And  since  it's  Joe  Adams  she  wants, 
I'd  say  your  patient  is  doing  very  well." 
But  his  tone  reflected  some  of  Eileen's 
dissatisfaction. 

They  were  interrupted  as  Joe  put  his 
head  out  the  door  and  called  to  them. 
"Miss  Holmes!  Would  it  put  you  out 
if  I  stole  Ardith  from  you  and  took 
her  to  dinner?  She  says  she  has  an 
engagement  with  you  two,  but  I  told 
her  you  wouldn't  object  if  we  changed 
your  plans." 

Eileen  hastened  to  assure  him  it 
would  be  perfectly  all  right.  Then  she 
and  Jack  made  their  way  in  silence 
down  the  street. 

The  next  day  Eileen  felt  a  strange 
reluctance  to  visit  the  Marlowe  house, 
but  there  was  the  discarded  white  uni- 
form she  must  pick  up.  After  this, 
there  would  be  no  more  official  visits. 
The  patient  was  indeed  completely  re- 
covered. She  had  what  she  wanted — 
health,  an  interest  in  life,  and  the 
knowledge  that  Joe  Adams  was  again 
interested  in  her.  Even  pretty  little 
Myra  Coles  was  no  match  for  the  new 
beauty  of  Ardith.  There  was  nothing 
more  for  Eileen  to  do  except  congratu- 
late herself  on  the  success  of  her  job. 


She  let  herself  into  the  house  with 
the  key  Ardith  had  given  her. 

"Ardith!"  she  called. 

There  was  no  answer. 

She  looked  out  the  long  French  win- 
dows. It  was  too  cold  today  for  sun- 
bathing on  the  lawn. 

Perplexed,  she  walked  slowly  up  the 
stairs  and  knocked  gently  on  Ardith's 
bedroom   door. 

Still  no  answer — but  the  door  gave 
at  her  push. 

For  a  moment  it  seemed  to  Eileen, 
confused,  as  if  the  past  three  weeks 
had  never  happened.  The  scene  was 
almost  the  same  as  she  had  walked  in 
on  that  first  day  she  had  come  there  as 
nurse  to  Ardith.  A  fire  almost  dead 
on  the  hearth — shades  drawn — a 
gloomy,  cold,  dark  room — and  a  girl 
huddled  on  the  couch — 

"Ardith'    Why,  you're  crying!"' 

The  girl  raised  a  tear-wet  face  at 
her  approach.  "I'm  sorry,  Eileen.  I 
guess  I'm  just  a  contrary  creature. 
After  all  you've  done  for  me,  I  should 
be  so  happy  and  grateful.  Everything's 
turned  out  just  as  we  hoped — people 
like  me— and  Joe — "  here  her  sobs 
turned  into  something  like  a  wail — 
"Joe  says  he  1-loves  me!  And  I'm  so 
miserable!" 

Eileen  sat  down  in  relief,  laughing 
in  spite  of  herself. 

"You  have  everything  you  want — 
and  you're  miserable!  Ardith — don't 
you  suppose  it's  just  a  nervous  re- 
action? You've  been  so  keyed  up  these 
past  few  days  and  perhaps  yesterday 
was  just  too  much  of  a  day  for  you." 

Ardith's  sobs  diminished  a  little.  "I 
suppose  so."  But  her  voice  sounded 
doubtful.  "I  guess  that's  it.  Otherwise, 
it  wouldn't  be  natural,  would  it,  for 
me  to  feel  so  miserable  every  time  I 


think  of  Joe  and  me  getting  married 
and—" 

Before  Eileen  could  answer  there 
was  an  interruption.  Another  voice 
called  from  the  stairs. 

"Miss  Marlowe!  Ardith — may  I  come 
up?  I  took  the  new  books  away  with 
me  by  mistake  yesterday." 

"It's  Richard!"  Almost  in  a  panic 
Ardith  threw  aside  the  coverlet  and 
straightened  her  dress,  wiping  her  eyes 
desperately  with  the  other  hand.  "He 
mustn't  see  me  like  this!  Eileen — stop 
him — " 

It  was  too  late.  Richard  Stell  was 
already  in  the  room. 

"I  heard  your  voices,  so  I  came  right 
up.  By  rights,  now  that  you're  well,  I 
should  make  you  come  to  the  library — " 
he  stopped  at  sight  of  Ardith's  tear- 
wet  face.  "What's  the  matter?"  He 
turned  on  Eileen,  fiercely.  The  twinkle 
was  gone  from  behind  his  glasses  and 
his  young  face  was  stern.  "What's 
going  on  here?  Have  you  been  mak- 
ing her  cry?" 

Both  girls  rushed  to  explain,  but  Ar- 
dith got  there  first. 

"No — it's  nothing,  Richard.  I  don't 
know  what  was  making  me  cry."  With 
a  sudden,  arrested  movement  of  her 
hand  as  she  was  smoothing  her  tangled 
hair,  she  stared  at  them  both.  "Why — 
that's  not  true.  I  do  know  what  is 
wrong— I  don't  want  to  marry  Joe!  And 
I  don"t  have  to.  You  do  understand, 
don"t  you,  Eileen?  I  know  j'ou  wanted 
me  to  marry  him  and  be  happy,  but  I 
wouldn't.    Not  with  Joe." 

Her  eyes  had  been  caught  bj'  Rich- 
ard's. In  the  silence  that  followed  as 
the  two,  boy  and  girl,  stared  at  each 
other,  Eileen  realized  she  might  as  well 
be  on  the  moon,  as  far  as  they  were 
concerned. 


"You  don't  have  to  do  anything — " 
somehow  he  had  moved  so  that  he  was 
standing  beside  her,  her  hands  caught 
up  in  his  " — you  don't  have  to  please 
anyone  but  yourself,  Ardith. 

"You  don't  even  have  to  marry  me, 
unless  you  want  to,  Ardith."  There 
was  tenderness  and  a  wonderful  reali- 
zation in  his  face  as  he  looked  at  her. 
"But  I  think  we're  both  unhappy,  Ar- 
dith, unless  we're  together — " 

That  was  all  Eileen  heard.  As  the 
door  closed  softly  behind  her,  she  heard 
movement  inside  the  room — but  no 
more  words. 

"Richard  Stell!"  Eileen  had  gone 
straight  back  to  the  hospital,  where 
she  knew  that  Jack  would  be  at  his 
desk.  She  had  to  talk  to  him.  "Rich- 
ard— and  not  Joe  Adams.  Should  I 
have  guessed,  Jack?  I  had  it  so  care- 
fully planned  out — I  never  dreamed — 
patting  myself  on  the  back  that  I 
had  transformed  her  into  a  girl  a  man 
might  love,  when  all  the  time  Richard 
might  have  married  her,  anyway." 

"But  would  Ardith  have  married 
him?"  Dr.  Jack  took  the  pipe  out  of 
his  mouth  and  smiled  at  his  pretty, 
excited  wife.  "Would  she  have  known 
enough,  in  her  old  frame  of  mind,  even 
to  recognize  love  if  it  had  been  handed 
to  her?  No — Eileen,  she  owes  part  of 
her  happiness  to  you.   It's  just — '- 

"It's  just  that,  being  a  nurse,  I  should 
know  enough  of  human  nature.  I  was 
unconsciously,  just  repeating  the  pat- 
tern her  mother  had  set  for  her — decid- 
ing that  such-and-such  was  what  Ar- 
dith really  wanted.  Without  letting 
Ardith  go  under  her  own  steam."  She 
smiled  back  at  Jack.  "It  seems  you 
can  help  people,  work  for  them,  work 
with  them — but  never  try  to  live  their 
lives  for  them!" 
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"Our  very  latest  model.  Built-in,  roller-bearing  case  for  Pepsi'Cola." 
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At  EKPM  prepaid 
this  cuddly  Rainbow 
fiiimiin  is  priced 
to  beat  any  store  in 
the  country  by  $1.00! 


Glamour . . .  glamour . . .  glamour  is  yours 
in  beautiful  chenille.  And  this  wonder  of 
a  Rainbow  Robe  is  especially  wrinkle- 
proof!  There's  quiet  comfort  in  its  luxuri- 
ous styling  with  deep  piles  of  tuft.  Two- 
tone  sunfast  dyed  rainbow  colors.  And  to 
clean  it — simply  suds  it! 

Order  by  mail  today — get  the  robe  di- 
rect from  manufacturer — use  the  dollar 
you  save  (at  least  $1.00)  for  that  new 
trinket  you've  been  hankering  for! 
Immediate  shipment. 

Money  Back  Promptly  If  Not  Absolutely  Scrtl$fied. 


U.   8.    CHENILLE   CORPORATION     Dept.  H-i 
47S  Fifth  Avenue 
New  York  17.  N.  Y. 

Yes,  I  want  a  Rainbow  Robe  at  theie  extremely  low 

prioes  listed   belowl 

Enclosed  Is  my  (check)  (money  order)  tor  i 


(I  will  pay  $ 

Check  Colors 
a  American  Beauty- 
n  Peach 
D  Aqua 
D  Copen  Blue 
a  Maize 


C.O.D.  plus  postage.) 

Check  Sizes  Price 

I4-I6-I8-20  (Reg.)  ....$4.99 
40-42.44-4G  (Large)  ...$5.99 
48-50-52-54  (Stout)  ...$6.99 
8-I0-I2-I4-I6  (Junior). $3.99 
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Street  Address 
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stamps."   And  with  no  trace  of  a  smile! 

So,  of  course,  I  didn't  write  to  him. 
Naturally  not.  Felt,  indeed,  no  com- 
pulsion to  write.  Felt,  I  told  myself, 
rather  crossly,  I  remember,  nothing  at 
all,  nothing  whatsoever,  for  that — that 
young  philatelist! 

When,  therefore,  upon  my  return  to 
Prague,  Walter  took  me  out  to  dinner 
and,  over  the  canapes,  said  to  me,  as 
a  statement  of  fact,  "We  are  going  to 
be  married,"  I  laughed  hysterically. 

Perhaps,  I  thought,  I  misunderstood 
him,  for  his  impossible  English  and  my 
bad  German  made  speech  between  us 
something  of  a  guessing  game.  But  no, 
I  hadn't  misunderstood  him  and  I  knew 
it. 

SO  I  continued  to  laugh,  and  said  that 
nothing  could  be  more  fantastically 
impossible  and  thought  I  meant  it; 
thought,  I  would  not  dream  of  marry- 
ing a  European.  Thought,  what  would 
I,  an  American  girl,  born  in  New  York 
City,  and  brought  up  in  Elmhurst, 
Long  Island,  be  doing  with  a  European 
husband?  Like  marrying  a  man  from 
Mars,  I  thought,  or  someone  come 
alive  out  of  an  old,  illunained  story- 
book. 

Why,  every  time  I'd  meet  him,  and 
he'd  kiss  my  hand,  and  he  always  did, 
I  was  always  embarrassed,  terribly  em- 
barrassed— and  why  not,  used  as  I  was 
to  my  football-playing  brother  and  his 
pals  who  would  as  soon  have  thought 
of  kissing  your  foot  as  of  kissing  your 
hand! 

But  when,  that  summer,  I  went  home 
to  visit  my  parents  I  found,  incredibly, 
that  I  v/as  missing  him  .  .  .  missing  him 
so  much,  indeed,  that  I  couldn't  wait  to 
get  back  to  Prague  and  didn't  wait  to 
get  back  to  Prague  but  left  weeks 
earlier  than  I'd  planned  .  .  . 

Upon  my  return,  Walter  began  show- 
ing me  attention,  "serious"  attention 
and  a  colder  word  than  "attention"  was 
never  used,  or  misused,  to  describe  the 
old  continental  atmosphere  of  romance, 
intrigue,  uniforms  and  legend  that  was 
our  courtship  .  .  . 

Those  were  beautiful  days.  .  .  . 

.  .  .  the  European  way  of  life  he 
showed  me  .  .  .  the  strange  places  and 
the  authentic  places  to  which  he  took 
me,  or  chose  for  our  rendezvous  .  .  . 
cafes  and  old  curious  houses  and 
museums  and  old  cemeteries  Time  had 
forgot  and  hidden-away  streets  and 
little  parks  and  gardens  so  submerged 
that  even  the  rain  didn't  dust  them 
anymore  ...  to  a  Beer  Garden  one 
night,  perhaps,  with  Czech  dancers  in 
Czech  costumes  and  Czech  music  play- 
ing ...  to  a  place  of  crystal  and 
champagne  the  next  night  where,  in 
that  bated  breathing  spell  before  Hitler 
came,  gay  and  gracious  and  high-born 
people  were  taking  their  final  curtain 
call  and  didn't  know  it  .  .  . 

.  .  .  and  the  flowers  he  sent  mie.  I 
did  not  know  such  flowers  grow  and 
do  not  believe  they  do  .  .  .  the  jewels 
with  which  he  presented  me  .  .  .  not 
diamonds,  for  I  am  not  fond  of 
diamonds  and  never  wear  them  .  .  . 
but  rubies,  for  I  love  rubies,  and  gold, 
for  I  love  gold  and  most  of  my  things 
are  gold  .  .  .  and  still,  and  now,  ten 
years  later,  he  is  always  presenting  me 
with  jewelry  ...  a  pair  of  earrings, 
golden  earrings,  he  had  made  for  me 
last  winter — one,  the  mask  of  Comedy; 
the  other,  the  twin  mask  of  Tragedy — 
a  bracelet,  gold  of  course,  formed  of 


letters  that  spell  my  name.  Rise,  and 
with  an  inscription  on  the  inside  which 
reads,  "We  love  you,  Walter  and 
Nicky." 

Nicky,  it  needs  a  separate  and 
special  paragraph  to  say,  is  our  little 
son  who  comes,  being  now  two  and  a 
half,  later  in  our  story  .  .  .  and  who 
will  be  followed,  we  hope,  we  pray,  a 
very  little  later  in  our  story,  by  a 
brother  or  a  sister  and  then  another 
brother  or  a  sister  .  .  . 

By  this  time,  of  course,  this  time  of 
rendezvous  and  flowers  and  the  pre- 
senting of  jewels,  Walter  and  I  were 
formally  engaged — although  no  one  in 
Prague  took  our  engagement  seriously. 
Everyone  thought  it  a  joke,  two  people 
of  the  theater  marrying  and  expecting 
it  would  last.  When,  on  January  6, 
1939,  we  were  married  in  New  York, 
our  friends  in  Prague  still  thought  it 
a  joke.  ("We  give  it  two  months," 
they  wrote  us  and  then,  two  months 
having  passed,  "We  give  it  four 
months") — and,  believing  it  a  joke, 
they  did  not  send  us  one  wedding 
present.    Not  one. 

Now,  in  our  ninth  year,  what  would 
they  think,  our  friends  in  Prague,  what 
would  they  say — if  we  had  not  lost 
track  of  them  through  the  war  years? 

When,  at  the  end  of  that  season 
abroad,  I  returned  to  America,  with 
Walter's  engagement  ring,  a  thin-as- 
thread  gold  band,  like  a  guard  on  my 
hand,  Walter  soon  followed.  He  had 
no  intention  of  remaining  here.  He 
came  to  America  only  to  marry  me 
and  then  to  go  back.  He  was  busy  in 
the  theater  in  Vienna.  He  was,  also, 
doing  a  great  many  pictures  for  Ufa 
and  for  Vienna  Film.  When  he  did 
come,  and  we  were  married,  Walter 
decided  to  take  over  my  career,  to 
become  my  manager  as  well  as  my  hus- 
band. 

10NCE  read  a  short  story  titled  some- 
thing like  "A  Diva's  Marriage  Day." 
In  the  story,  the  diva,  regal  in  satin  and 
old  ivory  lace,  walked  to  Wagnerian 
music,  an  aisle  of  orchids  to  the  altar. 
When  Walter  and  I  want  a  good  hearty 
bout  of  laughter,  we  recall  our  mar- 
riage day. 

Not  for  us  Wagnerian  music,  an 
aisle  of  orchids,  white  satin  and  old 
lace  .  .  .  we  were  married  in  City  Hall, 
New  York.  We  went  to  the  City  Hall 
by  subway,  I  remember,  because  we 
could  not  get  a  taxi.  I  wore  a  very 
plain  sports  dress,  golden  brown,  with 
a  small  matching  hat  and  an  ocelot 
coat,  not  new,  I  had  bought  in  South 
America  for  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
nine  dollars.  In  the  excitement  Walter 
forgot — for  the  first  and  last  time,  ever 
— the  flowers.  At  the  very  last 
moment,  my  brother  had  to  rush  out 
and  buy  a  bouquet  for  me  to  hold.  Still 
unable  to  speak  more  than  a  few  words 
in  English,  Walter  had  arranged  with 
my  brother  to  poke  him  each  time  it 
was  his  turn  to  say  "I  do."  Whether 
my  brother  poked  him  at  the  wrong 
time,  or  whether  it  was  a  delayed 
take  on  Walter's  part,  I  do  not  know — 
I  do  know  that  Walter  said  some  of  his 
"I  dos"  at  the  wrong  times! 

After  the  ceremony  we  went  for  our 
wedding  supper,  not  to  a  place  of 
crystal  chandeliers  and  champagne,  but 
to  a  nearby  cafeteria — because,  re- 
hearsing that  night,  as  I  was,  for  the 
Rosenkavalier,  we  had  no  time.  Nor 
did   we   meet   again,   after   that   hasty 


hamburger  in  the  cafeteria,  until  the 
following  day.  Walter,  in  fact,  spent 
"our"  wedding  night  at  a  Ball  at  the 
Waldorf-Astoria  where  he  had  the 
eerie  experience — since  no  one  knew 
we  had  married — of  meeting  a  fortune- 
teller who,  taking  one  quick  look  at 
him,  asked  "Did  you  get  married  to- 
day?" Ever  since  Walter,  a  skeptic 
where  the  supernatural  is  concerned, 
has  taken  his  fortune-tellers  with 
marked  respect! 

Up  to  the  time  Walter  went  into  the 
American  Army,  he  had  been  running 
my  career  completely.  When  he  went 
in,  and  I  was  on  my  own  again,  I  knew 
how  completely  dependent  on  him  I 
was,  for  every  move  I  made  I'd  write 
him  long  folding  letters,  listing  ques- 
tions alphabetically — "What  shall  I  do 
about  this  or  that  contract?"  "In  what 
city  shall  I  make  my  debut  in  Carmen?" 
— answer  "Yes"  or  "No."  And  Walter, 
poor  darling,  in  basic  training  at  the 
time,  which  meant  that  he  had  no  time 
except  when  he  was  in  bed  and  then 
lights  were  out,  would  take  my  letters 
to  bed  with  him  and  answer  them, 
under  the  blankets,  by  flashlight.  .  .  . 

But  somehow,  even  with  a  war  on, 
when  I  needed  him  most  he,  miracu- 
lously, would  be  there.  For  instance, 
when  I  made  my  debut  in  Carmen,  in 
Cincinnati  and  thought  I  would  surely 
die  of  it  without  him  and  knew  there 
was  no  slightest  chance,  no  least  hope 
that  he  would  be  there — one  hour  be- 
fore I  was  to  go  on,  dead-beat,  un- 
bathed,  unshaven,  filthy,  there,  bless- 
edly, was  Walter! 

IN  Intelligence  at  that  time,  in  charge 
of  shipping  Mexican  troops  overseas, 
Walter  had  contrived  to  move  them  by 
rail  because  he  had  found  that  the 
train  would  stop  in  Cincinnati! 

Somehow  I,  too,  managed  to  go  to 
him  when  I  knew,  because  he  wrote 
me  or,  at  times,  when  he  didn't  write 
me,  that  he  needed  me.  "I  would  like 
to  see  you,"  he  wrote  me  from  Sacra- 
mento, "for  one  day."  So,  "for  one 
day"  I  traveled  6,000  miles  by  train, 
between  performances  at  the  Met  in 
New  York. 

Now  the  War  is  over  and  Walter  is 
at  home  again.  Nine  months  of  the 
year — from  September  to  May,  my 
opera  and  radio  season — "home"  is  an 
apartment  in  New  York,  where  we  have 
two  small  suites,  one  for  our  home,  and 
the  other  for  business  purposes,  and 
so  that  my  practising  does  not  disturb 
Nicky's  slumbers.  The  remaining  three 
months,  "home"  is  our  own  home,  in 
the  Hollywood  Hills  in  California.  The 
home  Walter  found  and  furnished  for 
me  when,  soon  after  I  finished  work  in 
"Going  My  Way,"  with  Bing  Crosby, 
we  were  sure  the  baby  was  coming. 
Not  an  elaborate  house,  not  very  large 
— eight  rooms — d  one  in  Viennese 
modern,  with  lovely  loungy  chairs  and 
great  big  sinkable  couches — it  is  that 
lovely  thing  in  a  home,  creature-com- 
fortable, livable.  .  .  . 

East  or  West,  on  stage  and  off,  Wal- 
ter continues  to  run  my  career — and 
me — completely. 

Extremely  clever  about  business, 
Walter  attends  to  all  my  contracts — 
■  radio,  concert,  motion  picture  and  with 
the  Met — with  absolute  "power  of  at- 
torney" to  okay  or  veto  any  and  every 
matter,  major  or  minor.  He  acts  for 
me  at  all  conferences.  He  runs  my 
Fan  Club  completely,  my  publicity — 
often  getting  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  pacing  up  and  down,  saying  in 
the  morning,  "I  thought  up  a  publicity 
idea  at  two  this  morning — I'll  go  after 
it  today." 


Love-quiz 


. . .  For  Married  Folks  Only 


WHY  IS  HE  WRITING 
TO  ANOTHER  WOMAN? 

A.  Her  husband's  cooling  love . . .  his  apparent  disloyalty . . .  may 
be  largely  her  fault.  She  may  have  become  neglectful  of  proper 
feminine  hygiene. 

Q.    Can  such  neglect  affect  married  happiness? 

A.  Doctors  say  many  wives  kill  romance  this  way...  stress  that 
intimate  daintiness  demands  effective  douching.  For  this,  you 
can  depend  on  "Lysol"  brand  disinfectant. 

Q.     How  does  "Lysol"  rate  among  other  disinfectants? 

A>  less  "Lysol"  is  more  effective  than  many  other,  weaker  anti- 
septics. "Lysol,"  a  proved  germ  and  odor  killer,  is  effective 
not  only  in  the  test  tube  but  in  contact  >Mith  organic  matter. 

Q.    How  about  homemade  solutions — like  salt,  or  soda? 

A.  No  weak,  makeshift  solution  con  compare  with  "Lysol"  for 
cleansing   effectively. 

ALWAYS  USE  "LYSOL"  in  the  douche.  See  what  a  difference  complete 
daintiness  makes  in  renewed  charm  and  married  romance. 


Check  these  facts  with 
your  doctor 

Many  doctors  recommend  "lysd," 
in  the  proper  solution,  for  Femi- 
nine Hygiene.  Non-caustic,  "Lysol" 


Is  non-injurious  to  delicate  mem- 
brane. Its  clean,  antiseptic  odor 
quickly  disappears.  Highly  con- 
centrated, "Lysol"  is  economical 
in  solution.  Follow  easy  directions 
for  correct  douching  solution. 


For  Feminine 
Hygiene— always  use 


Brand  I>i»in£fcUiit 


FREE  BOOKLET!  Leom  fhe  truth  about  inti- 
mote  hygiene  and  its  important  role  in  married 
hoppiness.  Mail  this  coupon  to  Lehn  &  Ftnk,  Dept. 
F-472, 1 92  Bloomfleld  Avenue,  Bloomfleld,  N.  J.,  for 
frcnldy  informing  FREE  booklet. 
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Avoid  underarm 
irritation... 
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Wonderful!  Yodora  stops  perspiration  odor 
safely,  quickly  .  .  .  yet  is  positively  sooth- 
ing to  normal  skin.  Made  with  a  face  cream 
base,  with  no  acid  salts  to  cause  irritation, 
Yodora  actually  helps  soften  your  skin,  like  a 
face  cream.  No  other  known  deodorant  gives 
this  PLUS  protection.  Try  Yodora,  the  sooth' 
ingest  deodorant.  Tubes  or  jars,  10(«,  30<,  60^. 
McKesson  &  Robbins,  Inc.,  Bridgeport,  Conn. 


TIRED  EYES  LOVE 

EYE-GENE 

Tired,  Dull  one  minute . . .  Rested,  Cleared  the  nextl 

SAFE  RELIEF  NOW  IN  SECONDS! 

That's  how  fast  just  two  drops  of  safe,  gentle 
EYE-GENE  acts  to  relieve  your  eyes  tired  from  glare, 
wind,  smoke  or  overwork.  You  feel 
its  soothing  effect  in  seconds  t  And 
EYE-GENE  is  positively 
harmless.  Economical,  too.  20j!, 
60^,  $1  bottles  at  Drug^ts.  Try  it! 


We  act  out  all  my  roles  together — 
Walter  does  all  the  mise  en  scene  with 
me,  always.  And  never  misses  a  per- 
formance, never.  And  never  fails  to 
detect  a  flaw,  however  trivial.  "In 
your  performance  last  night,"  he'll  say, 
"in  that  scene  with  the  priest,  the  way 
you  sat  in  that  chair  gave  the  wrong 
impression  about  what  was  going  on  in 
your  mind.  Your  posture  suggested 
that  you  were  questioning  the  priest 
when  it  should  suggest  fright."  Then 
he  will  sit  in  a  chair  and  show  me 
what  he  means. 

No  one  kjiows  my  voice  like  Wal- 
ter. He  can  tell,  the  very  minute  I 
open  my  mouth,  and  far  better  than  I 
can  tell,  how  I  am  going  to  sing  a  per- 
formance that  night.  He  guards,  pro- 
tects, shelters  and  runs  interference 
for  me  in  every  way. 

HE  never  lets  certain  things  happen 
around  me  in  the  theater.  For  in- 
stance, he  will  not  permit  my  secretary 
or  anyone  else  to  come  into  my  dress- 
ing room  while  I  am  making  up.  Nor 
may  anyone  come  into  my  dressing- 
room  and  sing  snatches  of  a  different 
opera  from  the  opera  I  am  singing  that 
night.  He  will  not  permit  anyone  to  see 
me  between  the  acts  and  never,  of 
course,  just  before  I  go  on.  Nervous  as 
I  always  am  before  a  performance,  I 
could  not  see  anyone  for  I  am  just  not 
talkahle.  Besides,  if  you  do  not  con- 
centrate on  your  very  first  entrance, 
you  may  lose  the  whole  performance. 
In  opera,  the  vital  thing  is  to  get  the 
voice  quiet,  still,  before  you  go  on  .  .  . 

It  was  Walter  who,  long  ago  and 
far  away,  made  me  give  up  smoking. 
In  Prague,  in  the  days  when  we  first 
met,  I  smoked  constantly.  In  those 
days,  too,  it  was  the  custom  for  mem- 
bers of  the  cast  and  their  friends  to 
sit  together  in  a  Coffee  House  before 
a  performance,  having  cake  and  coffee 
— and  cigarettes.  On  one  such  occa- 
sion I  was  smoking  a  -cigarette  that 
was  one  of  a  long  chain.  Walter  sud- 
denly flipped  it  out  of  my  hand.  I 
was  so  embarrassed,  I  didn't  speak  to 
him  for  a  week,  but — I  never  smoked 
again. 

If  I  get  a  little  out  of  hand — and  how 
easily,  in  this  profession,  you  can  get 
out  of  hand — Walter  is  wonderful  at 
putting  me  in  my  place.  Never,  with 
Walter,  will  I  get  to  the  point  of  being 
spoiled,  become  the  "diva."  If,  for 
example,  I  have  a  performance  and  am 
very  high-strung,  and  become  abrupt 
in  speech  and  manner,  Walter  takes 
hold  of  me  with  both  his  hands,  and 
"This  is  one  thing,"  he  says,  "we  don't 
do,  ever."  After  I  have  dismounted 
from  my  high  horse,  "Your  perform- 
ance will  be  much  better  tonight,"  he 
tells  me,  "if  you  remember  that." 

Only  an  actor,  one  who  knows,  could 
say  that  or  would  say  it  .  .  . 

Walter  buys  most  of  my  clothes. 
When  we  are  in  Hollywood  he  usually 
visits  Adrian,  makes  the  selections  and 
all  I  have  to  do  is  go  in,  try  things  on 
for  size.  Knowing  my  size  and  taste  in 
shoes,  he  buys  all  my  shoes  for  me.  He 
buys  me  beautiful  robes  and  mules  and 
lingerie.  He  buys  my  hats  (all  of  this 
shopping,  mind  you,  without  me)  al- 
though he  prefers  me,  always,  without 
hats.  'The  result  is  that  most  of  the 
bonnets  he  buys  are  so  small,  with 
little  tiny  veils  and  worn  way  back  so 
you  can't  see  them.  Walter  thinks 
there  is  no  reason  for  hats,  period.  Un- 
fortunately, my  weakness  is  hats.  I 
cannot  pass  a  hat  shop  without  going 
in  and  buying  one  or  two. 

When  I  am  at  home,  in  Hollywood,  I 
just  relax.     Never  do  any  planning  of 


menus.  Never  do  any  housework, 
never  do  any  cooking.  Walter  doesn't 
like  me  to.  Walter  doesn't  like  me  to 
be  (Isn't  this  a  husband  to  make  your 
mouth  water?)    in  the  kitchen. 

In  New  York,  we  use  room  service 
for  all  meals,  and  such  light  house- 
keeping as  I  do  consists  in  keeping 
jams  and  jellies,  extra  cream  and  beer 
(Walter  likes  beer)  in  the  ice-box. 
And  of  course,  Nicky's  food,  which  his 
English  nana  prepares. 

We  have,  alas,  so  little  time  for  home 
things,  for  friends,  for  anything  at  all 
but  my  schedule. 

Such  time  as  we  can  manage  to  sal- 
vage out  of  no  time  at  all,  we  spend 
with  the  baby  who,  I  am  enormously 
flattered  to  say,  loves  to  hear  me  sing. 
Especially  the  Brahms  luUabye  and,  in 
his  lighter  moments,  nursery  jingles. 
(Walter  loves  best  to  hear  me  sing 
"Through  The  Years."  Our  song,  we 
call  it,  and  so  every  word  of  it  is  ..  .) 

No  one,  by  the  way,  can  safely  say 
to  Walter  that  the  baby  doesn't  look 
like  him.  The  least  egotistic  of  men, 
if  someone  says  the  baby  doesn't  look 
exactly  like  him,  I  have  a  job  of  paci- 
fying to  do!  An  easy  job,  however,  be- 
cause (Walter,  please  note!)  the  baby 
does  have  Walter's  coloring,  shape  of 
face,  many  of  the  same  expressions, 
really  does  look — well,  alm,ost  ex- 
actly .  .  . 

WHEN  we  do  have  an  evening  to  our- 
selves, we  sometimes  have  dinner 
with  friends — the  Nigel  Bruces,  who  are 
very  close  friends  of  ours,  or  with 
friends  who  are  not  in  our  business  at 
all,  when  we  are  on  the  Coast;  with  the 
Fred  Aliens,  or  my  family,  when  we 
are  in  the  East.  Or  we  go  to  the 
movies,  which  is  the  most  relaxing  way 
we  know  of  spending  an  evening.  But 
since  I  must  go  to  bed  not  later  than 
10:30,  and  always  do,  in  order  to  be 
up  and  in  voice  and  at  breakfast  with 
Walter  (We  never  have  breakfast  with- 
out one  another)  at  eight,  our  eve- 
nings out  are  few  and  very  far  between. 
Since  there  is  no  time  in  my  life  for 
very  much  besides  my  career,  I  try 
to  m,ake  Walter  go  out  occasionally, 
without  me — to  dinner  with  friends,  to 
the  theater — and  although  he  isn't  very 
happy  about  it  sometimes,  to  please  me, 
he  does. 

Perhaps,  I  often  think,  I  should  have 
resisted  the  irresistible  temptation  and 
said  "No"  to  Walter  when  he  took  over 
my  career.  For  it  was,  although  he 
denies  it,  a  pretty  supreme  self-sacri- 
fice. He  would  have  made  a  great 
career  of  his  own  if  he  had  not  become 
so  involved  with  mine.  So  deeply  in- 
volved that  he  has  made  only  one  pic- 
ture in  this  country — -Warner  Brothers' 
"To  Have  And  Have  Not,"  in  which  he 
played  the  head  of  the  French  Under- 
ground. He  will  not  even  go  to  see  the 
films  he  made  in  Europe  when  they  are 
shown  here. 

"There  is,  besides,  the  embarrassing 
attitude  some  people  take  toward  a 
man  who  makes  his  wife's  career  his 
job.  A  man  can  manage  a  "property" 
and  no  questions  asked.  A  man  man- 
ages his  wife  and  although  it  is  exactly 
the  same  kind  and  amount  of  work, 
calling  for  exactly  the  same  acumen 
and  energy — if  not  more,  since  it  is  an 
around-the-clock  stint — there  are  those 
who  look  at  him  askance. 

When  I  worry  about  it,  "What  dif- 
ference does  it  make.  Rise,"  Walter  will 
always  say,  "So  long  as  we  understand 
each  other?" 

There  is  only  one  answer  to  that 
question,  tender  as  it  is,  true  as  it  is — 
and  I  make  it. 


Come  and  Visit 
Martin  Block 

(Continued  from  page  51) 

pony,  Apache,  is  the  only  resident  thus 
far,  the  Blocks — who  love  to  ride — 
are  shopping  for  more  horses,  and  for 
ponies  for  the  children. 

Martin  is  pleased  when  you  remark 
the  visible  evidences  of  his  success.  And 
they  are  everywhere,  despite  the  quite 
simple  life  the  family  leads.  And  pretty 
impressive  they  are,  too,  for  a  guy  who 
left  school  after  the  eighth  grade. 

It's  not  just  the  one-man  studio. 
Art  collectors  go  crazy  seeing  the  paint- 
ings casually  displayed  about  the  house. 
Old  Masters,  French,  Italian,  English 
and  Flemish,  they  are  worth  a  fortune. 
There  is  a  huge  canvas  by  Michelangelo 
— this  one  is  insured  for  $50,000 — a 
Franz  Hals,  two  Carpaccios,  a  portrait 
by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 

The  Louis  XVI  furniture  in  the  draw- 
ing room  and  the  master  bedroom  is 
the  real  thing — brought  to  this  coun- 
try along  with  some  of  the  paintings  to 
furnish  the  French  pavilion  at  the  1939 
World's  Fair. 

A  MECHANICAL  rather  than  an  artis- 
tic wonder  is  Martin's  complete  kilo- 
watt shortwave  radio  transmitter — with 
its  own  rotating  beam — which  is  the 
envy  of  all  the  "hams"  in  the  vicinity. 
Martin  has  set  it  up  in  "the  dog  house," 
an  extra  bedroom  downstairs  where  he 
sleeps  if  he  is  too  keyed  up  from  a 
strenuous  day  on  the  air  to  keep  the 
normal  sleeping  hours  of  the  rest  of  the 
family. 

Many  times  Martin — like  the  legend- 
ary postman  on  his  day  off — will  sit 
up  half  the  night  chattering  with  "ham" 
radio  friends  all  over  the  world.  It's 
relaxing,  he  says. 

Martin  Jr.,  who  is  six,  and  Jo-Jo,  go- 
ing on  three,  can  stick  around  some- 
times to  observe  the  amateur  broad- 
casting— even  get  a  word  or  two  on  the 
air  themselves.  It  compensates  some- 
what for  the  Number  One  House  Rule 
which  they  hate:  "No  Children  Al- 
lowed in  the  Broadcasting  Studio."  The 
windows  to  the  big  studio  are  gummy 
from  little  noses  being  pressed  wistfully 
against  the  glass. 

"Kids  are  funny,"  Martin  says.  "I 
can't  wait  to  get  out  in  the  sun — they 
want  to  come  in  and  play  with  the 
microphone  and  turntable.  No  matter 
how  often  I  explain  it  to  them,  they 
can't  get  it  through  their  heads  that 
radio  broadcasting  is  work!" 

"Doesn't  sound  like  work,  Daddy," 
Martin  Jr.  puts  in — and  his  father 
should  be  flattered — "Not  the  way  you 
do  it." 

The  boys  adore  their  father,  and  the 
one  thing  which  pleases  Martin  most 
about  his  new  affluence  is  that  his  sons 
can  grow  up  without  the  terrible  in- 
security which  marred  his  own  early 
years. 

He  didn't  quit  school  at  fourteen  be- 
cause he  wanted  to,  he  says.     (And  he 
has  not  enjoyed  the  experience  of  be- 
ing  turned   down   for   jobs   a   hundred 
times  in  his  life  for  "insufficient  edu- 
cation.") 
I       The  eighth  grade  was  as  far  as  Mar- 
l   tin   could  make  it  because  his  family 
needed   money   and   he   had   to    work. 
I    "Same  work  then  as  now — selling,"  he 
I  says,  "except  when  what  you're  selling 
I  is  newspapers  the  profit  margin  is  nar- 
rower." 
I       He  was  always  a  salesman,  he  says. 


YOU'RE  AS  OLD  AS  YOUR  THROAT  LINE 


IT  CAN  HAPPEN  TO  YOU! 

15   Minutes  a  Day   Brings  Amazing, 
New  Loveliness  to  Throat  and  Chin 


Today,  thousands  of  hap- 
py women  are  giving 
thanks— because  they  dis- 
covered this  amazing,  new 
way  toloveliness  of  throat 
and  chin. 

Sagging  throats,  double 
chins  caused  by  unexer- 
cised muscles  and  neglect 
begin  to  vanish  under  the 
gentle  action  of  this  marvel- 
ous Profile  Chin  Strap.  Fat,  flabbiness,  lines  and  wrin- 
kles are  smoothed  away  by  its  gentle  action. 

New  Beauty  Based  on  a  Great  Natural  Principle 

Actually  there's  no  magic  in  the  Profile  way  except  the 
marvelous,  thrilling  magic  of  nature.  That  sagging 
chin,  those  wiinldes,  those  rolls  of  fat  are  there  be- 
cause of  loose  muscles,  sluggish  circulation,  and  tissues 
that  have  grown  weak  from  lack  of  exercise. 

The  Profile  way  is  Nature's  way  to  beauty.  Just  use 
this  wonderful  Profile  Chin  Strap  massaging  with  any 
tfiroat  cream.  The  natural  movements  of  your  chin  and 
neck  do  the  rest.  Tissues  are  revitalized;  muscles  ob- 
tain the  exercise  they  need;  circulation  is  stimulated. 
Soon  you  should  notice  a  vast  improvement.  In  a  mat- 
ter of  weeks  you  can  expect  new  loveliness. 

Make  up  your  mind  that  you  will  put  up  with  that 
double  chin,  those  sagging  cheek  and  throat  muscles 
oo  longer.  Now,  in  the  privacy  of  your  own  bedroom. 


just  15  minutes  a  day  and  this  amazing  Profile  Chin 
Strap  can  begin  to  win  you  back  the  loveliness  of 
throat  and  chin  that  used  to  be  yours. 

A  lovelier  Profile  or  Your  Money  Back! 

The  Profile  Chin  Strap  is  built  on  scientific  prin- 
ciples to  conform  with  known  anatomical  and  physi- 
ological laws.  It  is  perfectly  comfortable  to  wear. 
Gradually,  but  so  quickly  that  you  will  be  aston- 
ished, its  gentle  action  will  begin  to  smooth  away  the. 
ravages  caused  by  time  and  modern  conditions  of 
living. 

Fill  in  the  coupon  below  now.  Take  this  definite 
step  toward  new  beauty  today.  The  Profile  Chin  Strap 
will  come  to  you  in  a  plain  wrapper.  On  arrival  pay 
postman  $1.50  plus  postage.  If  cash  accompanies 
order,  we  pay  postage.  Your  money  back  if  not  satis- 
fied after  7  days  trial.    Rush  coupon  today. 

P-  — ————  —  — —  —1 

PROFILE  COMPANY,  Deot.  22 
36  South  State  Street.  Chicago  2,  Illinois 
Please  send  me  a  PROFILE  CHIN  STRAP. 
I'll  pay  postman  SI. SO  plus  postage.  If  I  am 
not  satisfied  after  7  days,  I'll  return  it  for 
refund  of  my  purchase  price.  (If  you  send 
cash  we  pay  postage.) 

Name 

Address 

Cily State 


'  Hake  your  own  lasting,  glamorous  waves 
...  In  your  own  home'  It's  grand'  It's 
quick'  Its  fun'  ...  lust  dampen  your 
!  hair  .  .  and  let  Meririn  WAVE  0  HAIICS 
do  the  rest  for  you' 

Buy  4  WAVEOMMICS  today'   You'll  be 
amazed' 

it  chain  store,  drug  and  deparlnenl 
stores. 
Or  send  $1  00  for  ^ckage  oM_ 
WAVE  0  MAIICS  y^!^^^—' 

direct  loDept.MIO       /$  Guaranteed! 
Postage  Prepaid.        \Good  Honsekeeplr 


MERVIN  WAVf  CLIP  CO.,  Irc.s?  chambers  st.,h.y.7 


Write  for  booklet  "ADOLA  SECRET"-  how  to 

choose  your  bra  and  name  of  nearest  dealer. 

ADOLA    •    31  W.  27  St.    •    N.  Y.  C. 
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Two-piece  beauty  in 
thenewlongerlength. 
The  dress  that  puts 
you  io  the  center  of  the  stage— and  gives  you 
the  confidence  to  walk  away  with  the  show. 
Expensively  made  of  sleek  rayon  faille.  Double- 
breasted  and  double- buttoned,  with  a  fnll 
peplum  that  puts  allure  into  your  every  move. 
White  cuffs  on  the  sleeves  and  sweeping  white 
rovers  highlight  your  face  into  loveliness.  In  Mink 
Brown,  Forest  Green,  Royal  Blue,  Deep  Purple, 
or  Magic  Black.  Sizes  9-11-13-15  orl7.  All  this  is 
yours,  an  exceptional  value,  for  a  mere  $7.98! 


CRDER  BY  MAILI 


RUSH  THE  COUPON! 


m  roam  m..  km  ton  em  niaii  sin.  im  rbw 


>    PREVIEW  FASHIONS,  Depi.MFR-10  W 

III     275  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  I,  N.  V.  PI 

2     Send  this  lovely  dress  on  opproval.  I'll  pay  postman  Z 

$7.98  plus  postage  ond  C.O.D.  charges.  I(  not  de-  H 
O      lighted,  I  may  return  dress  for  refund  within  ten  days. 

ZIf  prepaid,  we  poy  postage.  In  New  York  City  add  O 

2%  Sales  Tax.  Z 
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That  he  happens  to  be  selling  on  the 
radio  is  one  of  those  accidents.  It  grew 
out  of  a  very  rugged  year  in  the  bot- 
tom of  the  depression  when  Martin 
and  his  first  wife  (they  were  divorced 
nine  years  ago) — having  no  money  to 
go  to  the  movies — sat  around  every 
night  listening  to  the  radio. 

"That  beat-up  radio  set  which  went 
with  our  $15  a  month  furnished  three 
room  shack — and  it  was  a  shack — 
changed  my  life,"  Martin  says.  If  he 
could  find  it  he  would  put  it  on  a  marble 
pedestal  in  his  studio. 

"Every  night,"  he  recalls,  "we  would 
hear  the  big  shows — a  million  a  year 
for  time,  a  half  a  million  for  talent — 
dropping  into  absolute  drivel  when  the 
time  came  to  sell  the  soap." 

"One  day,"  Martin  said  then,  "spon- 
sors are  going  to  wake  up  to  the  fact 
that  the  most  important  talent  on  their 
programs  is  the  guy  who  delivers  the 
message  for  the  company." 

Then  he  says,  he  did  a  double-take. 

"The  man  who  delivers  the  message? 
The  salesman?  Hey,  that's  me!"  Mar- 
tin had  always  sold  things — from  news- 
papers straight  through  refrigerators, 
shoes,  gasoline,  the  works. 

IT  occurred  to  him  then — he  was  sick 
of  canned  beans — that  the  booming 
radio  business,  might  have  room  for  a 
good  salesman  even  if  everybody  else 
was  firing  them  in  1931.  He  decided 
to  have  a  try  at  selling  on  the  air. 

The  shack  was  in  San  Diego — the 
Southern  California  city  where  the 
Blocks  had  landed  after  a  precarious 
trip  back  from  New  York  (where  he 
had  had,  he  says,  his  fiftieth  kicking 
around)  in  a  1926  Buick.  The  next  day 
Martin,  alight  with  his  new  idea,  called 
at  the  local  radio  stations  to  try  to  sell 
them  on  selling. 

One  after  another,  he  heard  the  ex- 
cuses— the  same  excuses  he  had  lis- 
tened to  in  the  business  world.  His  edu- 
cation was  insufficient.  He  had  not  had 
experience.  Times  were  bad.  And  there 
were  some  new  ones — chiefly  that  he 
did  not  have  a  "radio  voice." 

So  Martin  drove  the  Buick  over  the 
border  to  Tia  Juana  in  Mexico,  and  got 
a  job  spinning  records  of  "Celito  Linda" 
and  "El  Rancho  Grande"  between  plugs 
for  products  too  embarrassing  to  rate 
time  on  American  stations.  The  stuff 
sold.  So  Martin  got  a  little  better  job 
as  staff  announcer  on  a  small  station, 
then  the  one  with  KMTR  in  Los  An- 
geles. 

It  began  to  be  fun,  but  it  was  still 
"staff  announcing."  It  was  still  the  fast 
$25  a  week  for  the  twelve  hours  a  day. 
He  decided  to  have  another  try  at  New 
York — the  big  town  might  not  be  so  in- 
hospitable now  that  he  had  a  new 
medium  for  his  trade. 

This  time,  the  Buick  barely  made 
it,  and  Martin  wasn't  in  very  good  shape 
at  the  end  of  the  journey  himself.  When 
he  presented  himself  at  the  desk  of 
WNEW — the  first  station  on  his  list — 
he  was  a  mess.  He  needed  a  haircut 
and  a  shave,  his  suit  was  rumpled  and 
soiled  from  changing  the  fifteenth  flat 
in  eight  days,  and  his  voice  was  raw 
from  a  cold. 

The  receptionist,  a  pretty  girl  in  a 
crisp  shirtmaker  dress,  looked  up  at  this 
apparition  and  recoiled. 

"What  do  you  want?"  she  said. 

Martin  said  he  wanted  to  see  the 
manager. 

The  receptionist  didn't  even  bother 
to  give  him  the  excuses.  She  just 
threw  him  out. 

"It's  corny,  but  it's  true,"  Martin 
says.     "That  girl  is  now  Mrs.  Martin 


Block."  He  married  her — "I  got  even," 
he  says — exactly  five  years  later.  Same 
day,  December  23;  same  hour,  two 
o'clock. 

Martin  came  back  the  next  day, 
shaved,  pressed,  with  a  pocket  full  of 
lozenges  and  got  the  job.  But  staff- 
announcing — after  that  horrible  trip! 
— at  $25  a  week.  To  Esther,  who  for  a 
long  time  clung  rigidly  to  her  first  im- 
pression, it  was  way  too  much. 

For  two  people  who  started  out  hat- 
ing one  another,  Martin  and  Esther 
Block  manage  to  have  a  lot  of  fun  to- 
gether. They  both  love  riding,  and 
fishing.  Esther  can  handle  a  hunting 
gun  as  well  as  her  husband,  and  bagged 
more  quail  than  he  did  on  their  most 
recent  hunt  in  Palm  Springs. 

This  is  fair  enough,  she  thinks,  since 
Martin  can  cook,  and  she  can'^. 

It  is  Martin,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  who 
puts  on  the  apron  when  their  friends 
— the  Andy  Russells,  the  Mark  War- 
nows  and  other  Encino  neighbors — 
come  for  a  barbecue.  He  broils  a 
masterly  steak,  and  Esther  makes  the 
French  fries  and  a  big  green  salad. 
They  enjoy  it  more,  and  so,  it  seems, 
do  their  guests — than  the  more  formal 
parties  when  the  servants  do  the  work. 

"There  is  always  a  house  full  of 
people — what  with  the  children's 
friends  and  ours  and  the  radio  gang;" 
Esther  says.  "It  is  really  hard  to  say 
when  we  are  'entertaining'  and  when 
we're  not." 

One  party — which  was  a  party — 
which  the  Blocks  will  never  forget  was 
the  housewarming  for  the  new  studio. 
Martin  and  Esther  were  exhausted  af- 
ter the  month  of  frantic  work  which  had 
gone  into  the  building  and  outfitting  of 
the  studio.  Martin's  New  York  shows 
had  gone  on,  of  course,  as  usual,  and 
tomorrow  the  new  KFWB  schedule  was 
to  begin.  All  they  wanted  to  do,  they 
confessed  to  one  another,  was  to  go  to 
bed. 

BUT  four  hundred  people  were  coming 
to  a  lawn  party!  They  groaned  when 
the  doorbell  rang  and  went  downstairs 
with  misgivings  to  greet  the  first  guests. 

Everybody  came.  And  everybody 
had  a  wonderful  time,  Martin  and 
Esther  the  most  wonderful  of  all.  Tom- 
my Dorsey  spotted  five  of  his  old  boys 
in  the  band,  and  led  them  in  an  im- 
promptu revival  of  their  famous 
"Marie."  Nobody  rememTaered  the 
words,  but  it  was  great.  Dinah  Shore 
showed  up,  glowing  with  the  first  news 
that — at  last — there  was  going  to  be  an 
occupant  for  the  nursery  George  Mont- 
gomery designed  for  their  new  house. 

On  the  air — part  of  the  proceedings 
was  broadcast — she  told  how  Martin 
Block  had  put  her  on  the  radio  for  the 
first  time  in  New  York. 

"We  changed  your  name  to  Dinah," 
Martin  reminded  her,  "for  the  first 
song  you  sang  in  the  audition." 

"Yeah,"  Dinah  drawled,  in  her  lovely, 
lazy  Southern  way,  "Martin  didn't  like 
my  real  name.  You  see  my  real  name 
is  Frances  Rose  Shore,  but  all  my 
friends  called  me  Fanny!" 

That  evening  when  the  companv  had 
all  gone  home,  Martin  and  Esther 
looked  around  at  the  lovely  mess  hap- 
pier than  they  had  been  in  years. 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  he  asked 
at  last,  "that  people  have  been  having 
this  much  fun  all  along?" 

"Sure,"  Esther  said,  "radio  doesn't 
have  to  be  a  jail." 

Martin  looked  at  his  wife,  the  lovely 
little  feminine  thing  who  had  pulled 
this  miracle  ofl. 

"How  did  you  do  it?"  he  said. 


"Why,"  she  replied  innocently,  "by 
using  your  system — I  found  out  all  the 
talking  points  for  my  product  before  I 
tried  to  sell  it!" 

She  reminded  him  that  when  he  took 
on  a  new  account  he  always  spent  a 
day  talking  to  the  executives  of  the 
company,  finding  out  how  they  felt 
about  their  product,  and  then  another 
day  in  the  factory  to  learn  for  himself 
how  the  product  was  made. 

Esther  just  followed  suit.  She  had  a 
tough  product  to  sell — a  move  to  the 
West  Coast.  But  it  was  what  Martin 
wanted  most,  and  the  only  chance  for 
the  family  to  live  a  normal  life.  It 
would  take  work,  but  it  was  worth  it. 

First  she  bought  the  Encino  ranch — 
for  vacations,  she  said,  for  herself  and 
the  children.  But  she  knew  that  as 
soon  as  Martin  saw  it — and  he  flew  out 
to  the  coast  to  do  just  that — he  would 
be  on  her  side. 

Then  she  found  out  "how  the  ex- 
ecutives were  thinking."  It  amounted 
to  "No  Transcriptions." 

So  she  changed  her  tack.  She  dug 
up  the  offer  from  KFWB.  Martin  now 
could  move  to  the  coast  with  or  without 
his  New  York  job.  But  suddenly 
WNEW,  threatened  with  the  loss  of 
their  biggest  attraction,  thought  that 
transcriptions  would  be  great.  (For 
obvious  reasons:  the  six-a-week,  fif- 
teen minute  shows  with  Block  and  rec- 
ords which  began  selling  after  the 
Hauptmann  trial  for  $129.50  a  week  for 
station,  time  and  talent,  were  now 
drawing  down  $1500 — and  there  were 
twenty-two  of  them.  That's  business!) 
The  Supper  Club  program  was  pleased 
to  change  its  point  of  origination  to  the 
coast;  the  400-station  Mutual  network 
came  up  with  another  offer  which  dove- 
tailed nicely  with  the  KFWB  program. 
The  Blocks,  who  had  wanted  to  move 
west  badly  enough  to  take  a  stiff  money 
loss,  found  their  dreams  coming  true  at 
a  profit. 

"I  guess,"  Martin  says  fondly,  "that 
Esther  really  found  out  how  that  prod- 
uct was  made." 

Esther  hopes  she  doesn't  have  to 
take  on  another  selling  job  for  her 
super-salesman-husband — it's  too  much 
like  work.  But  it  was  worth  it  to  get 
Martin  out  in  the  sun  Monday,  Wed- 
nesday, Friday  and  Saturday  after- 
noons, and  all  day  every  Sunday.  To 
give  him  a  chance  to  live. 

After  a  fourteen-year  sentence  in  a 
gold-lined  jail  living — just  plain  liv- 
ing— can,  the  Blocks  find,  be  very,  very 
pleasant. 
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RUTH  WRECK 


No  loving  mother  would  think  of 
letting  her  daughter  enter  marriage 
without  first  telling  her  how  impor- 
tant douching  two  or  three  times  a 
week  often  is  to  intimate  feminine 
cleanliness,  health,  charm  and  mar- 
riage happiness  —  how  important 
douching  is  to  combat  one  of  woman's 
most  serious  deodorant  problems. 

Often  a  young  girl  knows  only 
'half-the-truth'  or  misinformation 
whispered  among  her  girl  friends. 

So  mothers  should  make  sure  the 
advice  they  pass  on  to  their  daughters 
is  as  modern,  scientific  and  trustworthy 
as  it  can  be.  And  it  will  be  if  she 
tells  her  daughter  to  put  zonite  in 
the  douche.  Because  no  other  type 

LIQUID      antiseptic-germicide      FOR 

the  douche  of  all  those  tested  is 
so  powerful  yet  so  safe  to 
delicate  tissues. 

Truly  A  Miracle — 

Wise  well-informed  women  no  longer 
use  weak,  dangerous  or  old-fashioned 


'kitchen'    mixtures   for   the   douche. 

The  zonite  principle,  developed  by 
a  world-famous  Surgeon  and  Chemist, 
is  truly  a  miracle!  The  first  antiseptic- 
germicide  principle  in  the  world  that 
was  so  powerful  yet  positively 
non-poisonous,  non-irritating,  and 
non-burning.  Women  can  use  zonite 
as  directed  as  often  as  necessary 
without  risk  of  injury. 

What  Zonite  Does: 

ZONITE  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing,  clinging  waste  sub- 
stances. Helps  guard  against  infection. 
It's  so  powerfully  effective  no  germs  of 
any  kind  tested  have  ever  been  found 
that  zonite  will  not  immediately  kill 
on  contact.  You  know  it's  not  always 
possible  to  contact  all  the  germs  in  the 
tract.  But  with  zonite,  you  can  be 
sure  it  kills  every  reachable  germ 
and  keeps  them  from  multiplying. 

Complete  directions  on  douching 
come  with  every  bottle. 
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FOR  NEWER  (  ^^ 

feminine  Auaiene  r"  "am 
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FREE!    U^i^Nl 


For    amazing    enlightening    new 

Booklet  containing  frank  discussion 

of  intimate  physical  facts,  recently 

published  —  mail     this     coupon     to 

Zonite  Products,  Dept.  RM-107,  370 

Lexington  Ave.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
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The  two  blocks 
of  sterling  inlaid 
at  back  of  bowls 
and  handles  of 
mostused  spoons 
and  forks.  They 
make  this  silver- 
plate  stay  lovelier 
longer.  Fifty-two 
piece  set  $68.50 
with  chest.  (No 
Federal  Tax.) 
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APRON   BRIGHT.. 0 
EVERYTHING'S  RIGHT! 

Perk  up  for  that  backyard  picnic  in  a 
crisp,  colorful  apron  that  rates  the  cook 
a  second  look. 

Three  gores,  "V"  neck,  trim,  slenderiz* 
ing  cotton  percale  bib  apron  by  Star- 
cross,  Inc.  Two  matching  pockets,  tape 
binding  all  around,  hemmed  percale 
ties.  At  your  favorite  apron  store  — 
Style  #8130  .  .  .  approximately  89c. 
Write  for  Catalogue 
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The  Pony  Who  Talked 

{Continued  from  page  31) 


him  like  a  magnet.  Near  it  was  a 
bookcase.  There  was  something 
pathetic  in  the  way  he  pretended  to 
look  at  the  titles  of  those  books — none 
of  which  he  could  possibly  have  un- 
derstood— running  a  chubby  finger 
down  their  covers,  while  all  the  time 
his  whole  self  was  in  quivering  atten- 
tion upon  the  laughter  and  the  game 
going  on  outside  that  window. 

A  child  like  that  is  too  sensitive  to 
be  questioned  openly. 

I  picked  up  a  newspaper,  and  started 
to  read  from  it  in  a  kind  of  mumbling 
undertone,  until  he  got  used  to  the 
sound  of  my  voice.  Then  I  began  to 
talk  to  him — using  the  newspaper  as 
an  excuse — 

" — all  this  trouble  in  the  world.  Too 
bad  people  can't  get  along  with  each 
other.  Take  my  son,  Jim,  for  instance. 
Friendly  as  all  get-out.  All  you  got 
to  do  is  smile  at  that  boy  and  he's  your 
friend.  Just  walk  up  there,  Burke,  and 
say,  'Hi,  Jim!'  and  you'd  be  right  in  the 
games  with  the  other  boys — even  if  he 
is  older  than  you.  But  walk  up  to 
him  with  a  stiff  look  and  a  cold  eye 
— why,  he's  as  ready  for  a  fight  as  the 
next  one.  People  take  you  at  your 
face  value,  Burke.  You  be  friends  and 
they'll  be  friends  with  you." 

WITH  his  attention  still  focused  on 
what  was  going  on  outside  that  win- 
dow, Burke's  defenses  were  down. 

"Not  me,  Mr.  McConnell.  Kids  don't 
like  me.  If  I  go  outside  now,  they'll 
just  stay  away  from  me  or  call  me  a 
sissy.    You  know  that!" 

Score  one  for  Burke.  I  did  know 
that — and  with  a  kid's  realistic  ap- 
praisal of  himself  and  other  children, 
Burke  had  neatly  punctured  my  well- 
meant  but  fatuous  generalities.  The 
other  boys  had  seen  him  when  he  first 
came  in  the  door — they  must  have 
instantly  labeled  him  a  mamma's  boy 
and  a  Little  Lord  Fauntleroy.  If  he 
were  to  go  outside  now,  it  would  take 
more  courage  and  cleverness  for  him 
to  try  to  break  down  that  barrier  be- 
tween himself  and  the  others  than  most 
people  possess. 

My  annoyance  at  the  Gittlesons 
turned  into  something  like  anger. 

I  set  myself  to  make  friends  with 
Burke.  He  wasn't  an  easy  one  to 
thaw,  but  gradually  he  began  to  talk 
about  himself — what  he  had  done  that 
morning;  how  he  was  going  to  be  a 
sailor  when  he  grew  up;  about  the  star 
he  got  on  his  spelling  paper  that  week. 

"I'll  bet  your  father's  proud  of  that 
star,  too,  son,"  I  reminded  him,  gently. 

He  was  sitting  now  on  the  stool  be- 
side me,  his  eyes  dreamy,  his  chin 
cupped  in  his  hand. 

"Oh,  he  isn't  my  real  father,  Mr. 
Smilin'  Ed.  I'm  adopted.  My  own, 
real  father  was  a  sea  captain  and  he 
was  lost  in  a  storm,  but  they,  think 
maybe  he's  still  alive  somewhere  and 
he'll  come  back  and  get  me  soon." 

Ordinarily,  I'd  never  fall  for  that 
one.  Lots  of  kids — when  they're  mad 
at  their  folks  or  disappointed,  day- 
dream about  being  the  long-lost  son 
of  some  very  glamorous  figure.  But 
Burke  was  so  serious  when  he  spoke 
and  he  had  seemed  so  unimaginative 
all  during  our  conversation  that  it 
fooled  me. 

Anyway,  I  nearly  dropped  another 
brick. 

They  were  at  the  door,  saying  good- 
bye— Mr.    Gittleson    shaking    hands — 


when  his  wife  spoke  up. 

"I'd  like  it  very  much,  Mr.  McCon- 
nell, if  your  son  could  come  over  and 
play  with  Burke.  I'm  afraid  he  doesn't 
have  many  friends.  We  can't  under- 
stand what's  the  matter — our  back 
lawn  is  filled  with  swings  and  slides  to 
attract  the  children  of  the  neighbor- 
hood, but  Burke  seems  to  be  always 
alone." 

That's  when  I  almost  lost  Burke's 
friendship. 

"Glad  to,  Mrs.  Gittleson.  I'll  bring 
him  over  sometime — I  think  he'd  en- 
joy going  through  that  old  sea  chest — " 
I  happened  to  look  down  at  Burke. 

His  eyes  were  filled  with  a  kind  of 
panic  and  something  that  begged  with 
me  not  to  betray  him.  In  a  second  I 
realized.  I  knew  that  Burke  had  been 
making  up  the  whole  story  of  the  sea 
captain  and  the  wonderful  sea  chest 
he  had  left  for  his  son  and  that  was 
supposed  to  be  in  Burke's  room! 

Lamely  I  went  on,  in  the  face  of  the 
Gittlesons'  bewildered  looks— "sorry — 
I  guess  I  was  thinking  of  something 
else.  Another  boy  I  know.  Has  a  sea 
chest."  I  wasn't  wiggling  out  of  it 
very  well,  but  at  least  Burke's  eyes 
had  given  me  back  his  trust.  "Sure — 
I'll  be  glad  to  come  over  and  bring  my 
son.  We'll  let  them  get  together,  but 
I  warn  you  to  put  Burke  in  overalls 
or  blue  jeans.  Kids  these  days  can  get 
themselves  pretty  dirty,  playing  the 
way  they  do." 

Well,  I  don't  believe  in  forcing 
youngsters  together,  so  I  let  the  invita- 
tion ride.  In  fact,  it  was  many  months 
before  I  heard  anything  at  all  of  this 
family.  And  then  my  memory  was 
jogged  because  a  neighbor  of  mine  sold 
the  Gittlesons  a  pony. 

This  was  good  news.  A  pony  can  be 
a  fine  companion  for  a  lonely  boy  and 
it  was  more  than  idle  curiosity  that 
prompted  me  to  question  this  neighbor 
after  the  pony  had  been  delivered. 

He  told  me:  "Never  saw  a  kid  so 
excited  in  all  my  life.  His  folks  are 
going  to  have  a  hard  time  keeping  him 
out  of  that  stable  all  day  and  all  night. 
He  went  for  Pinto  with  his  whole  heart 
the  minute  I  brought  the  pony  into  the 
stable  yard." 

GOOD  news,  indeed.  Pinto  might  help 
to  fill  up  that  lonely  gap  in  Burke's 
life.  After  years  of  broadcasting  to 
children,  I  know  their  natural  hanker- 
ing for  animals.  Why,  Froggy,  the 
gremlin,  who  entertains  with  me  every 
Saturday  gets  more  fan  mail  from 
children  than  I  do. 

It  was  quite  by  accident  that  I  met 
the  Gittlesons  again.  My  own  family 
was  away,  visiting,  and  I  had  tried  to 
console  myself  with  a  visit  to  the  local 
movie  house.  And  coming  out  I 
bumped  right  into  the  Gittlesons.  They 
lived  close  by,  and  Mrs.  Gittleson 
urged  me  to  run  over  for  a  moment 
with  them  for  late  coffee  and  cake. 

It  was  while  we  were  in  the  living 
room,  waiting  for  Mrs.  Gittleson  to 
bring  in  the  cake  tray,  that  I  asked 
Henry  about  Burke  and  Pinto. 

I  thought  his  hand  trembled  a  little 
as  he  tried  to  light  his  pipe. 

"Pinto?"  He  kept  his  eyes  on  the 
flaming  match.  He  seemed  to  be  try- 
ing to  evade  the  answer,  then  abruptly 
he  put  down  his  pipe  and  leaned 
toward  me  in  his  chair. 

"Nothing  but  trouble,  Ed."  We  were 
on    first    names    by   now.      "From    the 


minute  that  pony  came  into  the  stable, 
we've  had  nothing  but  trouble  with 
Burke.  Oh — he's  just  as  well-behaved 
around  the  house  and  about  most  things 
as  he  always  was,  but — the  boy's 
turning  into  a  downright  liar,  Ed!  Do 
you  know — " 

Mrs.  Gittleson  interrupted.  "Are 
you  talking  about  Burke  and  Pinto, 
Henry?  I'm  glad.  Maybe  Mr.  Mc- 
Connell  can  help  us." 

I  could-  tell  the  matter  was  serious 
when  the  Gittlesons  looked  to  someone 
else  for  advice.  "You  said  he  tells 
lies?"     I  prodded. 

"Yes.  Burke  insists  that  Pinto  talks 
to  him— that  he  and  that  pony  carry 
on  long  conversations.  Either  the  boy 
is  deliberately  lying  to  us  or  his  mind 
has  slipped  over  the  borderline  be- 
tween fact  and  fancy — and  I'm  sure  it's 
not  that.  He  gets  furious  when  we  try 
to  point  out  the  pony  can't  talk.  And 
if  you're  to  believe  Burke,  that  animal 
is  a  pretty  bad  character."  Henry  tried 
to  laugh,  but  it  was  a  feeble  effort.    . 

"How  do  you  mean?"  I  asked. 

Mrs.  Gittleson  took  up  the  story. 
"For  instance,  this  morning.  Burke 
told  us,  quite  calmly,  that  Pinto  said 
if  I  ever  came  near  him  in  the  stable, 
he'd  bite  me.  And  when  I  scolded 
Burke  for  saying  that  about  his  own 
mother,  he  repeated  that  he  hadn't 
said  it,  Pinto  did.  I  tried  to  make  him 
admit  he  was  angry  with  me  because  I 
wouldn't  let  him  go  next  door  and  pick 
grapes,  but  he  still  insisted  it  was  Pinto 
who  didn't  like  me — not   Burke." 

HENRY  took  up  the  story.  "Pinto  can 
fly.  Pinto  can  swim.  Pinto  can — and 
does,  so  Burke  says — run  away  every 
night  and  have  wild  adventures  which 
we  have  to  hear  about  next  day.  Until 
that  horse  came,  Ed,  our  son  was  a 
loving,  obedient  and  docile  child — now 
he  has  Pinto  saying  things  about  us 
both  that  would  curl  your  hair!  And 
he  seems  to  think  now  that  he  can 
make  Pinto  responsible  for  saying  these 
things,   he   can   get   away  with   it. 

"Ed,  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  The 
boy  is  turning  into  such  a  clever  little 
liar!" 

I  tried  to  explain  to  them,  then,  my 
theories  about  children  and  their 
imaginations.  But  it  wasn't  much  use. 
I  tried  to  show  them  that  adults  have 
either  learned  to  adjust  or  else  found 
a  way  of  escape — in  their  day-dreams, 
where  they  win  wars  single-handed, 
tell  off  the  boss,  win  the  girl,  are 
heroes  or  villains  just  as  they  choose. 
Children  make  the  mistake  of  telling 
their  day-dreams. 

Actually,  I  consider  children  to  be 
the  most  ruthlessly  honest  individuals 
on  earth.  They  will  tell  you,  straight 
out,  whether  they  like  you  or  not. 
They  haven't  learned  yet  to  be  diplo- 
mats, hypocrites,  tactful  about  their 
observations.  And  if  a  child  trusts  you 
he  will  tell  you  anything. 

" — and  if  a  kid  thinks  you're  on  his 
side,  all  the  time,  Henry,  he'll  con- 
fide in  you,"  I  said.  "Let  him  tell  you 
his  conversations  with  Pinto;  it's  a  good 
way  of  finding  out  what's  going  on  in 
his  head.  I've  had  kids  tell  me  the 
biggest  whoppers  you  ever  heard  and 
I  encourage  them  to  tell  me  clear 
through  to  the  finish.  If  you  don't  act 
shocked,  usually  a  kid  will  wind  up 
by  saying  of  his  own  accord  that  it's 
a  made-up  story.  I've  had  them  say 
to  me — 'See,  I  fooled  you,  didn't  I!' 
You'd  be  surprised  what  a  kid  re- 
veals, that  way,  about  himself  and 
his  ambitions  and  his  resentments." 

The  Gittlesons  listened  politely,  but  I 


when  he  catches  you  *a\\  cream'— don't  scream... 
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FOR  A 
WILLOWY  WAIST 

Bestform's  waist 
controller  .  .  .  side 
Talon  girdle  with 
vertical  stretch  back, 
featuring  "swing  back" 
elastic  band  for  smooth 
midriff  molding.  At 
good  stores  everywhere. 
In  nude — sizes  25  to  34. 

Style  5464- 14 inch.  5^^ 
Style  5664-16inch.  6^° 
Style  5864- 18 inch.    7^° 
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Are  YOU  Bothered 
by  Constipation? 

Here's  what  millions  do  for 
pleasant,  satisfying  relief  I 

Constipation  is  bad  enough.  Why  add 
to  your  troubles  by  taking  a  harsh, 
upsetting  laxative?  Next  time  you 
need  relief,  take  pleasant,  gentle 
Ex-Lax. 

Ex-Lax  gets  results  easily,  com- 
fortably. It  isn't  violent  or  upsetting 
like  some  laxatives  are.  When  you 
take  Ex-Lax,  you  hardly  know  you 
have  used  a  laxative,  except  for  the 
satisfying  relief  you  get. 

Yet,  gentle  as  it  is,  you  can  depend 
on  Ex-Lax  for  thorough  relief.  It  is 
biologically  tested  for  effective  action. 
Many  doctors  use  Ex-Lax  in  their 
practice. 

And  remember,  Ex-Lax  has  a  deli- 
cious chocolate  taste.  It's  a  real  plea- 
sure to  take ! 

So  take  Ex-Lax  and  as  a  precau- 
tion use  only  as  directed.  Ex-Lax  is 
America's  most  widely  used  laxative 
— the  favorite  of  old  and  young  alike. 
Still  only  10(J.  Economy  size,  25<^. 

When  Nature  "forgets". ..  remember 

EX-LAX 

THE  CHOCOLATED  LAXATIVE 

ow  \o  make  a 
SacZ-eyed  6a&y 

ttAPPV! 

,\r\.  Such  a  sad  little 
'i*«f  baby!  And  no 
wonder  —  look  at  her 
straight,  stringy  hair. 
Too  bad  her  mother 
hasn't  discovered 
Nestle  Baby  Hair 
Treatment,  the  gentle 
lotion  that  helps  give 
babies  lovely  curls. 


What  a  difference! 
Nestle  Baby  Hair 
Treatment  has  helped 
transform  her  straight, 
wispy  hair  into  ador- 
able curls.  Why  not 
use  it  on  your  baby. 

At  drug.  dept.  stores, 
baby  and  beauty  shops, 
or  If  unable  to  buy  lo- 
cally, mail  coupon. 

/l£jt^  BABY  HAIR  TREATMENT 

Awarded  the  lamous  Seal  of  Commendatlan  Irom  Parents'  Magazine 
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MAIL  THIS  COUPON  TODAY 

Nestle-LeMur  Co.  Merlden.  Connecticut 

Q  Send  me  (tax  and  postage  prepaid)  full  size 
bottle  of  Nestle  Baby  Hair  Treatment  and  your 
FREE  booklet  "Curls  for  your  Baby".  I  am  en- 
closing  $1.00. 

Name 

Address 

City State. .  .mwg-10-47. 


knew  we  were  talking  a  different 
language.  To  them  it  was  all  black 
and  white.  Burke  was  telling  lies. 
Burke  must  be  stopped  from  telling 
lies. 

To  say  that  I  was  troubled,  going 
home,  would  be  putting  it  mildly.  I 
had  hoped  a  great  deal  for  little  Burke 
from  the  companionship  of  his  pony. 
I  had  hoped  that  its  appearance  in  the 
neighborhood  might  also  attract  the 
other  children.  But  the  boy  seemed 
to  have  retreated  farther  and  farther 
into  his  dream-world.  His  fantasy 
that  Pinto  could  talk  was  Burke's  way 
of  escaping  the  iron  discipline  imposed 
on  him — Pinto  was  his  outlet  for  being 
bad. 

THE  Gittlesons  weren't  unfeeling 
parents.  They  thought  they  were  do- 
ing the  right  thing  for  their  son,  bring- 
ing him  up  so  strictly. 

Two  nights  later  the  phone  rang, 
sharply. 

It  was  three  A.M.,  and  I  woke  up 
blessing  up  and  down  the  idiot  who 
would  get  me  out  of  bed  at  that  hour. 
I  stumbled  to  the  telephone  and  an- 
swered it  in  no  very  friendly  tones. 
"Yes — who  is  it?" 

The  voice  that  answered  was  agi- 
tated to  the  point  of  panic. 

"It's  Henry  Gittleson,  Ed.  I'm  ter- 
ribly sorry  to  wake  you  up  like  this — 
but  Burke's  gone!" 

I  was  still  half-asleep  and  the  words 
didn't  quite  penetrate.  "Gone?  Gone 
where?" 

"Just  gone,  Ed.  I  thought  perhaps 
he'd  run  away  to  your  house.  He  took 
Pinto,  so  they  could  have  covered  the 
distance  in  this  time.  Are  you  sure 
he's  not  there,  somewhere?" 

Wide  awake  by  now  and  fully 
alarmed,  I  looked  out  through  the  sun 
porch  window.  "I  don't  think  so, 
Henry,  but  I'll  have  a  look.  He  might 
possibly  be  outside,  but  I  would  have 
heard  Pinto,  I  think.  Give  me  a  few 
more  details,  first." 

Henry  explained  that  they  had  come 
home  late  and  before  retiring  had 
looked  in  to  see  if  the  boy  was  okay. 
Burke's  bed  had  been  slept  in,  a  win- 
dow was  wide  open — and  he  was  gone. 
The  girl  who  "sat"  with  Burke  while 
they  '  were  out  reported  that  she'd 
heard  nothing  suspicious;  she'd  looked 
in  only  fifteen  minutes  before  and  then 
gone  on  reading  her  book.  He  was  in 
bed,  then.  She'd  heard  no  noise  from 
the  stables,  but  Burke  had  learned  to 
bridle  and  saddle  Pinto,  himself,  and 
he  must  have  been  careful  in  the  dark. 
I  got  dressed  in  a  hurry  and  went 
outside.  Little  boys  do  run  away  quite 
often,  but  they  don't  usually  make  such 
elaborate  plans  as  Burke  had  done. 
It  looked  as  if  he'd  carefully  waited  for 
the  best  time — lain  there  in  bed  until 
just  the  right  moment.  I  was  plenty 
worried. 

There  was  no  sign  of  either  him  or 
Pinto  on  my  place. 

When  I  drove  into  the  Gittlesons'  an 
hour  later,  I  asked  the  question  that 
had  been  uppermost  in  my  mind  since 
Henry  had  first  told  me  of  the  run- 
away. 

"What  made  him  do  it?"  I  asked.  "I 
certainly  wouldn't  have  put  him  down 
as   adventurous." 

Henry  looked  as  if  he  would  like  to 
tell  me  it  was  none  of  my  business. 
He  stiffened  and  his  face  closed  up 
tight.     But  his  wife  was  different. 

Huddled  in  the  chair,  she  was  crying 
and  not  caring  who  saw  her.  I'll  never 
forget  those  two  in  that  room.  There 
was  only  one  dim  light  glowing  over  on 
the  desk;  the  rest  of  the  room  was  in 


shadow.  Outside  the  lanterns  and 
flashlights  bobbed  up  and  down  as 
friends  and  neighbors  hunted  for 
tracks  of  the  pony.  San  Fernando 
Valley  is  a  big  place,  for  the  most  part 
residential  and  suburban,  but  out  here 
where  the  Gittlesons  lived  there  were 
larger  orange  ranches  and  farms,  hills 
and  big,  fantastic  rocks,  gullies  and  un- 
derbrush— plenty  of  places  for  an  eight- 
year-old  to  hide — or  get  lost  in. 

The  strain  of  waiting  was  telling  on 
Mrs.  Gittleson. 

And,  on  Henry,  too.  Suddenly  the 
remnants  of  his  self-assurance  cracked 
wide  open.  He  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands.  "I  don't  understand  it,  Ed. 
Burke  knows  I've  always  wanted  to  do 
the  best  for  him — he  knows  I  only  do 
things  for  his  own  good.  I  thought  I 
knew  my  son,  Ed.  But  today  you  would 
have  thought  I  wasn't  his  father,  the 
way  he  talked  back  to  me.  He  said  he 
hated  me.     He  flew  into  a  temper."  • 

"What  caused  it?" 

"I  told  him  we  would  have  to  take 
Pinto  away  from  him." 

"Oh,  Lord!"  I  thought,  silently.  And 
then,  aloud:  "And  you  expected  him 
to  understand  that?" 

"I've  always  expected  him  to  under- 
stand that  I  do  things  for  his  own  good. 
I  never  have  to  explain  to  him — he 
knows  I  try  to  be  fair.  He's  intelligent. 
I  told  him  he  had  been  warned  over 
and  over  again  not  to  indulge  his  fancy 
over  Pinto  talking,  but  that  it  had 
reached  the  point  where  it  would  be 
best  for  him  and  the  pony  to  separate. 
I  knew  he'd  be  disappointed — but  I 
didn't  think  he'd  go  all  to  pieces  like 
that — tell  me  he  hated  me — throw  him- 
self at  me,  screaming  at  the  top  of  his 
lungs." 

TALKING  to  Gittleson  now  was  like 
kicking  a  man  when  he  was  down,  but 
I'd  never  have  a  better  chance  to  make 
him  understand. 

"You  didn't  expect  that?  You  were 
prepared  to  take  away  the  boy's 
closest  friend,   his  other-self — " 

He  almost  shouted  at  me.  "Pinto's 
a  horse!  He's  not  a  human  being,  even 
if  you  and  Burk^  seem  to  think  so." 

"Of  course  not.  But  you  kept  Burke 
so  slicked  up  and'  so  polite,  so  full  of 
do's  and  don'ts,  he  wasn't  comfortable 
around  other  children — so  Pinto  was 
the  closest  thing  in  his  life.  Yes,  I 
mean  that.  Parents  can't  ever  really 
bridge  that  gap  between  them  and 
their  kids — not  just  years,  but  years  of 
experience!" 

I'd  said  enough.  I'm  not  one  for  lec- 
turing, anyway;  where  kids  are  con- 
cerned I've  got  too  much  to  learn,  my- 
self. Besides,  it  wasn't  good  for  Henry 
to  sit  here  in  the  house  while  others 
were  out  hunting  for  his  boy.  Inac- 
tion would  just  rasp  his  nerves  and  he'd 
work  himself  into  a  state  of  agony. 

All  that  night  we  hunted.  When  day 
broke  we  had  narrowed  the  search 
down  to  one  hill — particularly  bad, 
particularly  rocky.  By  process  of 
elimination,  by  rousing  all  the  neigh- 
bors in  all  directions,  by  inquiring  in 
every  all-night  filling  station  and  res- 
taurant, the  searching  party  came  to 
the  conclusion  Burke  and  Pinto  had 
left  the  main  roads  and  struck  up  over 
this  hill. 

State  troopers  had  joined  us,  and 
while  their  presence  gave  the  search 
efficiency,  it  also  added  the  final  touch 
of  ominousness.  The  boy  had  been  out 
all  night  long  and  Burke  was  dressed 
thinly.  There  might  be  danger  of  ex- 
posure; there  was  worse  to  be  expected 
from  the  boy's  own  shock  if  he  were 
lost — or  he  might  have  fallen  and  be 


lying  hurt  somewhere. 

We  reassured  ourselves  by  saying 
that  the  pony,  at  least,  was  hard  to 
hide.  By  honeycombing  the  hill  with 
searchers  we  would  be  sure  to  hear 
Pinto  nickering  or  moving  about. 

But  Pinto  was  found  that  mornings 
and  no  Burke.  A  farmer  came  upon 
the  little  horse  wandering  aimlessly 
near  a  dirt  road,  dragging  his  bridle 
behind  him. 

Now  the  search  doubled  in  in- 
tensity. Mrs.  Gittleson  was  frantic, 
refusing  the  sedative  the  doctor  or- 
dered, pacing  up  and  down  outside  the 
house,  unable  to  sit  still.  Henry's 
neat,  tidy  face  wore  an  unaccustomed 
haggard,  disheveled  look  and  his  eyes 
were  miserable  and  haunted.  He  drove 
himself  tirelessly,  punishing  himself — 
forcing  hew  paths  through  the  scratchy 
underbrush,  going  over  ground  the 
others  had  already  covered  sometimes 
— as  if  he  would  cover  every  inch  of 
the  hill  by  himself. 

It  was  dusk  again,  and  I  was  trying 
to  persuade  Henry  to  go  back  to  the 
house  with  me  for  a  quick  bite  to  eat, 
when  the  shout  came — the  shout  we'd 
been  praying  for — 

"We've  found  him!  We've  got  him 
— he's  safe!" 

I  saw  Henry  lean  for  a  second  against 
the  trunk  of  a  tree,  weak  in  his  re- 
lief. He  took  a  long  shuddering 
breath.  Then  he  turned  and  plunged 
down  the  hill  to  where  the  little  knot 
of  men  were  hurriedly  gathering. 

Burke  was  safe.  Exhausted  and 
whimpering  a  little  from  shock  and 
tiredness,  but  safe  and  unhurt. 

One  man  carried  in  the  limp  little 
figure  and  put  him  on  his  bed,  turning 
him  over  to  his  mother.  There  wasn't 
much  Henry  could  say  in  his  relief  to 
the  searching  party;  there  wasn't  much 
in  the  way  of  thanks  that  these  friendly 
neighbors  wanted  to  hear.  They  had 
children  of  their  own  and  they  well 
knew  the  burden  of  anxiety  the  parents 
had  carried.  One  by  one  they  slipped 
away.  Even  in  their  relief  they  kept 
their  voices  low  so  as  not  to  disturb 
Mrs.  Gittleson's  vigil. 

Though  I  doubt  if  she  would  have 
heard  them,  so  intent  was  she  on  the 
boy  on  the  bed.  The  doctor  came, 
pronounced  him  well,  though  weak 
from  his  day-and-night  ordeal  with- 
out water  or  food — and  ordered  him  to 
stay  in  bed  for  a  while. 

"Where  did  you  find  him?"  I  asked. 

A  neighbor  whispered  back.  "A 
little  cave  on  the  hillside." 

I  might  have  known  that.  There's 
something  instinctive  for  a  child,  when 
he  finds  himself  in  trouble,  to  hunt  a 
place  to  hide  himself.  Have  you  ever 
seen  a  child  crawl  under  a  table  or  a 
chair  when  he's  been  punished? 

I  started  to  leave,  too,  but  Henry 
laid  his  hand  on  my  arm  and  held  me 
back. 

"Don't  go,  Ed.  Not  right  now.  If 
you  don't  mind— I'd— I'd  like  to  talk. 
Im  tired,  but  I've  got  to  talk.  You 
see,  Ed,  I  don't  know  what  to  do. 
When  Burke's  better,  tomorrow,  what 
am  I  going  to  say  to  him?     How  am  I 


What  could  bring  a  mother  to  give 

away  a  child?    Heartbreaking  .  .  , 

and   inspiring   ...   a   story   told    by 

DR.    MATTHEWS 

or  THE  GUIDING  LIGHT 
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ITIerry  -  Go  -  Round  encircles  your  bust  with  glamour— transforms 
a  small  bust  into  alluring,  feminine  curves— gives  a  full  bosom 
youthful,  firm  contours.  Circles  of  stitching  support  the  bust- 
patented  Circular  Bias  molds  the  bust.  The  secret's  in  the  circle! 
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V  For  FREE  Booklet,  "Your  New  Guide 
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A  REVOLUTIONARY 

NEW  PROCTOR 
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It  The  iron  that  lifts 
itself! 

♦  Makes  sit-down 
ironing  possible! 

*  Even  heat  for  fast- 
er ironing  .  . 
better  work! 


*  Rayon  Safe  Signal 
red  warning 
if  heat  is  too  high 
for  synthetics. 


It's  new, . .  it's  exclusive...  it's 

PROCTOR 

AUTOMATIC  ELECTRICAL  APPLIANCES 

P»OCTOR  ElECTWC  COMPANY,  PHIIADEIPHIA  40.  PA. 


A  West  Branch  Cedar  Hope  Chest  will 
help  fulfill  your  dream  of  a  graciously  fur- 
nished home.  Whether  your  heart  is  set  on 
period  or  modern,  every  West  Brauch  is 
styled  to  express  your  sense  of  beauty  in 
yourpresenthome...orin  one  you  may  be 
planning.  Your  precious  possessions  are 
perfectly  protected  in  its  roomy  interior. 
West  Branch  Chests,  Milton.  Pa. 


West  Branch 


CEDAR  HOPE  CHEST 
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For  The 

Happiest  Returns 

Of  The  Day 

It's  an  extra  Happy  Birthday  for 
youngsters  and  grown-ups  alike 
when  these  gay  plastic  animal  can- 
dle-holders deck  the  cake.  Master- 
pieces of  amusing  design,  daintily 
executed  in  carnival  colors,  here's  a 
lucky  elephant,  clever  seal,  svelte 
swan  and  shy  deer.  This  merry 
menagerie,  washable  of  course,  is 
ready  to  brighten  years  and  years  of 
birthday  parties.  Assorted  colors, 
plain  or  hand-painted. 

24  plain $1 .00  boxed 

12  hand-painted $1.00  boxed 

FINA  GALANO 

Dept.  M,  545  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York   17,  N.  T. 


^^"^-^J  HOLLYWOOD'S 
famous    "LIFTEE"    BRA 


5    MAGIC 

ADJUSTMENT 

FEATURES 

In  a  twinkling 
you  can  adjust 
your  "Liftee"  Bra 
to  a  shape  of  firm 
beauty.  "Llftee" 
has  5  secret  maeic 
regulators,  3  tor 
the  breasts,  one 
for  the  shoulder 
straps,  one  for 
the  back.  For 
glamorous  breast 
form,  rush  coupon 
today. 


FROM  HOLLYWOOD  to  you  now  comes 
the  real  secret  of  glamorous  bust 
control.  Designed  and  made  in  the 
world's  fashion  capital  to  meet  Film- 
land's demand  for  enchantingly  beau- 
tiful breast  lines.  LIFTEE  Bra  has 
secret  regulators  that  smartly  hold 
your  breasts  in  wide  separation  and 
mould  them  into  alluring  curves. 
With  LIFTEE'S  patented  controls,  you 
may  change  your  breast  shape  instant- 
ly, to  get  the  utmost  in  contour  .  .  . 
real  ' ' Sweater  Girl"  appeal  in  any 
dress,  sweater  or  blouse.  At  last  you, 
too,  may  enjoy  healthful,  firm,  gentle 
UPLIFT.       Become     transformed— look 

fresh,     youthful     and     glamorous     In 

Hollywood's  famous  LIFTEE  Bra.  .,«.■. 

"SWEATER    GIRL"    GLAMOUR    FOR    YOUl 
LIFTEE  Bra   is    exquisitely  fashioned  of   high   quality,    lus- 
trous,    shimmering     Satin     or    Broadcloth.       It     retains     its 
original    shape   after   each   washing.    Send   no    inoney.    Just 
rush    coupon    below,    and    we'll    rush    the    LIFTEE    to    you. 
Pay   postman    only    $1.98    Plus   postage.      If    not    thrilHngly 
pleased    return    Bra    in     10    days    for    your    $1.98    refund. 
Sizes   32  to  42.    CUPS:    Smalt,    medium,    large.    Rush  order 
now.    Give  size  and  cup.  Designed,  produced  in  Hollywood. 
S.  J.  WEGMAN   COMPANY.   Dept    RM-665 
9  East  45th  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
SEND  NO  MONEY— 10  Day  Unconditional  FREE  TRIAL 


IS.    J.    WEGMAN    COMPANY,    Dept.    RM-665 
9  East  45th  Street.   New  York   17,   N.   Y.     _ 
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■  on  delivery, 

I  Name 
Address 

I  City  &  Zone State 
Bust  Size I  consider  my  breasts: 

ID   Small         O  Medium         O  Large 
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going  to  make  him  understand  what 
he  did?    I  can't  punish  him!" 

"You  punished  him  before.  That's 
why  he  ran  away,  Henry.  Are  you 
just  going  to  repeat  the  pattern  all 
over  again?" 

"Is  he  going  to  grow  up  to  be  a 
liar,  Ed?"  he  countered. 

"I  told  you  before,  I'm  no  good  at 
speechifying.  But  I'm  going  to  say  a 
few  things.  You  keep  a  child  or  a 
pony  on  too  tight  a  rein  and  what's 
going  to  happen?  He's  going  to  buck. 
A  child  has  to  grow  up  knowing  the 
rules  in  this  life,  but  you  want  hinv  to 
be  independent,  too,  don't  you?  How's 
a  child  going  to  think  for  himself  if 
he's  never  allowed  to  make  his  own 
mistakes?" 

Henry  Gittleson  said,  humbly,  "I 
know  you're  right  about  that,  Ed. 
You're  not  the  only  one's  told  me  I'm 
too  strict  with  my  boy.  I  can  see  my 
mistake,  and  when  he's  better  the  first 
thing  I'm  going  to  do  is  buy  that  kid 
a  pair  of  overalls  and  hope  he  gets 
into  plenty  of  dirt  and  maybe  a  few 
scraps.  I'd  like  to  see  him  with  a 
bloody  nose,  even.  But  what  bothers 
me  is  this  lying  business." 

CAN'T  you  get  it  straight?— the  dif- 
ference between  lying  and  imagina- 
tion?" 

He  hunched  his  shoulders,  impa- 
tiently, but  I  went  on. 

"These  stories  he  made  up  about 
Pinto  came  about  because  there  was 
a  need  in  Burke  to  escape  into  a 
world  of  fantasy  where  he  and  Pinto 
were  free  agents.  It's  a  painful  proc- 
ess for  kids,  growing  up.  They  know 
they  have  to  learn  to  compromise. 
They  know  they're  earthbound;  they 
know  they  have  to  live  with  other 
people;  conform  to  certain  rules;  but 
they're  fighting  those  rules,  all  the  time. 
If  the  rules  don't  give  once  in  a  while 
— relax  a  little  and  let  them  have  a 
breathing   spell — they   get  frustrated." 

I  was  going  to  get  it  off  my  chest 
while  I  had  the  chance.  "Grown-ups 
like  you  and  me  can  work  out  some  of 
our  frustrations  by  making  some  of 
our  dreams  come  true.  We  have  our 
audience  to  play  for — whether  we're 
lawyers  like  you,  or  radio  people,  like 
me.  Or  grown-ups  fly  aeroplanes  or 
drive  speedboats  or  pilot  ships.  But 
children  don't  have  these  realizations. 
They  have  to  make  them  up.  Why  do 
you  think  comic  books  and  fairy-tales 
appeal  so  much  to  children?  Look  how 
bad  Burke  made  Pinto!  He  was  just 
transferring  to  the  pony  all  the  deep- 
down  violent  reactions  he,  himself, 
had  but  was  never  allowed  to  show. 
Actually,  Henry,  you  should  have  been 
grateful  that  Burke  had  Pinto  to  take 
out  these  resentments  against  you  and 
society." 

We  were  interrupted  by  Mrs.  Git- 
tleson, motioning  to  us  from  the  bed- 
room door.     We  tiptoed  into  the  room. 

The  boy  on  the  bed  turned  his  head 
at  our  approach,  but  his  eyes  were  in- 
different, hardly  seeming  to  see  us. 

"Burke — "  his  father  whispered, 
leaning  over.  And  there  was  a  yearn- 
ing in  his  voice. 

But  the  boy  hardly  seemed  to  hear 
him,  though  he  looked  straight  at  him. 
And  now  we  saw  that  there  was  a 
hurt  in  the  boy's  eyes  that  had  nothing 
to  do  with  his  physical  condition. 

He  said,  elowly — "Pinto  left  me. 
Pinto  wouldn't  stay  with  me.  I  called 
him  and  called  him,  but  he  left  me." 

This  was  Henry  Gittleson's  chance 
,  .  .  his  chance  to  forever  disillusion  his 
child;  to  destroy  Burke's  faith,  forever, 


in  the  magic  of  his  make-believe  world. 
I  held  my  breath  .  .  .  waiting  for  the 
practical  words,  the  no-nonsense, 
adult  words  that  would  tell  Burke  how 
foolish  he  was  to  expect  a  pony  to  act 
like  anything  but  a  pony. 

Henry  sat  down,  gently,  on  the  bed. 
And  presently  he  spoke. 

"Maybe  Pinto  was  smarter  than  you 
think,  Burke.  Maybe  he  knew  you 
were  both  in  trouble  and  he  left  you, 
so  he  could  find  us  and  tell  us  where 
you  were.  The  only  thing  is — he  for- 
got we  couldn't  talk  to  him.  We  didn't 
know  how."  And,  somehow,  Henry 
managed  a  chuckle  that  brought  forth, 
like  an  echo,  an  answering,  timid  little 
smile  from  Burke.  "I'll  bet  Pinto 
thought  we  were  awfully  stupid,  after 
he  left  you  just  so  he  could  find  us  and 
lead  us  to  you,  and  then  we  couldn't 
understand  a  word  he  was  saying!" 

And  then  Burke  laughed.  Weak  it 
was — but  wonderful  in  the  way  he 
looked  at  his  father  as  if  they,  two, 
shared  a  secret.  Imagine! — Daddy 
thinking  Pinto  could  talk! 

I  felt  like  shouting. 

Gittleson  brought  little  Burke  over 
to  my  house  a  few  days  later,  just  as 
I  was  leaving  for  my  Hollywood  broad- 
cast. 

I  took  one  look  at  them — at  the  way 
Burke  leaned  so  companionably,  so 
trustingly,  against  his  father's  shoulder 
— at  the  new  pride  and  humility  in 
Henry's  eyes — and  I  invited  them  to  go 
along.  When  something  is  as  right  as 
that  relationship  between  the  two,  it's 
too  good  to  miss. 

The  way  they  talked! — driving  in. 
Like  two  old  cronies.  Henry  was  be- 
ing very  smart,  not  drawing  a  blanket 
of  censorship  over  Burke's  runaway, 
but  letting  him  talk  about  it  and  get- 
ting it  out  of  his  system. 

" — and  then  we  rode  and  we  rode  and 
there  was  a  big  hill  and  a  bear  and  a 
tiger  and  Pinto  went  right  towards  him 
and  stamped  on  him  with  his  feet 
and—" 

"Yes?  And  then  what  happened  to 
the  bear,  Burke?" 

"Oh,  he  wasn't  hurt!" 

I  cut  in.  'What  did  Pinto  say  to 
that?" 

THE  boy  looked  up  at  me,  mischief  and 
glee  in  his  eyes.  "Mr.  McConnell! 
You  know  Pinto  can't  talk!  Besides, 
I'm  getting  too  big— big  like  my  Daddy 
— I  couldn't  understand  him  anyway!" 

I  put  them  in  the  soundproof  spon- 
sor's booth  to  watch  the  show.  I  could 
see  them  laughing  over  the  antics  of 
Grandy,  the  piano;  Squeaky,  the  box; 
Midnight,  the  cat;  and  Chickie,  the  hen. 

But  I  noticed  that  the  smile  faded, 
and  in  its  place  there  was  a  genuine 
interest  and  understanding,  when 
Froggy,  the  gremlin,  was  holding  forth. 
I  know  that  Henry  realized,  seeing  the 
raptures  the  children  went  into  over  the 
antics  of  the  big,  swaggering  frog, 
played  by  announcer  Arch  Presby  that 
Froggy  is  my  conception  of  what  all 
children  would  like  to  have  around 
them — a  gremlin  who  could  get  away 
with  all  the  forbidden,  the  impossible 
things  they  would  like  to  do,  them- 
selves. 

I  like  to  think — and  Henry  agrees 
with  me — that  Froggy  is,  to  thousands 
of  children,  what  Pinto  was  to  Burke. 
A  necessary  transference  of  the  desires 
they  must  inhibit.  A  friend  who  can 
defy  the  rules  of  society.  And  a  won- 
derful figure  for  their  imaginations  to 
flow  and  build  and  create  around; 
to  help  make  their  lives  richer;  to 
help     them     with     their     growing-up. 


I  Quizzed  the 
Quiz  Kids 

{Continued  from  page  23) 

letters  were  narrowed  down  to  ten 
which  the  committee  unanimously  se- 
lected as  best,  and  the  ten  teachers 
named  in  these  letters  were  closely 
investigated  by  the  committee. 

I  didn't  even  know  that  one  of  my 
former  fourth-grade  pupils  had  writ- 
ten a  letter  about  me  until  I  received 
a  card  from  the  Quiz  Kids  telling  me 
about  it.  Even  then,  I  didn't  give  the 
contest  too  much  thought,  regarding 
the  letter  as  the  mere  childish  en- 
thusiasm of  a  boy  I  had  in  class  the 
previous  year,  10-year-old  Edgar  Na- 
tion, Jr.  I  found  out  later  that  Ed- 
gar's letter,  for  which  he  was  awarded 
$100,  said: 

"Miss  Neal  made  me  feel  that  I  was 
'somebody.' 

"ll[0  one  ever  gets  sent  to  the  'of- 
11  fice'  for  punishment  in  Miss  Neal's 
room,  because  we  learn  to  handle  things 
like  that  ourselves.  We  learned  self- 
control  because  the  rest  of  the  room 
made  you  feel  so  bad  when  you  mis- 
behaved. 

"Everyone  in  the  room  was  in  a  hurry 
to  get  to  school  every  morning  because 
we  had  something  to  do  and  we  wanted 
to  get  started.  She  called  my  mother 
once  and  told  her  how  much  I  had 
improved  in  my  arithmetic,  and  how 
well  I  was  doing  my  work.  To  me 
that  was  so  wonderful  that  I  felt  like 
working  my  head  off  for  her. 

"I  began  to  feel  like  I  could  do 
things  as  well  as  the  others  and  I  sure 
liked  school.  I  believe  the  main 
reason  Miss  Neal  is  such  a  good 
teacher  is  because  she  likes  to  teach 
school  and  she  likes  people.  She's 
pretty,  too." 

I  more  or  less  forgot  about  the  whole 
incident  until  I  received  a  special  de- 
livery letter  from  Mr.  Lewellen  tell- 
ing me  that  I  was  one  of  the  ten 
finalists.  Of  course,  I  couldn't  help 
mentioning  it  to  a  few  of  my  friends, 
and  pretty  soon  the  whole  town  seemed 
to  know  about  my  good  fortune.  In 
the  meantime,  the  judges  read  letters 
from  my  superiors  in  Jackson,  and 
from  other  pupils  and  parents  who 
wrote  the  Quiz  Kids. 

It  seemed  that  I  couldn't  even  visit 
the  store  to  buy  a  bottle  of  milk  with- 
out the  clerk  and  other  friends  ask- 
ing me,  "Have  you  heard  anything 
more.  Miss  Neal?"  In  fact,  I  thought 
quite  seriously  about  walking  around 
the  town  with  a  sandwich  board,  pro- 
claiming, "No  New  News  Yet." 

Then  I  received  a  wire  from  Mr. 
Lewellen,  asking  if  it  would  be  con- 
venient for  me  to  have  him  visit  my 
classroom.  Of  course,  I  immediately 
wired  back  that  I  would  enjoy  having 
him  visit  us. 

I  must  say  that  I've  never  been 
dismissed  from  my  own  classroom  more 
gracefully  than  when  Mr.  Lewellen 
dismissed  me.  He  talked  with  the 
superintendent  and  others,  and  then 
visited  the  room.  "You  know,"  he 
said,  "I've  always  wondered  if  I  would 
be  able  to  teach  a  group  of  children, 
all  by  myself.  Would  you  be  good 
enough  to  let  me  try  it.  Miss  Neal?" 

The  children  told  me  later  that  Mr. 
Lewellen  just  wanted  to  chat  with 
them.  (As  if  I  didn't  know,  and  as  if 
I  wasn't  out  in  the  hall  keeping  my 
fingers  crossed!)  "He  said  he  just 
wanted  to  have  a  heart-to-heart  talk 
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with  us  about  you,"  one  of  them  told 
me  later.  "He  asked  us  if  we  could 
think  of  any  way  in  which  you  aren't 
perfect.  We  thought  and  thought. 
Finally,  one  boy  put  up  his  hand  and 
said,  'Well,  she  sometimes  makes  mis- 
takes in  arithmetic'  But  five  of  us 
raised  our  hands  then,  and  another 
boy  said,  'She  didn't  make  niistakes 
until  she  got  your  letter  about  the 
prize!' " 

Several  days  later,  while  I  was 
teaching  class,  I  was  called  to  the  tele- 
phone. It  was  Mr.  Langcliff,  program 
director  of  station  WJDX  in  Jackson. 

"Say,"  he  said,  "have  you  heard 
anything  from  the  Quiz  Kids?" 

"No,  nothing  more,"  I  replied. 

"Well,  I've  just  received  a  wire," 
Mr.  Langcliff  said.  "They're  sending 
you  one  too,  but  this  must  have  been 
delivered  first.  You've  won  the  con- 
test!" 

WHEN  I  returned  to  the  classroom  I 
just  sat  down,  and  looked  at  the 
children.  They  were  quiet,  expec- 
tantly waiting  for  me  to  say  some- 
thing about  our  bird  studies.  I  just 
said,  "Well,  children,  I've  won  the 
contest." 

And  then,  I  declare  I've  never  heard 
such  pandemonium  in  all  my  life. 
Those  children  just  shouted,  and  yelled, 
and  some  of  the  boys  whistled  as  loud 
as  they  could.  Almost  immediately, 
two  or  three  pupils  who  had  been  in 
the  hall,  and  another  teacher,  looked 
in  the  door.  "She's  won  the  contest! 
She's  won  the  contest!"  the  children 
were  shouting  over  and  over. 

Schoolroom  decorum  was  destroyed 
as  classroom  door  after  classroom  door 
opened  and  the  children  called  to  each 
other,  "Miss  Neal  has  won  the  contest! 
Miss  Neal  has  won  the  contest!"  I'm 
afraid  that  was  quite  the  end  of  study- 
ing that  day! 

I  was  interviewed  on  WJDX  at  9:00 
on  the  next  Sunday  morning,  and  that 
afternoon  my  name  was  announced 
on  the  Quiz  Kids  program  itself. 
Overnight  I  became  a  local  celebrity 
— which  I  can  assure  you  is  something 
for  a  schoolteacher!  Reporters  came 
to  the  school  during  noontime,  and 
photographers  took  pictures  of  the 
class.  It  was  all  very  exciting  for  the 
children — although  I'm  again  afraid 
that  in  all  the  excitement  that  week 
we  didn't  get  much  work  done! 

As  the  news  traveled  around  the 
town,  everybody  was  simply  grand  to 
me!  In  fact,  everybody  in  two  towns 
was  grand!  You  see,  although  I  stay 
in  Jackson  during  the  week,  while  I'm 
teaching  school,  I  go  home  every  week- 
end. My  home  town  is  really  Brandon, 
fifteen  miles  from  Jackson,  where  my 
mother  and  father  live.  My  father  has 
been  an  invalid  for  five  years,  so  those 
visits  home  mean  a  great  deal  to  me. 
Scores  of  people  in  Jackson  and 
Brandon  wrote  me  letters,  and  called 
me  on  the  telephone,  to  congratulate 
me  and  to  wish  me  an  enjoyable  visit 
in  Chicago.  I  heard  from  former  pupils 
I  hadn't  seen  for  years — my  goodness, 
some  of  them  were  married  and  rais- 
ing three  children! 

To  supplement  my  salary  as  a  school- 
teacher, which  was  only  $1,900  a  year, 
I  had  been  working  from  6:30  to  9:30 
each  night,  and  from  noon  to  9:30  P.M. 
on  Saturday,  at  the  Paramount-Rich- 
ards Theatre,  taking  tickets.  Yes,  I'm 
quite  an  accomplished  ticket-tearer. 
"That  brought  me  an  additional  income, 
and  helped  balance  the  budget. 

The  theater  planned  a  big  party 
for  me,  and  even  put  my  name  up  on 
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the  marquee — in  letters  just  as  big  as 
those  they  use  for  Betty  Grable!  The 
Parent-Teachers'  Association  pre- 
sented me  with  a  beautiful  set  of  lug- 
gage, and  the  theater  employees  gave 
me  toilet  articles,  perfume  and  a  diary. 
(But  I  was  so  busy  in  Chicago  I  didn't 
even  have  time  to  write  a  line  in  the 
diary — I  filled  it  all  in  later!)  Mr. 
Richards  of  the  theater  sent  me  a 
handsome  check,  too.  And  the  PTA 
mothers  gave  me  another  party  in  the 
school  auditorium,  where  they  brought 
together  all  the  things  the  various 
stores  in  Jackson  gave  me — a  black 
woolen  suit,  black  dress  and  hat,  purse, 
gloves,  white  blouse,  costume  jewelry, 
overnight  bag,  cosmetic  kits,  lingerie, 
hose  by  the  dozen,  boxes  of  candy, 
flowers  and  other  giits.  It  felt  just  as 
if  I'd  hit  the  jackpot  of  all  the  give- 
away radio  programs  at  one  time! 

I  received  an  orchid  on  the  Orchids  to 
You  radio  program  of  station  WSLI, 
and  wore  it  to  the  airport.  Jackson 
city  officials  took  me  to  my  Chicago 
and  Southern  Dixieliner  with  motor- 
cycles and  police  escort  cars  sounding 
their  sirens.  Even  the  state  superin- 
tendent of  education  was  there.  I'm 
sure  some  of  the  people  at  the  airport 
from  out  of  town  must  have  thought 
President  Truman  had  come  to  Jack- 
son! 

My  trip  was  especially  pleasant  be- 
cause the  Quiz  Kids  had  invited  me  to 
bring  along  a  traveling  companion.  One 
of  my  best  friends  and  a  first  grade 
teacher  at  Duling  School  is  Patricia 
Seamans,  and  it  made  me  very  happy 
to  be  able  to  ask  her  if  she  wouldn't 
like  to  join  in  the  fun.  We  talked 
and  talked  about  what  we  were  going 
to  do  in  Chicago — just  as  two  little 
kittens  might  talk  about  a  trip  to  a  cat- 
nip factory,  I'm  sure! 


ONE  of  my  former  pupils,  John  Mal- 
lard, had  given  me  a  question  for  the 
Quiz  Kids  at  the  airport — "Radium 
finally  changes  into  what  other  sub- 
stance?" I  made  a  little  note  so  I 
wouldn't  forget  to  ask  if  that  question 
might  be  used.  For  I  knew  that  John 
was  anxious  to  have  either  one  of  those 
Zenith  Transoceanic  portable  radios 
which  the  Quiz  Kids  give  for  each 
question  used  on  the  show,  or  the 
Zenith  radio-phonograph  combination 
which  is  sent  to  people  submitting  a 
question  which  the  Quiz  Kids  some- 
how miss. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  Quiz  Kids  were 
expecting  me  to  see  the  entire  city  of 
Chicago,  and  to  meet  everybody  in  it, 
in  four  days!  We  arrived  in  Chicago 
on  Tuesday  afternoon,  and  the  Quiz 
Kids  had  a  special  car  to  take  us  to 
our  room  at  the  Knickerbocker  Hotel. 
That  evening,  Mr.  Lewellen  and  Miss 
Eliza  Merrill  Hickok  of  the  Quiz  Kids 
staff,  who  wrote  the  book  "The  Quiz 
Kids,"  took  us  to  dinner.  (Friends  of 
Miss  Hickok  call  her  by  her  nickname, 
"Roby,"  and  she  asked  me  to  use  it 
too.     I  liked  that.) 

On  Wednesday  morning  I  had  my 
first  of  a  whole  parade  of  pleasant 
surprises — breakfast  in  bed!  I  hadn't 
had  breakfast  in  bed  since  I'd  had  the 
mumps  as  a  little  girl — and  I'd  never 
been  served  in  fancy  hotel-style  be- 
fore. What's  more,  I  had  breakfast 
in  bed  for  the  next  three  days,  too. 
After  dressing,  I  met  Roby. 

We  went  to  Marshall  Field  &  Co., 
where  I  selected  an  entire  new  outfit  in 
the  "Tip  to  Toe"  shop,  as  a  compli- 
ment from  the  store.  When  they  say 
"Tip  to  Toe"  they  aren't  joking,  for  the 
salesgirls  scurried  around  from  one  de- 
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GIRL5I  Want 
quick  curls  ? 

WHAT  girl  doesn't  want  quick  curls 
these  days!  Especially  when  that 
favorite  fella  gives  you  a  call  at  the  last 
minute.  With  New  Wildroot  Hair  Set  you 
can  set  that  favorite  hair- 
do in  less  time.  It's  abso- 
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grooming  that's  so  im- 
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Wildroot  Hair  Set  con- 
tains processed  Lanolin. 
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thick  gummy  wave  sets. 
Light  bodied.  Faster  dry- 
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favorite  hair-do  at  home 
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NEXT  TIME  you  feel  nervous  and  upset,  try 
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mild  sedatives  can  help  calm  your  nerves  and 
permit  sound,  refreshing  sleep;  can  help  relieve 
nervous  headache.  Caution:  use  only  as  direct- 
ed. Your  druggist  will  be  glad  to  sell  you 
R  Miles  Nervine.  Effervescent  tablets  35c  and 
fH  75c.  Liquid  Nervine  25c  and  $1.00.  Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed  or  money  refunded.  Milea 
Laboratories,  Inc.,  Elkhart,  Indiana. 
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partment  to  another  to  get  just  what  I 
wanted  so  I  wouldn't  have  to  walk 
around.  I  selected  a  black  faille  suit, 
white  blouse,  black  Milan  straw  hat 
with  a  big  cerise  bow,  white  gloves, 
black  patent  leather  pursfe  and  patent 
pumps.  I  felt  as  if  they  were  trying 
to  dress  me  up  for  one  of  their  State 
Street  show  windows.  They  did  offer 
me  a  job  as  a  model — a  live  one,  I 
mean — and  it  would  have  been  fun,  I 
must   admit! 

Then  we  took  a  cab  to  the  huge 
Merchandise  Mart,  where  NBC  has  its 
beautiful  Chicago  studios.  I  was  in- 
terviewed by  Elizabeth  Hart  on  her 
Elizabeth  Hart  Presents  program  at 
12:30  on  WMAQ,  and  had  a  chance 
to  talk  about  my  new  finery.  After 
that,  another  cab!  This  time  we  went 
to  the  Bismarck  Hotel,  for  what  they 
call  a  "press  luncheon."  There  were 
dozens  of  reporters,  and  people  from 
radio,  and  columnists — I  only  wish  I 
could  remember  all  their  names!  But 
they  were  all  very  pleasant,  and  I 
answered  their  questions  as  well  as  I 
could. 

ELIZABETH  ARDEN'S  came  next— 
where  a  complete  "work-over"  was 
waiting  for  me  as  their  guest.  Roby 
popped  us  into  another  cab.  I  had  a  won- 
derful facial — and  my  first  body  mas- 
sage. I  felt  as  if  I  were  glowing  all  over, 
with  little  electric  lights  stuck  all  over 
me — a  grand  and  glorious  feeling!  That 
night,  Pattie  and  I  had  a  quiet  dinner 
together  at  the  Yar,  a  beautiful  res- 
taurant done  in  the  Russian  motif, 
near  the  Knickerbocker. 

Another  trip  to  Elizabeth  Arden's  was 
waiting  for  me  the  next  morning — and 
my  "beauty  treatment"  continued  with 
a  manicure,  finger  wave  and  pedicure. 
Then  I  met  Miss  Mary  S.  Wilkinson 
of  the  Chicago  Sun  for  luncheon  at  the 
Knickerbocker.  (The  following  Mon- 
day, I  read  her  nice  story  in  her  "The 
Business  Box" 'column,  written  from 
the  woman's  angle.  I  thought,  "My 
goodness,  did  I  say  all  that?'  , 

Immediately  after  our  luncheon,  I 
found  two  men  waiting  for  me  in  the 
lobby— Bud  Thorpe,  of  WMAQ,  and 
a  photographer  from  Acme  Photo 
Syndicate.  Mr.  Thorpe  made  a  wire 
recording  of  his  interview  with  me, 
and  later  on  I  had  an  opportunity  to 
hear  myself  as  others  hear  me — a  most 
enlightening  experience!  The  record- 
ing was  played  on  Bud's  News  on  the 
Spot  program. 

After  dressing  for  dinner,  Roby 
picked  us  up  and  we  went  to  the  Em- 
pire Room  of  the  Palmer  House  for 
dinner.  We  had  steak,  too — and  the 
tall  and  good  looking  headwaiter, 
Fritz,  was  most  attentive.  Then  we 
had  tickets  for  "The  Red  Mill."  Our 
seats  were  right  in  the  front  row, 
center!  And  they  even  took  me  back- 
stage before  the  performance — right 
into  comedian  Jack  Whiting's  dressing 
room,  where  he  and  Buster  West 
showed  me  how  they  put  -on  their 
theatrical  make-up.  We  visited  con- 
ductor Pembroke  Davenport  in  the 
pit,  too!  And  how  I  was  impressed  by 
the  height  of  the  backstage  area — 14 
stories  in  order  to  pull  the  curtains  and 
drops  way  up  into  the  loft! 

Friday  morning,  Pattie  and  I  went 
out  to  the  University  of  Chicago 
Laboratory  School,  on  Chicago's  south 
side.  We  "sat  in"  at  both  the  first  and 
fourth  grade,  and  had  a  chat  with  the 
principal.  I  think  the  University  has 
a  fine  school,  and  I  was  interested  in 
seeing  that  their  procedures  and  text 
books  were  quite  similar  to  ours.     At 
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Johnny  Averill  meanf  so  much  fo  Carly 
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last,  aside  from  just  having  a  good 
time,  I  could  feel  that  I  had  really 
learned  something,  too! 

That  night,  we  had  dinner  at  the 
Marine  Dining  Room  of  the  Edgewater 
Beach  Hotel  with  several  executives 
of  the  company,  ending  in  a  theater 
party  at  the  Selwyn  where  Billie 
Burke  was  playing  in  "Accidentally 
Yours."  Tired  again  when  we  got  to 
bed?  You  bet!  But  happy  again? 
Yes,  indeed! 

Originally,  Saturday  was  listed  as  a 
"free  day"  on  my  schedule.  But  that 
didn't  last  long!  First,  there  was  an- 
other trip  to  the  beauty  salon-^— then 
a  session  with  the  Quiz  Kids  staff  to 
go  over  the  script  for  the  radio  pro- 
gram on  Sunday.  Pattie  has  some 
friends  in  Chicago,  and  they  invited 
us  for  dinner  that  evening  at  the 
South  Shore  Country  Club — a  beauti- 
ful spot  right  on  the  lake  front.  It 
was  another  eventful  day,  but  I  must 
admit  that  when  we  finally  got  to  bed, 
I  was  nervously  wondering  if  I  would 
stumble  all  over  my  words  on  the  ac- 
tual broadcast  the  next  day. 

High  point  of  my  entire  trip  was  my 
appearance  on  the  Quiz  Kids  program 
itself,  of  course.  At  the  program,  Joe 
Kelly  sits  at  a  small  "teacher's"  table 
opposite  the  Quiz  Kids  themselves. 
The  Quiz  Kids  have  individual  desks 
set  in  a  row  on  a  platform,  each  with 
its  own  microphone.  On  the  program 
were  Joel  Kupperman,  11;  Lonny 
Lunde,  11;  Mike  Mullin,  9;  Patrick 
Conolon,  10;  and  Sidney  Coleman,  11, 
who  came  out  winner  in  the  Chicago 
Times-WLS   Quizdown. 

I  HAD  to  laugh  when  Lonny  an- 
swered a  question  during  the  "warm- 
up"  period  which  the  radio  listeners 
don't  hear — although  Joe  Kelly  put 
on  a  long  face.  The  question  was, 
"What  can  take  a  turn  without  mov- 
ing?" Patrick  said,  "Railroad  tracks." 
Then  Lonny,  a  grin  on  his  face,  said, 
"Well,  I  could  take  my  turn  without 
moving!" 

For  the  first  half  of  the  program  I 
sat  on  Joe  Kelly's  right  as  he  asked  the 
questions — and  a  more  jovial  man  I've 
never  seen!  With  his  full  face  and 
blue  eyes,  he  radiates  the  Irish  in  him. 

Before  we  started  off  the  second  half 
of  the  questions,  Mr.  Kelly  interviewed 
me — and  what  nice  things  he  said!  He 
said,  "Miss  Neal  is  a  tall  handsome 
woman  with  twinkling  blue  eyes,  a 
schoolgirl  complexion,  and  a  wonder- 
ful smile!"  I  ought  to  write  him  a  nice 
note  of  thanks  every  day  for  a  year,  for 
that! 

Mr.  Kelly  said  that  he  understood  I 
was  trying  to  complete  my  own  college 
work.  I  told  him  yes,  that  for  ten  years 
I've  gone  to  summer  school,  borrowing 
tuition  money  from  the  bank  in 
Brandon  in  summer  and  paying  it  back 
in  winter.  I  had  only  about  six  months 
to  go  before  I  got  my  degree.  Then, 
Mr.  Kelly  told  me  something  that 
made  me  very  happy — that  the  Quiz 
Kids  scholarship  committee  discovered 
my  class  had  an  outstanding  record  of 
accomplishment.  I  do  give  some  of  my 
free  time  to  helping  children  in  their 
personal  problems,  which  Joe  also 
mentioned. 

For  the  second  group  of  questions, 
I  changed  places  at  the  Quizmaster's 
table  with  Mr.  Kelly.  I  asked  John's 
question  first — "Radium  finally  changes 
into  what  other  substance?"  Then  I 
held  my  breath. 

Sidney's  hand  went  up  first.  "He- 
Uum,"  he  said. 

"No,"    I    replied,    "I'm    afraid    that's 
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FOR  A  LOVELIER  YOU 


ONLY 


$1:98 

^J  each 


JUNIOR  SIZES  9  TO  15 

NEW  as  tomorrow'*  heodlirted  NIW 
with  its  (mart  longer  skirt  ...  its  whit* 
waffle  curving  cellar  ...  its  double 
ruffled  peplum.  FLATJCKING  longer 
lerso,  brightly  buttoned  ...  in 
•xpensive-loeking  chalk  striped  rayon. 

Write  lor  FREE  Style  Foldet 

SEND  NO  MONtV  •  WE  MAIL  ON  APPROVAl 

Full  satisfaction  or  money  bock 

SANFORD   471  FLORIDA     ^/^ 

Send  on  approval  -i "Romance  U 

Ruffles".  1  will  pay  postman  S5.98  plus  U 
postage  and  C.O.D.  charges.  I  may  re-  1 
turn  purchase  within  10  days  for  full  I 
refund  if  not  completely  satisfied.  (You  I 
save  C.O.D.  fee  by  enclosing  purchase 
price  plus  20c  for  postage,  same  refund 
privilege.) 

Grcle  Color:    Brown     Gray     Skipper  Blue 
Circle  Size:         9  1 1  13  IS 

Address 

Gty  &  State - 
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SERIES 


IMPROVED 
NO-DRIFT 


in   the   Sensational  1948 


mm 

Seporate  Chassis  Like  This  Powerful 

SERIES    16    AM-FM    MODEL    OR 

Beautiful  Radio-Phono  Consoles  Availabfe 


The  SYMPHONY  GRAND 


RADIO-PHONOGRAPH 

AM-FM  CONSOLE 


A  truly  magnincent  instrument  that  offciv 

new,  improved  No-Drift  FM,  5  Wave  Bands. 

Automatic  Intermix  Record  Changer  thafc 

handles  both  10"  and  12"  records,  14 '/i'* 

Panasonic  Speaker,  and  exclusive  Midwest 

io^^  Tri-Magnadyne  Coil  System  anti 

DAYS     5  Color-Kay  Tone  Selection.  Other 

luxurious  Console  and  Table  Models 

uilh  Series  Ifi,  13,  and  S  Chassis. 


BUY  DIREQ  FROM  FAGORY  AND  SAVE! 


FILL  m  COUPON  AND  MMt  TODAY  OR  JUST      i 
^ HNBJOUR  NAMt_AHp_aDOglSS  ON  tc  POSTCAItOj 

MIDWEST  RADIO  CORPORATION       i 

Dept,2ll7K,909  Broadway,  Cincinnati  2,  Ohio  | 

Pleose  send  me  your  new  FREE  1948  Catalog.  | 


1  NAME 

1 

1  STREET - ' 

CITY 

ZONE.. 

1 
..STATE I 
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•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 
est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  it — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands — Brownatone  Is 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 
table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  lor  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  It  in.  One  application 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 
pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  of  your  hair.  7Sc 
and  $1.75  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

Write    for    FREE    TEST    BOTTLE 

Mention  natural  color  of  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today— BROWNATONE,    Dept.    280,    COVINGTON,    KT. 


FAST  RELIEF 

FROM  PAIN 

SIMPLE   PILES 


•  Here's  a  single  soothing  medicine 
to  speed  relief  from  tortures  of  simple 
piles.  It's  amazing  Pazo*.  Acts  at  once 
to  relieve  pain  and  itching — soothes 
inflamed  tissues — lubricates  dry,  hard- 
ened parts — helps  prevent  cracking 
and  soreness — reduce  swelling  and 
check  minor  bleeding.  The  help  you 
get  is  wonderful! 

So,  to  speed  relief  from  itching  and 
pain  of  simple  piles,  get  Pazo*.  Your 
doctor  can  tell  you  about  it.  At  all 
druggists'  in  tubes  with  perforated 
pile  pipe  for  simple,  thorough  appli- 
cation— also  tins  and  suppositories. 
*Pil0  Ointment  and  Suppoa'torieSi 


not  correct."   There  was  a  brief  pause. 

Then  Pat  raised  his  hand.  "Neptun- 
ium," he  guessed,  incorrectly. 

Sidney  took  his  turn.  "Lead,"  he 
said. 

"Oh!"  I  replied.  "That's  right!" 
But  John  is  very  happy  with  his  por- 
table radio  because  he  can  take  it  on 
picnics  with  him — and  he  couldn't  do 
that  with  the  bigger  combination!  So 
that  was  all  to  the  good — and  I  went 
on  with  my  questions. 

I  didn't  know  until  Mr.  Kelly  told 
me  on  the  air  that  besides  the  money 
and  the  trip  to  Chicago,  I  was  also  to 
receive  a  1947  edition  of  the  World 
Book,  and  a  new  DeVry  16-millimeter 
motion  picture  sound  projector  and 
radiant  screen.  I'll  certainly  be  making 
good  use  of  them  all. 

"IIIGH  point  of  the  high  point"  came 
H  when  I  stepped  down  from  the  table 
to  the  center  microphone  standing  on 
the  floor,  and  Mr.  Beardsley  presented 
me  with  the  check  for  $2,500.  I  wish 
everybody  who  didn't  hear  his  words 
would  read  them  closely.  And  even 
if  you  did  hear  him,  I  hope  you  will 
give  his  comments  added  thought.  Mr. 
Beardsley  said: 

"The  future  of  our  country  depends 
upon  our  children  and  their  educa- 
tion. This  is  something  we  all  know, 
but  seldom  think  about.  The  freedom 
and  democracy  of  America  will  be 
entrusted  to  our  children  who  are 
growing  up  and  going  to  school  today. 
The  preservation  of  our  American  way 
of  life  depends  upon  how  well  we  train 
and  educate  our  children  for  the  re- 
sponsibilities which  will  fall  on  their 
shoulders  tomorrow. 

"The  training  and  education  of  our 
children  depend  upon  the  teachers  in 
our  schools.  This  is  why  Miles  Labora- 
tories and  the  Quiz  Kids  are  pleased 
and  proud  to  honor  Miss  Neal  today. 

"The  only  reason  for  making  this 
annual  award  is  to  impress  upon  you 
listeners  the  big  debt  of  gratitude  we 
owe  to  all  the  fine  women  and  men 
who  are  entrusted  with  the  teaching 
of  our  children  in  American  schools. 
It  is  in  the  schoolroom  they  spend  so 
many  hours  under  the  guidance  of 
their  teachers. 

"If  this  award  to  Miss  Neal  today 
stimulates  a  more  active  interest  in  the 
teachers  in  your  community  and  in 
your  school  affairs,  and  if  it  makes  you 
conscious  that  the  teachers  in  our 
schools  should  receive  the  appreciation, 
both  personal  and  financial,  they  so 
richly  deserve,  then  this  idea  of  ours 
in  sponsoring  a  nation-wide  teacher's 
contest  will  not  have  been  in  vain. 

"Our  first  award  goes  to  a  woman 
you  have  all  heard  on  our  program  to- 
day. One  of  the  accomplishments 
which  has  earned  for  Miss  Neal  the 
love  and  respect  of  her  pupils,  past  and 
present,  was  the  way  in  which  she 
helped  and  understood  her  students  in 
their  personal  and  scholastic  problems." 

Edgar  Nation  and  his  parents  came 
to  Chicago,  too,  and  Mr.  Beardsley 
asked  Edgar  if  he  thought  the  scholar- 
ship committee  made  the  right  choice 
in  selecting  me.  I  was  a  little  wor- 
ried there,  for  a  moment.  Edgar  said, 
into  the  microphone,  "She's  not  the 
best  teacher  in  the  United  States." 
Then  he  paused,  and  I  wondered  what 
he  was  going  to  reprimand  me  for! 
But  Edgar  continued,  "She's  the  best 
teacher  in  the  whole  wide  world!" 

After  the  program,  newsreel  men 
took  pictures.  Then  we  were  Mr. 
Beardsley's  guests  at  a  dinner  in  the 
Walnut  Room  of  the  Bismarck  Hotel. 


Don't  be  an 

Alice^Sit^ 

ByJfte" 

fire! 

If  periodic  pai^a 
keep  you  home  a 
day  or  two  each 
month  and  prevent  your  doing  the  things 
you  enjoy,  Chi-Ches-Ters  Pills  may  give 
you  blessed  relief.  Unless  there  are  un- 
derlying organic  conditions,  they  tend  to 
relax  the  muscular  tension  responsible 
for  many  discomforts  of  "difficult  days". 
Most  Leading  Druggists  Carry 

Chi-Ches-Ters  Pills 


VoT  teliet  from  "periodic  functional  distress' 

50  Cents,  and  Larger  Economy  Boxes. 
FREE  —  Illustrated   booklet   of   intimate   facts 
every   woman   should   know.    Mailed   in   plain 
wrapper.  Write:   CHICHESTER  CHEMICAL 
COMPANY,  Dept.  O-IO,  Philadelphia  46,  Pa. 

PHOTO    ENLARGEMENT 

Size  8  X 10  Inches 

on  DOUBLE-WEIGHT  PAPER 

Same  price  for  fnti  length  or       _     ^ 
bast  form,  sroapBtlaDdscaDea,    o  «mm<M  AA 
pet  animals,  etc..  or  enlarfre-   A  Tur^X.UII 


37* 


ments  of  any  part  of  crroi 
Orierino)  returned  witn  y< 
enlarsement. 


SEND  NO  MONEYj 


Plus  ZBoJor 

makinff  Ttega^ 

live,    xf  you 

eend  pkoto.^ 
JoBt  mail  photo, 
itive  or  snapshot  (any  size)  and  receive  your 
enlarKement,  eruaranteed  fadeless  on  beantifal 
double-weight  portrait  quality  paper.  Pay 
postman  only  37c  pins  postf^e  or  send  40c  and 
we  par  postage  if  yon  send  negative.  Add  26c  for  makinsr  neffaQva 
if  you  send  photo.    Send  your  photos  or  negatives  today* 

,    PROFESSIONAL  ART  STUDIOS  ,.    „ 

100  Cast  Ohio  street  Dept.  15S7-MR     Chlcaso  (IDi  IH. 


mifONE  BUYS  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 

You  can  cash  in  on  this  great  seasonal  ' 

demand.    21  CARDS— every  card  with 

hand  applied  decorations.  They  sell  on  sight." 

Immediate     orders!      You     average      lOO^o 

PROFIT.      Start    making    money    at    once!^ 

COSTS  NOTHING-GET  OUD  SAMPLES.  WR/T£  10041^.'' 

FANMOUR  PUBLISHING  CORP.  si  Xou  Stretl,  New  rork  7,  N.  Y. 


LEARN  NURSING  AT  HOME 


Earn  while  learning  -  Opportunities  everywhere 
THOUSANDS  NEEDED  NOW 

Demand  for  Nurses  today  greater  than  ever 
before  I     Profitable,    interesting   career. 

HOSPITAL  TRAINING 
(optional)  in  hospitals  near  own  locality. 
High  school  not  necessary.  No  age  limit. 
Get  the  tacts  today  I  RnnnTTTTn 
FREE  PLACEMENT  IJlHllTTVitl 
Post  Graduate  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
Dept.  2-9B,  10  Erie  St.,  Chicago  II,  Illinois 


TUFFENAIL 


Enhance  and  glorify  the  natural 
beauty  of  lovely  noils  . . . 

Hollywood's  own  daily  nail- 
care  with  easy-to-use  applica- 
tor. Nails  stay  lovelier  (onger  . . 

with  n/ff£M/i.       25'^ 


At  4U  5  4ND  W(  iTOH  COJMfnCCOUWTlM 


\-^^M^  GRIP 

FOR  REPEATED  USE. 


SMOOTH  FINISH 
INSIDE  AND 
OUT! 


gcc^Jox 


NIVER  lET  YOUR  /HAIR  DOWN 


IS  THIS  YOU? 


MM 


Your  prematurely  aged 
foce  doesn't  have  to  be 
on  obstacle  for  a  happy 
or  successful  future  life. 
Reod  this  well  known  book 

"Before  &  After" 

that  has  helped  thou- 
sands of  people  for  the 
past  twenty  years.  It  tells 
"Before"  about  the  latest  scientific 

methods  for  correcting  face  wrinkles,  sagging  mus- 
cles, eye  bogs,  etc.  Tells  about  the  correction  of 
badly  shaped  noses,  pro- 
truding ears,  thick  lips. 
Also  pendulous  breasts. 
Hare  lip  and  other  de- 
fects, etc.  Plastic  Surgery 
fully  explained  by  a  fam- 
ous and  experienced  spe- 
ciolist.  12S  pages  richly 
Illustrated.  25|  coin  or 
(tamps.  Woman  or  man) 
Write  today 

"Mttr" 

GLENNVILLE     PUBLISHERS 

60  E.  43nd  St.,  Dept.  CW,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 


"BirthstoneRingGlVM 


I  Lovely  solid  sterling  | 
I  tilver  cushion  shape  I 
I  set  ring  in  your  own  I 
Blrthston«  Color  I 
given  for  selling  4  1 
I  boxes  Rosebud  Salve  I 
I  Bt25ceachremittiDa  I 
I  theSl.OOtotu.  Send  I 
No  Money.  Order  [ 
4RosobudSalvobyoneceatpostcard.  I 
(Will  mail  ring  and  4  salve  now,  if  you  send  $1 .00  with  order.) 
ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO.  Box  70,  WOODSBORO.  MARYUND. 


EARN  MONEY    lO 


^ith  Christmas  Cards 

Easr  with  grorireoas  new  lioe  25  for  $1  &  26 
for  $1.95— Diime  impiLintfld.  Also  bi?  Albr 
DeLojehijcherpriced  Personals.  More  ;- 
with  Box  Ass 'ts— 21 -Card  "Feature" 
onlyll— profit  UD  to  &0c.  Six  other  Chr 
Aaa'tB— pJus  year  'round  Everyday  Ab( 
bi»  money-makers.   Write  for  FREK  £ 
Personal  Carda  &  ' '  Feature' "  Box  on  ai  . 

Wallace  Brown,  inc.,  225  Fifth  Avo., 
Dept.  W-139         New  York  10.  New  York' 


"f»iriPSDRIASIS 

^^  ^^PP*— ~^^-^  ISCALY     SKIN     TROUBLEI 

MAKE  IHE  OH!  1  *  D€  RmOii 

SPOTf 

TEST  .   I    ' 


Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 
how  long:  you  have  suffered 
or    what   you    have    tried. 
Beautiful  book  on  psorls* 
8ls  and    Derm  oil    with 
amazing',     true    photo- 
graphic proof  of  results 
sent  FREE .  Write  for  it. 


SEND    FOR 

GENEROUS 
TRIAL 
.SIZE     - 


Don't   mistake   eczema  \S^ 
for  the    stubborn,    ugly  ^ 
•mbarrassing  scaly  sktn 
disease  Psoriasis    Apply 
non-staining    D  e  r  m  o  i  I . 
Thousands    do    for    scaly 
spots    on   body    or    scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after  ' 
years   of   sufTerine:,    report 
the  scales   have   eone,    the 

red  patches  gradually  disappeared  and  "^^^^^^^^  ua  u» 
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  a^raln.  Dcrmoil 
is  used  by  many  doctors  and  Is  backed  by  a  positive  agree- 
ment to  elve  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  Is  re- 
funded without  question.  Send  10c  (stamps  or  coin)  for 
fenerous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test", 
est  It  yourself.  Results  may  sun>rise  you.  Write  today  for 
your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  Print  natno 
plainlv.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgrc-on  Drug 
Stores  and  other  leading  Druggists.  LAKE  LABORATORIES. 
Box  547,  Northwestern  Station,  Dept.  9604.  Detroit  4.  Mich. 


Sell  CHIITON 
Christmas  Curds 

Make  BIG 
MONEYi 


^   21  Card 

Prize 


CHRISTMAS 
BOX 


Show  friends . . .  neigrh- 
bors  these  sensational     . 
bargain  Christmas  Cards. 

Everyone  wants  .  .  .  buys.  

Just  show  samples  —  take  orders  —  no  risk.   Come 
in  beaatifal  new  desigrns — rich  colors — fine  papers. 

17  Smart  Popular  Assortments 

I  AMAZING  LINE  all  fast  sellers.  21 -card  "Prize" 
Christmas  Cards,  Religrioas,  Fine  Arts.  Homoroas. 
Everyday,  Gift  Wraps,  retail  $1.00.  Get  "Prize" 
Christmas  assortment  on  approval.  Write  today  I 

CHILTON  GREETINGS  CO.,  Dept.23-G 

S47  ESSEX  STREET    •    BOSTON.  MASS* 


B 


Finally,  we  went  to  Mr.  Lewellen's 
home  for  a  visit,  which  I  specially 
wanted  to  do — his  wife  and  children 
make  a  wonderful  family. 

That  night  I  did  manage  to  get  to 
bed  early — by  10  o'clock,  somehow. 
The  next  day,  we  wanted  to  shine 
early  in  the  morning — for  ABC's 
Breakfast  Club.  Pattie  and  I  managed 
to  get  to  the  studio  by  7:30  A.M., 
Chicago  time,  by  gulping  our  coffee. 
Don  McNeil  interviewed  me  (by  this 
time  I  was  beginning  to  feel  on  actual 
speaking  terms  with  a  microphone). 
Jack  Owens  sang  to  me  (on  his  knees!) 
and  I  conducted  a  spell-down  between 
Adeline  Elliott  of  Conyers,  Ga.,  who 
won  the  sixth  and  seventh  grade  spell- 
down in  her  school,  and  Sam  Cowling. 
Sam  flunked  out  when  I  asked  him  to 
spell  "phantasmagoria"  and  he  said 
"C-A-T— cat!" 

Immediately  after  the  Breakfast  Club 
we  scooted  over  to  Seymour's,  where 
some  of  the  biggest  names  on  the  stage 
and  in  motion  pictures  have  been 
photographed,  and  where  the  Quiz 
Kids  had  arranged  for  my  "glamor" 
pictures  to  be  taken.  I  sat  under  the 
bright  lights  on  their  tall  stands,  and 
Mr.  Seymour  positioned  me  "just  so." 
He  was  gracious  enough  to  say  he 
wasn't  disappointed  in  me  as  a  sub- 
ject— and  the  picture  is  now  on  the 
mantel  at  home.  Then,  another  cab — 
to  Field's  again.  And  still  another  cab 
— this  time  to  the  Chicago  Herald- 
American,  where  more  pictures  were 
taken  of  me  modeling  hats  from  Field's. 

That  cleaned  everything  up!  All 
appointments,  interviews,  dinners  and 
luncheons  were  completed  and  ac- 
counted for.  So — yes,  you're  right — 
I  stayed  in  Chicago  two  more  days  to 
rest  up! 

Just  before  I  checked  out  of  the 
Knickerbocker  on  Wednesday,  one 
more  thing  did  happen  to  me,  although 
up  to  that  morning  I  couldn't  see  how 
there  was  room  for  anything  else.  The 
Encyclopedia  Britannica  called  me,  and 
told  me  that  if  I  would  write  them,  I 
could  have  my  pick  of  their  educational 
films — with  their  compliments — for  my 
classroom  use.  We'll  certainly  be  hav- 
ing a. lot  of  movies  now! 

Several  people  in  Chicago  asked  me 
just  how  I  go  about  teaching. 

I   know  that   I'm   going   contrary  to 


We're  in  a 
Remembering  Mood 
and    we're   taking 
you  with  us  for 
a  backward  Ic^ok  at 


'(7d(?J/l< 


a/y^ 


Rosemary's  love  story,  from  the 
beginning,  with  all  the  details 
you  may  have  missed — 
All   there,   in   pictures, 
in   the   NOVEMBER   issue   of 
RADIO  MIRROR 
on     sale    October     10 
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If  YOU  v/ant  to  enjoy  that 

SLIM    — 
TEEN  SIZE : 

feeling  .  . 


Does  a  bulging  tummy  make 
jou  look  years  older  than  you 
really  are?  Are  ordinary  girdles  t 
uncomfortable  to  wear  ...  do  ' 
they  fail  to  flatten  out  your 
abdomen  the  way  you  want? 
Then  here  at  last  is  the  answer 
to  your  problem  I  SLIM-MODE, 
the  wonderful  new  adjustable 
health  supporter  girdle  is 
scientifically  constructed  to 
help  you  look  and  feel  Uka  a 
"Slim  Sixteen". 

So  why  go  on  day  after  day 
withra  tired  back  that  needs 
•posture  support  to  bring  relief  ? 
why  look  droopy  and  beyond  | 
your  years  because  your  mid-  ; 
section  bulges  and  your  clothes  ; 
don't   fit    right?    Read   below* 
why  SLIM- MODE  brings  you  j 
vital  control  where  you  need  1 
It  most  .  .  .  how  it  helps  to  I 
"harmonize"    your    figure    to  ' 
more  stylLsh  llhes  .  .  .  why  it's 
•o  comfortable  to  wear.   Ami 
remember,    you    can    have    a 
SLIM-MODE  sent  to  you  to 
wear  on   FBEE  TRIAL.    Se« 
•Hr  offer  In  Ctao  coupon. 


The  Adjustable 

"SLIM-MODE" 


LIFTS  AND 
FLATTENS  YOUR 
BULGING  TUMMY 

SLIM-MODE  has  a  built- 
in  fiont-laced  ranel.  Ad- 
just the  laces  to  your  own 
greatest  comfort.  Your 
tummy  is  lifted  in  to  shape, 
flattened  out  .  .  .yet  you 
feel   truly   comfortable. 

NATURALLY 

CONTROLLED 

S-T-R-E-T-C-H 

SLIM-MODE  is  made  of 
two-way  S-t-r-e-t-c-h 
wonder  cloth — it  stretches 
as  you  breathe,  bend, 
stoop,  after  meals,  etc. 


HEALTH  SUPPORTER 
GIRDLE 


HEALTHFUL,  ENJOYABLE  FIGURE 
CONTROL  -  All  DAY  LONG.' 

You  can  wear  SLIM-MODE  all  day  long.  Will  not  bind 
or  make  you  feel  constricted.  That's  because  the  two-way 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h  cloth  plus  the  front-laced  panel  brings  you 
perfect  personalized  fit.  The  design  of  SLIM-MOUE  la 
based  on  .scientific  facts  of  healthful  figure  control.  Made 
by  experts  ol'  Quality  materials.  Comes  with  <letachable 
crotch  of  rayon  satin  material ;  al.so  4  detachable  garters. 
(Heniove  garters  when  not  wearing  stockings.)  Color: 
Nude.  All  sizes.  Only  $3-98  in  regular 
sizes.  Sent  on  Free  Trial.  Give  meas- 
urements asked  for  In  coupon  below. 

pnpp  "Magic"  Plastic  Laces.  For 
rnCC  your  extra  added  comfort 
you  get  a  iiair  of  Plastic  laces  that 
stretch  gently  as  needed.  Try  them 
In  SLIM-MODE  instead  of  regular 
laces.   See  whicli  you  pi-efer. 


SEND   NO   MONEY 

YOU  TRY  IT 

BEFORE  YOU  BUY  IT! 


RONNIE   SALES,    Inc.,   Dept.    RM-10 
13  Astor  Place,   New  York   3,   N.  Y. 

Send  me  for  10  days'  FREE  TRIAL  a  SLIM-MODE. 
I  will  pay  postman  $3.9S  (plus  postage)  (sizes  33 
and  over  $4.98)  with  the  understanding  that  this 
payment  is  only  my  evidence  of  good  faith  and  is 
not  to  be  considered  a  final  purchase  unless  1  decide 
to  keep  the  garment.  In  10  days  1  will  either  return 
SLIM-MODE  to  you  and  you  will  return  my  money, 
or  otherwise  my  payment  will  be  a  full  and  final 
purchase  price. 

My  waist  measurs  Is Hips  arc 

My  height  Is 

Name   , 

Address    , . 

City  &  Zone State 

Q  Save  Monty.  W«  pay  postage  if  you  enclose  pay- 

mant  now.  Sama  FREE  TRIAL  and  refund  privllagp* 

No  Canadian  or  Foreign  C.O.D.'t 
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NEXTT/MEWUFEIL 

'^HEADACHE 

COMING-      - 
YOVR 
WAY 


\ 


TAKE  A  ^"^C" 
HEADACHE  POWDER 

Without 

^  >\A DELAY 


KT-, 


"BC"  FOR  QUICK  RELIEF  FROM 
HEADACHES,  NEURALGIC  PAINS 
AND  MUSCULAR  ACHES— lGcand25c. 
Caution:   use  only   as   directed. 


1  POCKET 

'oRPURSesnB 

mmmt 


WORLD'S  SMALLEST  RADIO  KNOWN  1 

Wt.  on]y  \   lb.  B«Buti(ul  Stiver  Black  plastic 
case.  Has  Inductive  Slide  Tuner — W4  Crystal 
Diode— NO  TUBES,  BATTERIES  OR  ELECTRIC 
"PLUG  IN"  NEEDED!  Should  last  lor  years! 

GUARANTEED  TO  PLAY 


NEW  1948  MODEL 


SEND  ONLY  $1.00 


local  stations  if  complete  instructions  sent 
'  followed.  Use  it  at  home,  in  bed,  in  many  oflicca.  hotels,  cabins — most  any- 
where! HUNDREDS  OF  SATISFIED  CUSTOMERS  ALL  OVER  THE  WORLD! 
Cash.  M.O.  Check )  and  pay  postman  S2.99  plus  de- 
livery 'ees  on  arrival  or  send  S3.99  for  Post  Paid 
delivery.  Completa  as  shown— ready  to  play  with  self  contained  personal  phi 
WONDERFUL  GIFTS  FOR  CHILDREN!  Order  now  at  thU  low  bargain  pric 
Prompt  shipment  on  orders  sent  now — today!  Be  the  firat  to  get  YOUR  Pakette 
Radio!  (All  loreign  orders  $5.00  U.  S.  cash  with  order). 

Pa-Kette  Radio  Co..  Inc.     Dept.  MFW-10.  Kearney,  Hebr. 


MOnELf 

It's  EASY  to  leam  modeling 

at  home  in  your  spare  timel        j^ 

The   new    BONOMO    MODEL'S         '^- 

COURSE,  prepared  by  Joe  Bonomo,  .  ' 

famous  beauty  authority,  publisher, 

BEAUTY  FAIR  magazine,  gives  complete 

professional    instructions.    Retail,    wholesale,    illustrative, 

television,  fashion  show,  photographic,  accessory  modeling; 

how  to  talk,  walk,  stand,  sit;  how  to  develop  grace,  charm, 

poise;    how    to    dramatize    your    personality    with    proper 

clothes,  make-up,  hair-dos;  model's  professional  wardrobe, 
etc.  5-week  complete  course,  8V2"  x 
11",  145  illustrations.  Money  back 
it  not  delighted.  Sent  C.O.D.  for  98c 
plus  postage  or  send  98c  and  we 
pay  postage.  Send  for  a  copy  today. 

BONOMO  CULTURE  INSTITUTE 
Dept.  M6010 

1841  Broadway,  New  York  23,  N.Y. 


popular  ideas  when  I  say  that  I  think 
education  is  life,  not  merely  develop- 
ment jor  life.  I  believe  in  the  all- 
around  development  of  the  child — 
morally  and  physically  as  well  as  in  re- 
ligion and  education.  Teachers  must 
work  with,  the  parents  in  order  to 
develop  a  well-educated  child,  who 
will  find  school  a  rich  experience. 

Perhaps  that's  why  I've  developed 
my  "Citizenship  Club,"  which  has  at- 
tracted some  attention.  It  is  organized 
to  train  children  in  becoming  good 
citizens — to  teach  them  to  live  and 
work  together,  to  be  happy  and  to 
get  along  well  with  other  people,  and 
to  do  the  things  that  they  do  well. 
They  choose  their  own  officers  by 
democratic  voting,  set  up  their  own 
standards  of  behavior,  and  administer 
their  own  punishments  for  wrong-do- 
ing. Of  course,  I  give  a  guiding  hand, 
but  I  try  to  stay  in  the  background. 

EACH  semester  we  concentrate  on 
developing  two  or  three  points — such 
as  cooperation,  good  sportsmanship, 
self  control,  responsibility  and  working 
well  with  others.  For  example,  last 
semester  we  stressed  sportsmanship. 
The  children  made  up  a  chart,  with 
each  name  in  a  column  to  the  left,  and 
headings  to  the  right  indicating  "Ex- 
cellent," "Good,"  "Fair,"  and  "Poor." 
Each  week,  arrows  would  indicate  how 
each  child  had  progressed — for  better 
or  for  worse — and  the  direction  of  those 
arrows  was  indicated  by  the  children 
themselves.  The  class  actually  is  proud 
of  one  who  improves  and  becomes  a 
"good  boy."  I've  found  that  if  you  dis- 
cover a  bad  trait,  and  enlist  the  disap- 
proval of  the  group  in  that  trait,  half 
your  battle  of  eliminating  the  trait  is 
won.  I  give  special  attention  to 
developing  working  habits — neatness, 
promptness  and  accuracy. 

One  day  I  came  into  the  classroom 
after  a  number  of  the  children  had 
already  arrived,  and  they  were  going 
ahead  with  a  "trial."  The  judge  was 
in  my  chair,  the  jury  had  been  im- 
paneled, defense  and  opposition  law- 
yers were  on  hand,  and  two  boys  were 
on  the  witness  stand  accused  of 
destroying  a  bird's  nest.  At  the  time 
we  were  studying  birds,  each  child  was 
making  a  bird  scrapbook,  and  to 
heighten  interest  we  had  joined  the 
Audubon  Society.  The  boys  were 
found  guilty,  and  their  sentence  was 
to  miss  half  of  their  play  period  for 
two  days. 

The  students  are  given  different 
responsibilities — one  takes  charge  of 
purchasing  and  writing  all  lunch  tick- 
ets, another  checks  attendance, 
others  act  as  monitors  of  washrooms, 
playground,  and  the  classroom  if  I  leave 
my  desk  for  a  moment.  If  a  student 
talks  out  of  turn,  or  constantly  in- 
terrupts someone  else,  or  isn't  a  good 
sport  in  taking  the  decision  of  the 
umpire  on  the  playground,  he  is  re- 
ported to  the  proper  committee.  The 
committee  decides  what  to  do,  and  may 
order  a  trial.  Penalties  may  be  that 
the  offender  must  miss  a  play  period, 
or  stay  after  school,  or  be  deprived  of 
going  to  a  program  in  the  auditorium. 

In  showing  children  how  to  act  if 
they  want  other  children  to  like  them, 
I  have  made  use  of  Munro  Leaf's  in- 
teresting "characters."  One  little  boy 
in  my  class  had  been  spoiled  at  home — 
he  tried  to  do  all  the  talking  in  class, 
and  to  be  the  center  of  attention. 
When  the  other  students  called  "Blab- 
bermouth! Blabbermouth!"  at  him 
one  day,  he  cried — but  the  combined 
disapproval  of  the  others  was  far  more 


HelpKidnei^ 
If  BackACHES 

Do  you  suffer  Irom  Getting  TJp  Nights,  Backache, 
Nervousness,  Leg  Pains,  Dizziness,  Swollen  Ankles, 
Rheumatic  Pains,  Bladder  Weakness,  Painful  Passages, 
or  feel  old  and  rundown,  due  to  non-organie  and  non- 
systemic  Kidney  and  Bladder  troubles?  If  so,  try  Cystex. 

This  great  njediclne,  a  doctor's  formula,  has  helped 
thousands  of  sufferers  for  over  20  years.  Usually  the 
very  first  dose  of  Cystex  starts  to  work  Immediately 
to  help  you  in  these  three  ways:  1.  Helps  nature  re- 
move irritating  excess  acids,  poisonous  wastes  and 
certain  germs.  2.  This  cleansing  action  helps  nature 
alleviate  many  pains,  aches,  soreness  and  stiffness. 
3.  Helps  reduce  frequent  night  and  day  calls,  thus 
promoting  better  sleep. 

Get  Cystex  from  your  druggist  today.  Give  it  a  fair 
trial  as  directed  on  package.  Money  back  guaranteed 
unless  Cystex  satisfies  you. 


Mount  Your  Pictures  in  an  Album. 


with  ^EZEj 

Engel  Poc-ket  Art  Corners? 

Unexcelled  for  photos,  cards,  stamps,  etc. 
Neat -easy  to  use  -gummed  Inside  for  holding 
prints  tight  or  loose.  At  photo  supply  and 
album  counters,  or  send  10c  for  pkg.  of  100 
and  free  samples  to  try. 

Engel  Art  Corners  Mfg.  Co.> 

Dept.  60Y        47/7N.Ciark,  Chicago -tfO 


FREE  GROCERIES 


Show  and  Sell  to  Friends! 

SEND  NO  MONEY  I  Bush  name  and  ad- 
dress for  big  Free  (f .  o.  b.  factory)  Assort- 
ment of  Foods,  Groceries,  Soaps,  etc., 

full  size  pftckaees.  Show  to  friends  and  neiKhbora. 
Take  orders  f ormore  than  200  gnality  HomeNecee- 
sitiesat  bargain  prices.  Earn  GOOD  MONEY,  r      ■ 
full  or  spare  time.  No  experience  is  needed. 
Write  for  FREE  AsBortment  of  Products  NOW. 

ZANOL.  Richmond  Street 
Oopt.503e-M, CINCINNATI  3,  OHIO 


7CCHRISTMnSCRRDSl2& 

^^Jk  WITH  SEMDEH'i  NAME  )l  • 


Smartly  styled.    Super  Values.   Everybody    buys.    Others  to 

?;2  50  56  deslETis.  Sell  Nationally  Famous  21  Christmas 
olders  $1.  Cost  50c.  Nature  Prints,  DeLuxe,  Glitter, 
Relieious  Boxes,  Gift  Wraps,  Everydays,  Personal  Line.  21 
Ass't  and  Sunshine  Notes  on  approval.  FREE  SAMPLES  of 
Imprint  Lines.  No  investment.  Start  today.  SUNSHINE 
ART  STUDIOS,  115  Fulton  St., Dept.  MB-10.  New  YorkS,  N.Y. 


High  School  Course 

at  Home 


ny  linish  in  2  Vems 

...  -J  rapidly  as  your  time  and  abititiee  permit.  Equivalent  to  resi- 
deat    School  work — prepareB    for    colleEO    entrasoe    exams.    Standard 
H.   S.   texts  supplied.   Diploma  awarded.   Credits  (or  H.   S.   oubjeetl 
]  completed.  Single  subjects  if  desired.  Ask  for  Free  Bulletin. 

>' American  School  Dept.H-7S2  Drexel  at  58th,Chicago33 


Slmpiilied,  modern  hair-styling  course  complete  with  Illus- 
trated step-by-step  instructions  teaches  you  bow  to  style 
your  own  "Coiffure"  for  any  occasion,  right  in  your  own 
home.  Learn  professional  secrets  &  methods.  Tested  1 
Proved  1  Amazing  results!  Thousands  of  others  have 
learned,  and  saved  time  and  money.  Why  not  you?  Don't 
delay  I  Send  for  it  now  I  Complete  course  only  S2.00  post- 
paid— or  C.O.D.  plus  postal  charges. 
PATH-TO-BEAUTY       BOX  4919       MIAMI  29,  FLA. 


INGROWN  NAIL 

Hurting  You? 

Immedfofe 
Re/ief< 


A  few  drops  of  OUTGRO  bring  blessed  relief  from 
tormenting  pain  of  ingrown  nail.  OUTGHO  tough- 
ens the  skin  andemeath  the  nail,  allowing  the  nail 
to  be  cot  and  thus  preventing  further  pain  and  dis- 
comfort. OUTGRO  is  available  at  all  drug  counters. 
Whit«liallPharinae«ICo.,D«pt.MWG,N.T.I6,N.r. 


PREMIUMS  GIVEN  1 


SEND  NAME     ^gg^  a^^MM   Send  No 
AND  ADDRESS  ^^^^^0^     Money  Now! 

SEND  NAME  and  ADDRESS.  LADIES!  GIRLS!  BOYS! 
Attractive  Wrist  Watches,  Pocket  Watchea,  Aluminum  Ware, 
Jewelry,  Alarm  Clocks,  Blankets, Towels,  other  premiums  or 
Cash  Commission  easily  yours.  Simply  Give  colorful  pictures 
with  White  CLOVERINE  Brand  SALVEfor  chaps  and  mild 
burns,  easily  soM  to  friends  at25c  a  box  (with  popular  picture) 
and  remit  amount  stated  for  premium  wanted,  as  explained 
in  catalog  sent  with  order,  postage  paid  by  us.  62nd  year. 
Write  for  trial  order  of  SALVE  and  Pictnres  on  trust  to  start. 
WILSON  CHEMICAL  CO.,    Dept.  65-GlA,  TYRONE,  PA. 


IMITATION 

DIAMOND  RINGS 

$1.95    b'"hf»    $2.95 

YOU  Win  love  to  wear  these 
beautlf  xil  Eng^agement  and 
Wedding  rings,  set  with  spar< 
kilns  Imitation  diamonds,  a 
truiy  rich  looking  bridal  set  In 
Yellow  Gold  Plate  or  Sterling 
Silver.  Satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  your   money   refunded. 

Send   No    Money 
Just    aend    name,    addresa    and 
ling  size.  Pay  Postman  on  de- 
livery  plus  20'%   Federal  Tax 
and  postage  charges. 


Dept.  640,  Box  5151,  Chicago 


MAKE  EXTRA  CASH 


Sell  Smart  Christmas  Cards 

Earn  good  profits  taking  orders  for  Per- 
sonal Christmas  Cards  vrith  name  im- 
printed. Showtofriends, relatives, bxisi- 
ness  people.  FREE  Samples.  No  expen- 

ence.  Eain  EXTRA  money  with  stxmnjnff  New 
Assortments  — Eeliffions,  Christmsa.  Everyday. 
etc .  Special  plan  for  lodges,  clnbs,  church  groups . 
Send  for  your  samples  TODAY.  WRITE  NOWl 
WETMORE  &  SUGDEN,  Dept.  D-5, 
749  MONROE  AVE..   ROCHESTER  (2).  N.V. 


''BoSf' 


7 


Personal 
Christmas 
Cards  ^«^e 

50*0  *1 


Learn  Profitable  Profession 
in  QO  days  at  Home 


Women  and  Men,  18  to  50 

Many  SwecJisft  Massage  graduates  make  S50, 

'f.7o  or  even  more  per  week.  Large  full  time 

Income     from      doctors,      hospitals,      sanato- 

riums,  clubs  or  private  practice.  Others  make 

,  Kood  money  in  spare  time.   You  can 

I  win    independence    and    prepare    for 

F  future  security  by  training  at  home 

and  qualifying  for  Diploma.    Anatomy 

V."  Charts     and      32-page     Illustrated 

L-  Book  FREE— Now!- 

^  -u-TME  College  of  Swedish   Massage 

DDt.759M.100  E.Ohio  St.. Oh  icaqo  11 


WANT  "[Q  II 
f,  PRACT/CAl 


ACT  NOW-HELP  FILL  THE  NEED 

[  Now  yoQ  can  prepare  for  practical  experience 
'  as  a  Trained  Practical  Nurse  in  spare  time. 
[  Manyeam whiielearning.  Age3l8to55.  Hi^h 
t  school  not  necessary.  Easy  payments.  Wnto 
for  free  information  and  sample  lesson  pages. 
WAYNE  SCHOOL  OF  PRACTICAL  NURSING,  INC. 

2301  N.Wayne  Ave..  Deska-22.CH1CAG014,  ILU 


J6c^^^^DRESSES 


$399 


A  dress  for  evGr>'  day  within  your  means.  As- 
sorted Styles.  Colors  and  INlaterials.  USED  but 
CLEANED— Some  may  need  repairs,  sizes  1 2  to  18 
only.  Send  $1.00  deposit,  balance  C.O.D.  plus 
postage.  SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED  or  pur. 
chase  price  refunded  promptly.  FREE  CATALOG. 
OUR    BETTER    DRESSES    (used)  4         ff?    Qf| 

Sizes    12  to   20  and    38   to   44  FOR    9^mJV 

COTTON   DRESSES  (used).. ..SforS2.95  Sizes 

OUR     BETTER    GRADE 3for$2.SS      12   to  20 

CHILDREN'S    DRESSES     (used) 6far$2.45  Sizes 

OUR     BETTER     GRADE 6for$3.00      t     to     10 


548  Gr. 


York    2. 


V. 


STOP 


Scratchinq 

It  May  Cause  Infection 

Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema, 
athlete's  foot,  pimples — other  itch- 
ingtroubles. Use  cooling,  medicated 
D.D.D.Prescription.Greaseless.stain- 
less.Calmsitchingfast.35c  trial  bottle 
proves  it — or  money  back.  Ask  your 
V  druggist  for  D.  D.  D.  Prescription. 


Sill 


lOUl  COST-HIGH  PROFri 

CHRISTmnS  CRRDS 


FREE 

^.samples: 

>50  <or  $1,00  : 
PERSONAIS 


Up  to  100%  tor  you.  Show  (ricnds 
lop  qualilr  2l^:ard  tl.OO  Christ- 
,  tnaa  assortments.  Currier  &  Ives, 
1  Jewel  Etchlone,  Oilelles,  Gift  ■ 
rapping.   Humorous  boxes 
up.  Odd  cards  2>4c.  Wrilc 
lay  for  FREE  CATALOG  and  FREE  SAM- 
yPLES  25  and  SO  lor  Sl.OO  personals,  stationery. 
\  Request  special  feature  Sl.OO  assortment  ON 
APPROVAL.  Special  offers.  Cash  bonus. 

(OW  OKUNO  AKT  nilUSHOU,  IM  [,  North  Abinglon.  Most. 


effective  in  breaking  this  habit  than 
my  lecturing  him  might  have  been. 

Another  child  would  often  have  a 
"temper  tantrum"  if  things  didn't  go 
exactly  his  way.  The  children  solved 
that  problem  for  me  when  one  of  them 
drew  a  picture  of  "Temper  Tantrum" 
on  the  blackboard  and  wrote  the  boy's 
name  below  it.  I  didn't  erase  the  pic- 
ture, and  it  quickly  cured  the  boy. 

The  $2,500  award  will  make  it  pos- 
sible for  me  to  accomplish  something 
I've  been  wanting  to  do  for  many  years 
— obtain  my  B.S.  degree.  I  have  been 
taking  summer  school  courses  at  Mill- 
saps  College  and  Belhaven  College  in 
Jackson,  and  extension  work  from  Pea- 
body  College.  Now  I'll  be  able  to  go 
right  ahead  and  get  my  Master's  degree 
in  elementary  education — and  nothing 
could  please  me  more. 

Teaching  has  been  my  profession 
for  twenty-four  years.  When  I  was  a 
little  girl  on  my  father's  farm  near 
Brandon,  and  walked  two  miles  to 
school  each  day,  I  had  little  idea  of  ever 
becoming  a  teacher.  It  was  much  more 
fun  playing  in  the  hay  mow,  and  riding 
my  pony,  Dixie.  As  a  youngster  I  could 
catch  a  horse,  place  a  saddle,  and  even 
help  in  the  round-up  for  the  dipping 
vat.  I  can  still  remember  how  Dixie 
threw  me  one  day,  and  I  was  knocked 
out  for  a  moment.  But  Dixie  came 
back  when  I  called  him.  I  didn't  tell 
daddy  about  that  until  Dixie  was  sold, 
for  I  was  afraid  he  might  not  let  me 
ride  any  more! 

I  WENT  to  high  school  at  Rankin 
County  Agricultural  High  School  at 
Johns,  Miss.,  which  was  twelve  miles 
from  the  farm.  The  family  moved  into 
Johns  for  a  couple  of  years,  but  then 
returned  to  the  farm.  Dad  had  a  gro- 
cery business  in  Jackson  for  a  while, 

I  passed  the  state  board  examination 
for  teachers  after  graduating  from  high 
school,  but  I  still  didn't  know  just 
what  I  wanted  to  do.  Dad  sent  me  for 
a  two-year  course  at  Hillman  College, 
at  Clinton,  Miss,  It  was  a  girl's  school 
at  that  time,  and  has  since  been  ab- 
sorbed into  Mississippi  College,  which 
is  co-educational.  Somehow,  I  was 
elected  "best  sport"  during  my  senior 
year — for  the  pranks  I  used  to  pull  on 
the  other  girls  in  our  residence  hall. 

After  graduating  from  Hillman  I 
taught  piano  for  a  year  at  Rankin 
A,H,S,,  and  then  took  my  teacher's 
examination.  My  first  job  was  at 
Fanin,  a  county  school  near  Brandon — 
and  how  scared  I  was  the  first  day  I 
took  a  class!  But  all  went  well,  and  I 
took  other  teaching  positions  at  Purvis 
and  at  Meridian.  Then  I  went  to  Duling 
School,  where  I've  taught  fourth  gjade 
for  the  past  nineteen  years. 

They  have  been  fine  years,  crammed 
with  a  lot  of  interest  and  some  feeling 
of  accomplishment  in  watching  the 
children  I  have  taught  grow  into  up- 
right young  men  and  women,  I  am 
looking  forward  to  continuing  that 
work. 

The  Quiz  Kids  gave  me  a  transcrip- 
tion of  the  program,  and  in  future  years 
I  can  just  see  myself  going  over  to  sta- 
tion WJDX  and  asking  them  if  they 
would  play  it  for  me!  Seriously,  how- 
ever, I  don't  think  anyone  can  possibly 
realize  just  how  much  this  Quiz  Kid 
Scholarship  award  means  to  me  and  to 
all  teachers.  It  is  a  great  thing,  and 
it  will  help  so  much  in  overcoming  the 
inadequate  salaries,  the  lack  of  ap- 
preciation, and  the  obsolete  social 
restrictions  that  discourage  so .  many 
young  women  and  young  men  from 
becoming  teachers. 


-^LONGER  HAIR 

DRESSES  BETTER 
IN  LATEST  STYLES 


DO  YOU  WANT... 

Longer  Hair? 

^THEN  TRY  THIS  PROVEN  EASY 
SYSTEM  Oy  YOUR  HAIR  ^  V^  ^  ^ 
Helps  Prevent  Brittle  Ends  Breaking  Off! 

#  Hair  May  Get  Longer 

when  scalp  and  hair  conditions  are  normal  and 
the  dry,  brittle,  breaking  off  hair  can  be  retarded 
by  supplementing  the  natural  hair  oils,  it.  has  a 
chance  to  get  longer  and  much  more  beautiful. 
Just  try  the  easy  JUELENE  System  7  days  and 
let  your  mirror  prove  results.  Your  money  back 
if  not  delighted.  See  if  Juelene's  tendency  to  help 
your  hair  to  become  softer,  silkier,  more  lustrous 
than  it  has  been  before — in  just  one  short  week 
helps  your  hair  gain  its  normal  beauty. 

O    BRUNETTES,  BLONDES,  TITIANS ! 

Just  try  this  System  on  your  HAIR  seven 
days  and  see  if  you  are  really  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  LONGER  HAIR  that  so  often 
captures  Love  and  Romance  for  you. 

^  Send  No  Money! 

Just  mail  the  convenient  introductory  coupon.  Take 
advantage  of  this  Fully  Guaranteed  Introductory 
Offer  today,  and  know  at  last  the  happiness  of  pos- 
sessing really  lovelier  hair  and  be  envied  by  so  many. 
JUEL  COMPANY,  4727  N.  Damen,  Chicago  2S,  Illinois 


nUulOMi.  INTRODUCTORY  COUPON 

JUEL  COMPANY,  Dept.  P-£10 
4727  North  Damen,  Chicago  25,  ill. 

Yes,  I  want  easy-to-manage,  longer  hair.  I  will  try  the 
JUELENE  SYSTEM  for  7  days.  If  my  mirror  doesn't 
show  satisfactory  results,  I  will  ask  for  my  money  back. 

D  I  am  enclosing  $1.00. 

D  Send  C.  O.  D.  plus  postage. 
JUELENE  Comes  in  2  Forms 

D  POMADE         D  LIQUID 


NAME. 


ADDRESS.- 
CITY 


_ZONE STATE,. 


Our  Customers  Participate  In  Gifts  ""^l 


ri 
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Chest  Cold  Misery 

Relieved  by 

Moist  Heat  of 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


POULTICE 


SIMPLE 
CHEST  COLD 
SORE  THROAT 
BRONCHIAL 
IRRITATION 
SIMPLE 


The  moist  heat  of   an 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poul- 
tice relieves  cough, 
tightness  of  chest  mus- 
cle soreness  due  to  chest 

__,,,__    cold,  bronchial  irritation 

SPRAIN,  BRUISE  and  simple  sore  throat. 
SORE  MUSCLES  Apply  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
"OILS  poultice  just  hot  enough 

to  be  comfortable — then  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  on  that  cough, 
tightness  of  chest  muscle  soreness. 
Does  good,  feels  good  for  several  hours. 

The  moist  heat  of  an  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice  also  reduces  swelling  and  relieves  pain 
due  to  a  boil,  simple  sprain,  bruise,  or  similar 
injury  or  condition  and  limbers  up  stiff,  achini; 
muscles.  Get  ANTIPHLOGISTINE  MEDICATED 
POULTICE-DRESSING  in  tube  or  can  at  your 
drug  store  NOW. 

Antipniogistina 

MEDICATED  POULTICE-DRESSING 


The  White  Package  with  the  Orange  Band 


,ibgt^ttM!-4^| 


LEARN 

MILLINERY 

.  AT  HOME 

l/l  1  Design  and  make  exclusive  hats  under 
7  V  ^  ^  personal  direction  of  one  of  America's 
i  ^i    7^  noted    designers.    Complete    materials, 

blocks,  etc.,  furnished.  Every  step  illustrated.  You  make 
exclusive  salable  hats  right  from  the  start.  Begin  a  prof- 
itable business  in  spare  time.  Low  cost,  easy  terms. 

LOUIE   MILLER  SCHOOL  OF   MILLINERY 
225   North  Wabash  Avenue,   Dept,  1910,     Chicago   i.   III. 
Please  send  me  your  FREE  catalog  describing  your  training 
course  in  professional  millinery. 

Print  ■    --• . 

Name 

Address . - 


CONTESTS 


WIN  the  next  contest  you  enter. 
Our  CONTEST  BULLETIN  has 
helped  others  win.     Big  winners 
tell  their  secrets,  teach  you  how  to 
"win  BIG  PRIZES.   Lists  current  con- 
tests.   Send  25c  for  sample  copy. 
GENERAL  CONTEST  BULLETIN 
1G09    East   Sth    St.  Dcpt.    1-B  Duluth   5,    Minn. 


,,^^^eire/oja  a  Qlamo'coui 


mi 


utini 


a   7i^utei 


104 


For  Irresistible  figure-beauty,  fonow  BONOMO 
RITUAL  for  Beautiful  Bust  Contour — Complete, 
improved   and   revised    6 -week  Course  shows 
how  to  develop  alluring  bust  contour  so  im- 
portant to  romance.   Features  exclusive  home 
techniques    created    by    Joe    Bonomo,    famous 
beauty    authority,    publisher    BEAUTY    FAIR 
magazine.  8V2"  x  11",  124  diagrams,  charts, 
and  illustrations  of  special   exercises,    bust 
control  methods;  diet,  food  analysis;  tables 
of  weight  and  ccrrect 
proportions,  etc.  Money 
back    if    not   delighted. 
Sent  C.O.D.  for  98c  plus 
postage  or  send  98c  and 
pay  postage. 

BONOMO  CULTURE  INSTITUTE 

Dept.  B6010 
1841  Broadway,NewYork23,N.Y. 


Apple  Pie  Orders 

{Continued  from  page  53) 
Sour  Cream  Apple  Pie 

6  medium  apples,  peeled  and  sliced 
%  cup  brown  sugar,  firmly  packed 
Vi  teaspoon  cinnamon 
i/s  teaspoon  salt 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 

1  cup  thick  sour  cream 

1  unbaked  9-inch  pie  shell 

Mix  together  all  ingredients  except 
the  pie  shell.  Pour  into  shell.  Bake 
in  a  hot  oven  (425°  F)  15  minutes,  re- 
duce heat  to  moderate  (350°  F)  and 
bake  30  minutes  or  until  apples  are 
tender.    Makes  one  9-inch  pie. 

Apple  Snow  Pudding 

IV^  tablespoons  plain  gelatin 
1%  cups  water 

Vz  cup  sugar 

%  teaspoon  salt 

%  teaspoon  cinnamon 

1  apple,  grated 

3  tablespoons  lemon  juice 

2  egg  whites,  stiffly  beaten 

Combine  gelatin,  water,  sugar,  salt 
and  cinnamon.  Heat  over  medium  heat 
until  gelatin  and  sugar  are  dissolved. 
Cool  until  syrupy.  Stir  in  apple  and 
lemon  juice.  Chill  until  partly  set. 
Beat  mixture  with  a  rotary  beater  until 
frothy.  Fold  in  egg  whites.  Pour  into 
a  iy2  quart  mold  or  bowl.  Chill  until 
firm.  Unmold  and  serve  with  cream  or 
custard  sauce.    Makes  6  servings. 


Applesauce  Cake 

2  cups  sifted  flour 

1  teaspoon  baking  soda 
V2  teaspoon  salt 

1  teaspoon  cinnamon 
Vz  teaspoon  cloves 

1  cup  raisins 

1  cup  chopped  nuts 
1/2  cup  shortening 
%  cup  brown  sugar 

1  egg 

1  cup  applesauce 

Sift  together  dry  ingredients.  Stir 
in  raisins  and  nuts,  mixing  until  they 
are  well  covered  with  flour  mixture. 
Cream  shortening  until  light  and  fluffy. 
Add  sugar  gradually,  beating  thor- 
oughly after  each  addition.  Beat  in 
egg.  Add  dry  ingredients  alternately 
with  the  applesauce,  beating  thoroughly 
after  each  addition.  Pour  batter  into 
a  greased  8-inch  x  5-inch  x  3-inch  loaf 
pan  and  bake  in  a  very  moderate  oven 
(325°  F)  11/2  hours.  Makes  one  loaf 
cake. 


Apple  Upside-Down  Cake . 

V4  cup  butter 

1/2  cup  brown  sugar 

2  large  apples,  peeled  and  sliced 
1%  cups  sifted  cake  flour 

1  teaspoon  baking  powder 
1/2  teaspoon  soda 

1  teaspoon  ginger 
Vz  teaspoon  cinnamon 
Vi  cup  shortening 
1/2  cup  sugar 
Vz  cup  molasses 

1  egg 
1/2  cup  buttermilk 

Melt  butter  in  an  8-inch  square  pan. 
Spread  brown  sugar  over  butter.  Place 
sliced  apples  on  top  of  brown  sugar  in 
desired  pattern.  Sift  together  dry  in- 
gredients. Cream  shortening,  gradu- 
ally   add   sugar,    creaming   until   light 


YOU,  TOO,  CAN  HAVE 
A  BEAUTIFUL  NOSE! 

Nobody  today  need  go  through 
life  with  the  handicap  of  a 
badly  shaped  nose,  disfigured 
features  or  blemishes.  Get  your 
copy  of  "YOUR  NEW  FACE  IS 
YOUR  FORTUNE".  See  how 
Plastic  Surgery  quickly,  easily 
reshapes  ugly  noses,  sets  back 
protruding  ears.  Leom  how 
SCIENCE  "takes  years  off"  the  prematurely- 
aged  face,  corrects  scrawny  necks,  double  chins, 
excessive  wrinkles,  etc.  "YOUR  NEW  FACE  IS 
YOUR  FORTUNE",  written  by  a  famous  plastic 
surgeon,  will  be  sent  post-paid  in  a  private 
wrapper,  for  only  25c.    Address: 

nHnnrnv  franklin  house,  Pubihheta 

H-JjnriilPgVl^    £29  Drexel  BIdg.,  Phila.,  Pa..  Dept.4-F 


SPECIAL 


ricli-looking.  Send  no  money.  Pay  post- 
man, plus  C.O.D.  charges.  Send  re- 
mittance,      save      charges.      Guaranteed.  ■  Included 

Vogue  Jewelers,  Dept.  MW- 10,  1003  Locust,  St.  Louis,  Me. 


Ladies' 
18-Kt.  GOLD 

Plated 
EXPANSION 
WATCH  BAND 

I 


CORNS 


also  Calluses.  Quick,  easy, 
and  economical.  Just  rub 
on.  Jars,  30^,  50^.  At  your 
druggist.  Money  lefunded 
if  not  satisfied.  Moss  Co., 
Rochester,  N.  Y. 


removed  by 

MOSCO 


SHOW   FRIENDS    SMART   NEW- 


CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


Selling  SO.big  value  21-card  Christmas  Assort- 
ments  at  $1— pays  yoD  $26  cash.  Makeextra  profitsT 
with  22 dinerent  Assortments  for  Christmas  &Every- 
day.  Also  Stationery.  Write  for  21-card  box  od  ap- 
proval and  FREE  samples  of  Name-Imprinted 
Christmas  Cards  to  sell  at  SO  &  25  for  $1.  Act  nowl  J 

PHIUIPSCAROCO.,d60HuntSt..Newton.MassS 


SEMOFOJI 
EAMKCS  MOW 


PHOTO 


inGi 


t^xv 


Of  Your  Favorite  Photo    sizesxio^ 

Most  gorgeous  life-like  enlargement  you_ 
ever  saw.  Finished  in  beautiful  "Goid-I 
ton^^rocess  on  heavy  portrait  paper,  i 
SEI^»40  MONEY!  Mail  snapshot.pho-  | 
togt^^^  or  negative,  any  size,  any  sub- 
ject. Pay  postman  only  69c  for  one  or  $1.0 
fortwo.pluspostage.  Or  send  price  and  w 
pay  postage.  Original  returned  unharmed, ' 
QUICK  SERVICE.  Money  back  guarantee. ^ 

Hand  colored  in  oils  $1  extra.    State  colors.        

ALLIED  PHOTO  CO.,108  W.LakeSt.,  Dept,E-3So.Chicagol, 

REDUCE 

Easily    •    Safely    •    Sensibly 

Don't  resort  to  harsh  measures  in  order  to  rid 
yourself  of  excess  pounds.  No  need  to  use 
harmful  drugs,  appliances  or  starvation  diets 
if  you  follow  the  easy,  sensible  method  out- 
lined by  Sylvia  of  Hollywood  in  her  amazing 
book,  "No  More  Alibis!"  You,  too,  can  ac- 
quire a  lovely  slender  figure — enjoy  new  hid- 
den beauty  if  you  reduce  the  Hollywood  Way! 
Order  your  copy  of  this  book  at  once. 
Mailed  postage  prepaid,  50c  a  copy. 

BARTHOLOMEW  HOUSE,  Inc.,  Dept.  RM-1047 
205    East    42nd    Street,    New    York    17,    N.    Y. 

BUIIDUPREDBIOOD 

TO  GET  MORE 

STRCNOTH 

If  your  blood  LACKS  IRON! 

Tou  girls  and  women  who  suffer  so 
from  simple  anemia  that  you're  pale, 
weak,  "dragged  out" — this  may  be 
due  to  lack  of  blood-iron.  So  try 
Lydia  E.  Pinkham's  TABLETS — one 
of  the  best  home  ways  to  build  up 
red  blood — In  such  cases.  Plnkham's 
Tablets  are  one  of  the  greatest  blood- 
iron  tonics  you  can  buy!  Buy  them 
at  any  drugstore.  Worth  trying! 

Lydia  E.  PinkJiam'sTASiCf S 


Remnant 

CUT  FROM  A/flV/^'^^^ 
BOLTS  OF  GOODS.V 


Beautiful  prlnta.  Large  color- 
ful pieces.  Mate  child's  play 
clothea,  sun  suits,  rompers, 
Bprooa.  skirts,  patch-work 
quilts,  lunch  cloths,  bed  jack- 
ets, etc.  Full  width  material 
In  every  bundle.  You'll  be 
delighted.  Three  pounds  (18 
yds.  or  more)  Jl  .98  plus  post- 
age. Sent  C.O.D.  GIVEN 
EXTRA!  Dandy  needlework- 
er's  book  Included  without 
extra  cost.  Filled  with  pat- 
terns, plans,  suggestions  and 
Illustrations.  Satisfactloa 
guaranteed  or  your  $1.98  refunded.  Could  anything  be 
more  fair!  You  be  the  judge.  You  can't  iosel  Getyoura 
now!    SEND  NO  MONEY.    Just  mail  a  cardMday. 

KNIGHT'S  REMNANTS,  Dept.  31^ 
3140  W.  Roosevelt  Rd.  ClUcago  12.  minola 


%|^    Women-  &ai/i  Mem^  Sell 
'Mi.     UmMViu^  nylons 


AMAZING  NEW  FIT  SERVICE 

Write  today  . . .  ask  for  FREE  outfit  with  sample 
stocking.  Enjoy  taking  orders  for  YOURS-TRULY 
Nylon  Hosiery.  Sensational  IndiTidual  Castomer 
Fit  Service  to  fit  every  type  of  leg :  —short,  long, 
extra  long,  slim,  stont,  and  average.  Earn  money 
of  your  own.  No  experience  needed.  Write  fully. 
AMERICAN  HOSIERY  MILLS,  DepL  J- 1 8,  Indianapolis?,  Inl 


)  Take  easy  orders . . .  get  big 
/profits.   Show  sensational 
new  line  with  21-card  $1.00 
"Feature"  assortment.  You 
makeup  to  60c  on  every  box.  Big  selection 
Personal  Christmas  Cards,  25  for  JlOOop. 
Religions.  Humorous,  Everyday  Cards, 
Gift  Wraps,  Stationery,  other  asflts.  No 
experience  needed.  Samples  on  approval. 
PROCESS  CORP..  Troy  at  21  ft  St., 
Oept.  M-IS  CHICACO  23.  ILLINOIS 


CARD 


Home   $]guf 


STAMMER? 

This  new  128-page  book,  "Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction,"  describes  the  Bogrue  Unit  Method 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut- 
tering— successful  for  46  years.  BenJ.  N.  Bogue 
Dept.  7500,  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4.  Ind. 


UNWANTED  HAIR 

FOREVER  with  our  proven 
method  In  the  privacy  ol  your 
own  home.  Send  10  cents  in 
coin  or  stamps  for  booklet 
"New    Beauty    /Awaits    Within." 

MAHLER'S     INC. 


Dept.    58N 


Riverside.    R.    I. 


WHY  WEAR 
DIAMONDS 


when  dazzling  Zircona  from  the  mines 
of  far-away  mystic  East  are  so  effective 
and  inexpensive?  Thrilling  beauty,  stand 
acid,  true  backs!  Exquisite  mountings. 
See  before  you  buy. Write  1 
for  Freecatalog.  Address: 

NATIONAL  JEWELRY  COMPANY 

Dept.  l-A  Wheeling,  W.  Va.  ' 


3ite  mountings. 


Take  easy,  big  profit 
orders  from  friends,  others.  Show 
Christmas  Cards  with  name  —  5  big  I  ioes 
sellioK  at  50  for  $1.00  up.  Amazingr  desieniB, 
fforseous  papers.  FREE  SAMPLES.  Alsosell 
SI. 00  assortments  of  Christmas  Cards,  Gift 
Wrappings.  Everyday  Garde,  Stationery. 
Make  big  money  quick -write  todayl 

SOUTHERN  GREETING  CARD  CO. 

McCallBldg.,Oept.L-i  1 ,  Memphis.Tenn. 


)  Name-Inf  riottd 

CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 

50  fori 

Also 
Assortmenti 


i^i     BARBECUE  ASH  TRAY 


Smoke      f^.J: 
Curl         ^;Ci 


I  ALSO  AN  INCENSE  BURNERI 

It's  different!  It's  beautiful!  It'sose- 

f  ul . .  .  attractive  for  home  and  office. 

Handcolored  to  look  like  the  real  fire* 
[^Btones.  Smoke  curls  out  the  chimney, 

^olds  generous  supply  of  ciearettea 
and  matches.  Has  metal  fireplace 
\  grill  cover  which  lifts  out  to  re- 
Imoveashes.  Ideal  gift.  $1.98— 
■  includes  a  package  of  incense. 

Rush  this  COUPON 


SEND  NO  MONEY! 


^  laiNOIS  MERCHANDISE  MART 

Dapt.  1481,  1227  LOYOLA  AVENUE,    CHICAGO  26,  ILLINOIS 

(]BuahBube«»A>liTnyC.O.D.(srtt.98oDixu>Derl»ckanaraatM. 


and  fluffy.  Stir  in  molasses,  blend  well. 
Beat  in  egg  and  buttermilk.  Stir  in  dry 
ingredients  all  at  once  and  beat  until 
smooth.  Pour  batter  over  apples.  Bake 
in  a  moderate  oven  (350°  F)  40  minutes. 
Remove  from  oven  and  turn  upside 
down  on  a  plate.  Let  stand  about  1 
minute  to  allow  syrup  to  drain  on  the 
cake.    Makes  one  8-inch  square  cake. 

Apple  Strudel 

1%  cups  sifted  flour 
%  teaspoon  salt 
3  tablespoons  shortening 
3  tablespoons  milk 

1  egg,  beaten 

2  cups  finely  chopped  apple 
Vz  cup  chopped  raisins 

Vz  cup  chopped  almonds 
Vz  cup  sugar 

1  teaspoon  cinnamon 
Vz  teaspoon  mace 

1  cup  dry  bread  crumbs 
Vi  cup  butter,  melted 

Sift  together  flour  and  salt.  Cut 
in  shortening.  Add  egg  and  milk  and 
stir  thoroughly.  Knead  dough  for  1 
minute,  return  to  bowl  aixd  let  stand  in 
a  warm  place  for  30  minutes.  Roll  and 
pull  on  a  lightly  floured  board  until 
dough  is  paper  thin.  Mix  together  re- 
maining ingredients.  Spread  over 
dough  and  roll  like  a  jelly  roll.  Place 
on  a  large  buttered  baking  sheet.  Bake 
in  a  hot  oven  (450°  F)  15  minutes,  re- 
duce heat  to  moderate  (350°  F)  and 
bake  30  minutes.  Brush  with  melted 
butter  twice  during  the  baking  time. 
Makes  8  servings. 

Applesauce  Torte 

Wz  cups  graham-cracker  crumbs 

3  tablespoons  melted  butter 
Dash  nutmeg 

3  eggs,  separated 

1  tall  can  sweetened  condensed  milk 

3  tablespyoons  orange  juice 

1  teaspoon  grated  orange  rind 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 
Vz  teaspoon  salt 

2  cups  applesauce 

Combine  cracker  crumbs,  melted  but- 
ter, and  nutmeg;  mix  well.  Place 
crumb  mixture  in  a  well-greased  shal- 
low baking  dish.  Using  hands  or  back 
of  a  large  spoon,  press  crumb  mixture 
against  bottom  and  sides  of  dish.  Beat 
egg  yolks  until  thickened;  stir  in  con- 
densed milk,  orange  juice  and  rind, 
lemon  juice,  salt  and  applesauce.  Beat 
egg  whites  until  stiff  but  not  dry.  Fold 
into  first  mixture.  Pour  into  lined  bak- 
ing dish,  and  bake  in  a  moderately  low 
oven  (325°  F.)  45  minutes,  or  until 
firm.  Serve  with  Wine  Custard  Sauce. 
Makes  six  to  eight  servings. 

Sauce:  Combine  2  beaten  eggs,  % 
cup  sugar,  dash  of  salt  and  IV2  cups 
milk  in  the  top  of  a  double  boiler. 
Place  over  hot  water  and  cook,  stir- 
ring constantly,  until  mixture  just 
coats  a  silver  spoon.  Remove  from 
heat  and  cool.  Add  1  tablespoon  sherry 
wine.     Sprinkle  with  nutmeg. 


The  JACK  BEilYS 

in   the 
NOVEMBER  RADIO  MIRROR 

on  Sale  October  10th 


ADDRESS. 


VETO  Colgate's  Antiseptic 
Deodorant,  Cliecks  Underarm 
Perspiration,  Stops  Odor-Yet  IS  I 

Doubly  Safe! 


\  Safe  for  5fein.' 
\  Safe  for 
/   Clothes.' 

J&ef>5  you  Oem^f 

Says  EDNA  MINES 
Registered  Nurse 


Only  VETO  Contains  DURATEX,  exclusive  new  safety 

ingredient!  Veto  is  diflferent  from  any  otlier  deo- 
dorant . . .  Does  «o*rot  clotlies.  Safe  for  any  normal 
skin.  Stays  moist  in  jar,  never  gritty,  rubs  in  easily. 
Use  doubly  safe  Veto  regularly  to  guard  daintiness 
— and  to  check  underarm  per> 
spiration,  stop  odor  safely, 

DOUBLY  PREFERREO! 

Registered  Nurses  who  have 
tried  Veto  prefer  it  almost  2 

to  1  over  any  other  deo- 

I  dorant,  according  to 

a  nation-wide  survey. 

APPROVED  SAFE  FOR  FABRICS— Better  Fabrics  Burean 


II 


The  Work 
I  Love 


AND  $25  to  $35  A  WEEK! 


II 


*'I*m  a  TRAINED  PRACTICAL 

NURSB.    and   thankful   to 

OHICAOO     SCHOOL     Or 

NURSING  for  training:  me. 
at  home,  in  my  spare 
time,  for  this  well-paid, 
dignified  work." 
YOU  can  become  a  nuree.  toot  Thoueands  of  men 
and  women.  18  to  60.  have  etudied  thia  thorough, 
home-study  course.  Lessons  are  easy  to  understand 
and  high  school  education  not  necessary.  Many 
earn  as  thoy  learn — Mrs.  R.  W.  of  Mich,  earned 
$25  a  week  while  still  studying.  Endorsed  by  phy- 
eicians.  Easy  payments.  Trial  plan.  Eauipment 
included.  4toth  year.  Write  nowl 

CHICAGO    SCHOOL    OF    NURSING 

Dept.   1810,   100  East  Ohio  Street,   Chicago  11,   IIU 
Please  send  free  booklet  and  16  sample  lesson  pages. 
Age 


Name_ 
City— 


.  State. 


AMAZING     COLOR     SHAMPOO 

COLORS    HAIR 

/^=^^^  JET  BLACK 
\WITHOUT 
i  DYEING 


Now  you  can   give 
your    hair    a     Rich 
JET     BLACK 
:OI.OR       that'3 
full    or   life  and 
sparkle  and  at 
the    same 
time  wash  out 
dirt,  oily  grime, 
grease  and 
loose  dandruff.   So   why   go 
around    with    dull,     faded. 
yray    or   discolored   hair  any   longer.   Get 
Shsdz   Color  Shampoo  and  see  how  your 
hair  becomes  progressively  blacker,  softer, 
prettier    and    easier    to    dress    with    each 
shampoo.    No   messing   around   with   dyes 
that  may  prove  dlfflcult.  No  lest  required. 
No   dyed   appearance;    no   harm    to   hair: 
will  not  stain   hands  or  scalp.   Helps  you 
look    years   younger.   Invite   romance,   at- 
tract   new   friends,   become  more   popular 
or   gel    a    better   Job.    Highly    praised    by 
users  everywhere.  _        _    _^      ,.  . 

NO  RISK  TEST.  Try  Shadz  Color 
Shampoo  wiihoul  risking  one  penny.  Just 
send  SOc  for  full  size  cake  or  SI  00  for  2 
cakes.  (C  <).!>.  postage  extra).  If  you  are 
not  absolutely  satlshed  within  7  days, 
return  unused  portion  and  gel  your 
money  back  Don't  delay.  Order  today. 
THE  RONALD  CO.,  Dept.  409 
**    6605  Cottage  Grove  •  Chicago  37.  III.    , 
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I  Dennison,Dept.X-l4S,PraininghBin,Man.  • 

I     r  RlC  Please  send  me  a  whole  day's  J 

I     supply  of  Dennison  Diaper  Liners.  I 

Name ' 

Street I 

1 

City State J 


HcT,  MOM !  Don't  be  a  Diaper  Drudgel 
Dennison  Diaper  Liners  reduce  unpleasant- 
ness in  changing  and  washing  my  diapers.  Just 
fold  a  Liner  inside  diaper  next  to  my  skin. 
When  soiled,  flush  away.  No  hard  scrubbing. 
Sanitary.  Helps  prevent  diaper  rash.  Costs 
only  a  few  cents  a  day.  deluxe:  180  for  $1; 
CRADLE  TIME   k  DOWNEESOFT:  180  for  69^. 

DIAPER   LINERS 

Wherever  Baby  Goods  Are  Sold 


AMAZING!    MAKE    ^25 

for  selling  50  boxes  21  for  $1  Christmas  Cards. 

Also  50  and  25  for  $1  embossed  with  name 

on.  Samples  on  approval. 

Merit  Card  Co.,  Dept.  F,  TO  William  SI.,  Newark  2,  H.J. 


RECORDS    23g 

Recently  taken  off  Coin  Phono- 
graphs.  Guaranteed  absolutely  new  on  one 
side — Many  new  or  in  excellent  condition 
on  both  sides — Popular — Polka — Hill  Billy 
— Race.  Specify  type  and  artist  preferred. 
Write  for  further  details. 

OCKEL  MUSIC  COMPANY,  Dept.  B 

6265  Natural  Bridge  St.  Louis  20,  Mo. 


»?^ 


BeYourOwnMUSICTeodier 

LEARN   AT   HOME  THIS   QUICK   MONEY-SAVING   WAY 

Simple  as  A-B-C.  Your  lessons  consist  of  real  selections,  In- 
stead of  tiresome  exercises.  You  read  real  notes — no  "num- 
bers" or  trick  music.  Some  of  our  850,000  students  are 
band  LEADERS.  Everything:  is  in  print  and  pictures.  First 
you  are  told  what  to  do.  Then  a  picture  shows  you  how. 
Soon  you  can  play  many  popular  songs. 
Mail  coupon  for  our  Illustrated  Free  Book 
and  Print  and  Picture  Sample.  Mention 
your  favorite  instrument.  U.  S.  School  of 
Music, 30510  Brunswick  Bldg.,N.Y.10,N.Y. 


FREE 
BOOKLET 


U.S.  School  of  Music,  30510  Brunswick  BIdg.,  N.Y.  10,  N.Y. 
Please  send  me  Free  Booklet  and  Print  and  Picture  Sample. 
I  would   like  to  play   cName  Instrument). 


(Please   Print) 
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Lucy  Is  a  Beachcomber 

(Continued  jrora  page  41) 

about  their  famous  neighbor. 

"Fanny  is  a  really  great  person,"  Lu- 
cille says.  "Honest  and  kind.  She 
helps  everyhody.  But  you'd  never 
hear  about  it  from  her." 

When  Bruce  bought  a  broken  down 
second-hand  sofa  and  hammered  it 
back  into  shape  and  then  found  that 
the  old  cover — which  was  a  sickly 
brown — refused  to  dye  any  cheerful 
color,  Fanny  sent  her  driver  into  town 
to  ransack  her  storeroom.  He  came 
back  with  a  great  roll  of  heavy  pile 
stuff  in  a  heavenly  lime  green — plenty 
for  the  mammoth  sofa. 

"Just  some  old  stuff  I  ripped  off 
some  chairs  a  long  time  ago,"  Fanny 
pooh-poohed.  "I  would  never  have 
used  it."  But  the  sofa  with  its  new 
cover  is  a  thing  of  beauty  before  the 
Kelloggs'  fire. 

Also  prominently  displayed  is  a. 
portrait  of  a  "Lady  in  Red"  painted 
by  Fanny's  talented  son,  Bill. 

"There  wouldn't  have  been  any 
house  without  Fanny,"  Bruce  says^ 

THIS  isn't  quite  true,  for  Bruce  did 
quite  a  bit  of  hammering  and  sawing 
himself,  and  Lucille  learned  enough 
about  upholstering  in  the  process  of 
remodeling  and  refurnishing  the  house 
to  turn  professional  herself  if  she 
ever  tires  of  singing. 

After  the  bedroom,  Bruce  added  a 
dining  room,  again  in  knotty  pine,  then, 
since  a  baby  was  on  the  way,  a  nur- 
sery. Next  a  porch  across  the  ocean 
front,  and  a  paved  terrace  with  a 
mammoth  brick  barbecue  in  the 
walled-in  patio  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  A  store  room  was  converted 
into  a  bunk  house  for  guests.  Next 
project  on  the  agenda  is  an  extra  bed- 
room. In  the  meantime,  Bruce  has 
built  some  wonderful  bookcases.  And 
Lucille  has  scraped  and  stained  the 
ol'd  piano  until  it  looks  like '  a  fine 
antique. 

What  used  to  be  a  shack  now  is  one 
of  the  most  charming  houses  on  the 
beach. 

"Isn't  it  pretty?"  Lucille  will  agree, 
beaming  at  you.  "And  now  come  on 
outdoors." 

The  three  Kelloggs  live  out  of  doors. 
Lucille's  naturally  blonde  hair  is  so 
sun-bleached  that  everyone  assumes  it 
has  been  peroxided.  Bruce  is  as  brown 
as  the  knotty  pine  boards  he  is  for- 
ever hamimering  into  place,  and  Pamela 
— well,  Pamela  is  a  wonder  child. 

Pam  who  came  directly  to  X-Isie 
from  Hollywood  Hospital  where  she 
was  born  on  Januarj'  6,  1946,  doesn't 
know  that  there  is  any  place  in  the 
world  where  the  whole  front  yard  is 
not  a  vast  sandpile  and  the  bath  water 
not  icy  cold  and  salty. 

She  waddles  around  in  the  sun  with 
her  funny  duck  walk,  wearing  no 
clothes  but  a  pair  of  training  pants, 
getting  healthier  and  healthier  and 
healthier.  It's  frightening.  She  now 
weighs  thirty  pounds,  which  would  be 
a  good-  average  for  a  three-year-old. 
What  she'll  be  at  three  is  a  prospect 
the  Kelloggs  haven't  faced.  She  takes 
two  solid  naps  a  day  and  sleeps  like 
a  lamb  around  the  clock  at  night. 
She  has  never  been  sick  a  day  in  her 
life — never  even  had  a  runny  nose. 

As  for  "security,"  that  big  baby 
hurdle  the  child  psychologists  write 
books  about,  her  world  is  friendly  and 
safe  and  fun.  Ma-Ma  and  Da-Da  are 
there    when    she    wants    them.      They 


BEAUTIFUL. 
FINGERNAILS^ 


Don't  be  embarrassed  by 
short,  broken,  thin  nails.  It's 
so  eas^r  to  cover  unsightly 
nailswith  nu-nails.  Applied 
in  a  jiffy,  they  bring  you  long, 
lovely  nails  that  everyone  ad- 
mires. Can  beworn  any  length 
and  polished  any  shade.  Help  you 
overcome  nail  biting  habit.  Set  of 
10  only  20c  at  all  )c-10c  stores 
...and at  Sears. 

NII-NAII  ^  ARTIFICIAL 

5251  Wast  Harrison  Street 
Dept,  16-M.      Chicago  44,  Illinois 


tMAGIMSl 
THIS! 


5  GR^AJ  MONEY-MAKING  LINES 
PSRSONAl  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 


FREE    SAMPLES    PERSONAL    STATIONERY 


CHRISTMAS 
CAKDS 

COST  YOU  AS 
LOW  AS  ^5* 


Biii  line  <3iriNlmHN  mul  Everyday  aKsorl' 
meitt,'.  Sell  wifljr  50r  lo  SI. 00— your  profit. 
2Sr  lo  55(-  per  box.  Exlm  boriim.  Write 
lodny  for  free  miinplcB  pemonal  <:hrii>l- 
tDMN  r«rdi>,  Btationery,  and  LcHdcr  2l-«-Hrd 
<:hrit[inmii,  I4>^iird  Fc«lure  AII-Ot'fUKion 
■ppruvul.  Spc<-itilOfTer»> 


FREE 

SAMPUS 

50  (or  SI  .00 

25  for  $1.00 

PERSONALS 


ELMIRA  GREETING  CARD  CO.,  Dept.  M.245.  ElmirQ,  N.  Y. 


PHOra-RING 

re  o< 

Friend 

1 


Any   Photo   or   Picture  of 

Sweetheart,  Relative  or  Friend 
reproduced  perma- 
nently in  this  beau- 
tiful onyx  like  ring 
featuring  the  New 
Magnified  Setting!  Will  last  a  lifetimel  Xnde- 
structiblel  WaterproofI  Enclose  strip  of  paper 
for   ring    size.      Pay   postman   plus    a    few    cents 

?ostaore.     If    you    send    casb     we    pay    postage. 
Photos    Returned.) 


(Expertlf 

piinttd 

25c  extra) 


PHOTO    MOVETTE    RING   CO..    Dept.    M-2,   CINCINNATI,   O. 


m 


S0PLi 
FABRICS 


f  Write  me,  and  I'll  send  yoa  this  big  package  c 

actual  sample  fabrics  and  style  presentation 

J^SOLUTELY  FREE.  You'U  see  gor- 

^geous,  newest  style  dresses — lovely 

.lingerie — hosiery,  men's  shirts  and 

^socks— all  at  LOW  PRICES. 

Take  orders  from  friends 

[  and  make  money  in  spare  time. 

GET  FREE  SAMPLES! 

Send  DO  money  for  thisbi^- profit 

I  lineofsamplefabrics.lt'^yoara 

free.  Rash  name,  address  now. 

THE  MELVILLE  CO.,  Dept.   4351,  CINCINNATI  3,  OHIO 

STOP  CORNS! 


SORE  TOES         'V.^.^/  CORNS  STOPPED 

INSTANT  RELIEF 

Protect  sore  toes  from  tight  shoes  with  Dr.  Scholl's 
Zino-pads  today  and  you'll  stop  corns  from  develop- 
ing tomorrow!  But — if  you  have  corns — Zino-pads 
wUl  instantly  stop  painful  shoe  friction,  lift  pressure 
and  quickly  remove  coma.  Get  a  box  NOW  ! 


D-^Scholls  Zino-pads 


Ljlou  can  be  a 

Luooa  Samaritan  .  . » ^ 

•  SEND  CLOTHING.  SHOES,  CANNED 
GOODS  .  .  .  ANYTHING  THAT  WILL 
SUSTAIN  LIFE  TO  THE  IMPOVERISHED 
POLISH  PEOPLE. 


YOUR  GIFT  OR  CHECK 

MAY  SAVE  A  LIFE 


AMERICAN  RELIEF  FOR  POLAND,  iNG» 

Warehouse:  153  W.  124th  St.,  N.  Y.  C. 
Headquarfers:  287  Fourth  Ave.,  N.  /.  C. 


love  one  another,  and  they  love  her. 
Dorothy — "Do-dee"- — the  baby  sitter 
who  comes  to  stay  with  her  when 
Bruce  drives  Lucille  in  for  her  broad- 
casts— is  just  as  stable  a  factor.  What 
more  can  a  little  girl  want? 

Lucille  and  Bruce  have  one  worry — 
laughable  to  anyone  inured  to  Holly- 
wood values.  They  are  afraid  they 
will  both  get  jobs  at  once! 

"We've  been  lucky,"  is  the  way  Lu- 
cille puts  it.  "So  far  when  Bruce  has  • 
been  in  a  picture,  I  could  be  home, 
and  when  I  had  a  job,  Bruce  was 
free — so  we  have  never  had  to  turn 
Pam  over  to  a  housekeeper  or  a  nurse. 
We  don't  want  to!" 

Radio  is  hard  work,  but  concen- 
trated, so  that  currently  the  Kelloggs 
can  count  on  two  or  three  days  a  week 
when  they  need  to  do  nothing  but  live. 
The  days  are  much  alike,  and  yet  all 
wonderfully  different. 

They  get  up  at  6:30  with  Pam,  and 
the  three  have  a  whopping  breakfast 
together.  Lucille,  who  Bruce  says  is 
the  world's  greatest  cook,  may  make 
her  famous  pancakes,  or  hot  biscuits. 
After  breakfast,  Pam  is  popped  into 
her  playpen  on  the  sea-side  porch  for 
a  sunbath  and  Bruce  and  Lucille  do  a 
fast  housekeeping  job.  Dishes — last 
night's  as  well  as  this  morning's  since 
a  house  rule  is  that  nothing  faintly 
resembling  work  is  done  after  dinner 
at  night.  The  beds,  the  floor  mopping, 
the  vacuuming — it's  all  very  easy  when 
two  pitch  in. 

BY  nine  o'clock  they  are  free  of  chores 
— free  to  lie  in  the  sun,  to  give 
Pam  a  splash  in  the  ocean,  walk  along 
the  shore  and  look  for  crabs  in  the 
rocks.  Pam  gets  noddy  by  ten,  and  has 
to  have  a  nap. 

Lunch  is  a  picnic,  and  no  fair  ob- 
jecting if  Pam  plays  with  bugs  or 
eats  a  portion  of  sand. 

In  the  later  afternoon,  after  Pam's 
second  nap,  Bruce  and  Lucille  do 
their  daily  distance  swini — a  half  mile 
in  the  ocean  (which  is  rugged)  across 
Topanga  bay  to  a  rock  promontory  and 
back  again.  After  that  the  prospect  of 
dinner   is   mouth-watering. 

Often  dinner  is  steak,  which  Bruce 
cooks  over  charcoal  on  the  barbecue. 
Pam — who  stays  up  for  dinner  to  make 
up  for  her  two  naps — likes  "take"  too, 
and  gets  it — but  hers  is  ground.  Corn 
on  the  cob — Pam's  cut  off — salad,  fruit 
for  everybody.     So  simple. 

If  it's  a  damp  or  foggy  night,  and 
they  do  have  them  occasionally,  Lu- 
cille is  Chief  Cook  and  rules  the  effi- 
cient red  and  white  kitchen.  Then  the 
family's  collection  of  French  earthen- 
ware casseroles  comes  into  use.  Won- 
derful things  emerge — stew,  beef 
goulash,  frankfurters  with  sauerkraut. 

Pam  usually  puts  her  head  in  her 
plate  to  indicate  that  she's  sleepy — 
again! — and  she  is  slipped  into  her 
nightie  and  into  her  crib,  sometimes 
without  opening  an  eye. 

The  evening — until  their  9:30  bed- 
time— stretches  before  Lucille  and 
Bruce  with  so  many  lovely  things  to 
do  that  they  are  torn  deciding. 

They  can  cuddle  up  in  the  big  green 
leather  chair  and  listen  to  radio  mys- 
teries. They  love  Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone  and  The  Fat  Man.  If  it's  cool, 
it's  fun  to  build  a  big  fire  and  then 
lie  on  the  big  green  sofa  listening  to 
records.  Or  reading  to  one  another — 
plays,  or,  for  moony  nights,  Lawrence 
Hope's  love  poems. 

Nightclubs?  The  Kelloggs  don't 
know  what  the  inside  of  a  nightclub 
looks  like.     If  a  good  movie  comes  to 


IDENTIFICATION  BRACELET 

Name  Engraved  FREE  on  Gleaming  Bright 
SILVER  color  Name  Plale.  Very  fine  qual- 
ity and  Expensive-Looking.  Give  Name. 
No.  2N-504 Bargain  98c 


Men*!  Double  Sp«r]dios  Rinf 
STERLINGSILVER  with  Twin 
Flashing  White  Brilliants.  Extra 
Heavy  Handsome  Design. 
No.  R-530       .     Price  $2.95 


ENGAGEMENT  RING 
12  imitation  DIAMONDS 
with  Brilliant  on  STERLING 
SILVER.  Stunning! 
No.  2R-417       Only  $1.98 


UKky Sweetheartrersonttized  Bracelet 
Name    Engraved   FREE.   Yellow   COLD 
color.  Large  Romantic  Heart  to  glisten  on 
your  wrist  in  sheer  beauty.  Exquisite  Ex- 
pansion Band.  Give  Name. 
No.  N-516     Price  $1.95 


GIVE  YOUR  JEWELRY  [/t^f^CH/ 


y/  t  Bring  out  the  sparkling,  lustrous  beauty  of  your  jewelry! 

/  /  It's  easy  .  .  .  speedy  .  .  .  safe  .  .  .  with  DIENER'S  Ring  and 
Jewelry  Cleaner.  Removes  all  tarnish,  powder,  soap, 
dirt,  grime,  from  your  precious  and  costume  jewelry.  Do 
a  professional  job  easily,  quickly,  with  DIENER'S  the 
sensational  jeweler's  formula,  time-tried  for  over  45 
years.  2  oz.  bottle  lasts  a  long  time.  Send  $1  today.  Money 
back  guarantee. 


DEPT.  S-E 


DIENER'S  "o'-T'^^^'^o  '"^^ 


Asthma 

Don't  let  coughing,  sneezing,  choking,  recurring  at- 
tacks ol  Bronchial  Asthma  ruin  sleep  and  energy  an- 
other day  without  trying  Mendaco.  This  great  Internal 
medicine  Is  tasteless  and  taken  exactly  as  directed 
works  thru  the  blood,  thus  reaching  the  bronchial  tubes 
and  lungs.  Usually  starts  helping  nature  Immediately 
to  remove  thick,  sticky  mucus,  thus  alleviating  coughing 
and  promoting  freer  breathing  and  more  refreshing 
sleep.  Get  Mendaco  from  your  druggist  today.  Money 
back  guaranteed  unless  completely  satisfied. 


PERFECT   COPIES  or 

PERFUMES 


EXPERTS  CAN'T  TEll  THE  DIFFERENCE 

between  these  exotic,  alluring,  quality  Reproductiotis  by 
VALLETTE  and  costly  FAMOUS  NAME  Perfumes.  You  pay  only  a 
aion  of  thtcost  of  the  originals.  SEND  25<  TODAY  for  this  Minia- 
ture TREASURE  CHEST  conuining  reprodunions  of  THr!eE  of  tho 
most  costly  and  famous  Perfumes  in  the  World  and  full  deuils  of  my 
AMAZING  and  SENSATIONAL  INTRODUCTORY  GIFT  OFFER. 
VALLEHE  DeDt.M-25  Box  744   Decatur,  llllnolt 


DON'T  .'kTo  GRAY  HAIR 


simply  try  Mary  T.  Goldman's  Gray 
Hair  Coloring  Preparation.  Give  your  hair 
the  lovely,  appealing  color  you  desire, 
quickly — or  so  gradually  even  close  friends 
viron't  guess  your  secret. 

So  simple!  Safe!  Sure!  Comb  this  clear 
liquid  through  your  gray,  bleached  or  faded 
hair.  Watch  it  give  your  hair  the  youthful- 
looking  shade  you  want.  It's  safe  (no  skin 
test  needed).  Won't  harm  wave  or  hair 
texture.  50  year  favorite  of  millions.  Now 
give  yourself  lustrous  hair  beauty — in  the 
privacy  of  your  home  I 

Buy  a  bottle  today  at  your  drug  or  depart- 


ment store.  Money  -  back  guarantee.  FREE 
TRIAL:  Send  coupon  now  for  free  test  kit! 
See  how  amazing  Mary  T:.  Goldman's  works! 


I   MARY  T.  GOLDMAN'S 

I    101  Goldman  Bldg.,  St.  Paul  2,  Minn. 
I  Send  free  sample.  (Check  color  of  hair) 
I    n  Black  n  Dark  Brown  Q  Light  Brown 
I    D  Medium  Brown  D  Blonde  D  Auburn 

I   Name 

I  A  ddress 

I  City State 


i 
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NO   DULL 
DRAB   HAIR 

when  You  Use  This  Amazing 

4  Purpose  Rinse 

LOVALON,  simple  and  quick  to  use  after 
a  shampoo,  does  these  4  things  to  give 
YOUR  hair  glamour  and  beauty: 

1.  Brings  out  lustrous  highlights. 

2.  Adds  a  rich,  natural  tint  to  hair. 

3.  Rinses  away  shampoo  or  soap  film. 

4.  Leaves  hair  soft,  easy  to  manage. 
LOVALON  does  not  permanently  dye  or 
bleach  —  merely  tints  the  hair  as  it  rinses. 
Comes  in  12  flattering  shades.  Try  Lovalon. 

At  stores  which  sell  toilel  goods 


25f!  and  10^  sizes 


CHRISTMAS 
FOLDERS 

with  Name 


Good  News!  You  Make 

BIG  MONEY 


Selling  Christmas  Cards 

Make  easy  cash  profits  with  big  value 
Christmas  Cards.  Show  our  gorgeous 
Natoe-lmprinted  folders,  60for $1.00. 
Amazing  quality,  easy  sellers.  Extra 
dollars  for  you  snowing  23  beautiful 
assortments  and  6Name-ImprintedHnes.Yoa 
get  actual  FREE  samples  of  8  assortments— 
Artists'Reproductions,Oilette,  Fiesta,  Mello- 
tone,  Handi-Notes,  Gi ft  Cards ;  also  Personal 
lines  &  Stationery.  21 -card  Christmas  assort- 
ment on  approval  and  Free  Imprint  samples. 
ARTISTIC  CARD  CO.,  INC. 
655   WAY  STREET*        ELM  IRA,  N.  Y. 


ASK  FOR 

STAYFAST 

SHEER  NYLON 

HAIR  NEL.  5^ 


R 
M 

108 


COLORS: 

Black  Auburn 

Dk.  Brown         Blende 
Med.    Brown     Grey 
Lt.  Brewn        White 
Lavender 


AT  CHAIN, 

DRUG  AND 

DEPARTMENT 

STORES 


The  STAYFAST  Sheer 
Nylon  Hair  Net  Is  exquisite, 
line  and  definitely  low-pricedl 
Only  5c  each.  To  keep  your 
coiffure  always  smooth  and 
chic,  ask  for  the  STAYFAST 
Sheer  Nylon  Hair  Net  at 
your  chain,  drug  and  depart* 
ment  stores,  or  order  direct 
5  far  25c  from 


the  Santa  Monica  theater  they  some- 
times call  in  Olga  and  drive  down  to 
see  it — but  this  is  infrequent. 

Guests  are  infrequent  too — not  be- 
cause the  Kelloggs  are  inhospitable  but 
because  they  are  so  contented  just 
with  one  another  that  they  forget  to 
ask  anyone  until  it  is  so  late  that  their 
friends  are  busy. 

The  Don  Curtises  often  occupy  the 
bunk  house  for  a  weekend,  or  Dick 
Hyden,  or  other  young  actor  friends 
the  couple  made  when  they  were  both 
under  contract  to  MGM.  On  those 
occasions,  the  happy  routine  of  X-Isle 
is  augmented  by  a  moonlight  hike  up 
Topanga  canyon  or  a  picnic  in  the  hills 
back  from  the  bay.  Pam  went  for  her 
first  picnic  not  long  ago,  mountain- 
climbing  like  a  little  goat  in  weeds 
up  to  her  ears. 

Lucille  is  getting  like  Pam — she 
doesn't  remember  what  life  was  like 
away  from  the  beach. 

When  she  and  Bruce  first  started 
planning  to  get  married — "he  never 
proposed;  we  just  slipped  into  it" — the 
only  thing  which  worried  her  was  that 
Bruce  was  a  confirmed  beachcomber, 
had  never  lived  anywhere  else  in  his 
five  years  in  the  movie  colony. 

Lucille,  whose  upbringing  was  scrub- 
brush-and-pail  midwestern,  didn't 
think  she  could  abide  keeping  house 
in  a  place  where  sand  was  always 
gritty  on  the  floor  and  there  was  al- 
ways a  mess  of  wet  bathing  suits  in 
the  bathroom.  But  Bruce  was  clever. 
He  "broke  Lucille  in"  by  taking  her  for 
picnics  at  the  very  beach  they  now 
think  of  as  the  only  possible  place  to 
live. 

"I  love  it  here,"  Lucille  said  finally, 
after  moonlight  weiner  roasts,  cold 
swims  on  hot  days,  long  walks  in  the 
sand.     "I'd  like  to  live  here." 

"What  a  coincidence,"  Bruce  lied. 
"As  a  matter  of  fact,  I've  just  found 
a  house  here  that  I  can  buy.  Would 
you  like  to  see  it?"    It  was  X-Isle. 

With  this  decision  made,  there  was 
nothing  to  stop  their  looking  for  a 
justice  of  the  peace — except  that  Bruce 
was  in  the  middle  of  "They  Were  Ex- 
pendable" and  working  every  day. 
They  managed  anyhow — flew  to  Las 
Vegas  and  back,  and  Bruce  didn't  miss 
a  day  of  shooting.  And  Lucille  messed 
her  brand  new  wedding  ring  in  a  paint 
can  the  very  flrst  day  of  her  honey- 
moon with  the  shack's  improvements. 


Both  Lucille  and  Bruce  were  having 
career  trouble  when  they  met.  Like 
so  many  talented  youngsters  whom  the 
big  studios  "discover"  and  then  for- 
get, they  were  sitting  out  their  con- 
tracts at  MGM  doing  almost  nothing. 

"But  we  were  good  for  one  another," 
Lucille  says.  "Bruce  started  getting 
good  parts  soon  after  we  met.  And  I 
made  a  short,  'Musical  Masterpieces,' 
with  Carlos  Ramirez  which  attracted 
a  lot  of  attention. 

"And  then  the  radio  job  came 
along."  Lucille  puts  it  all  down  to 
her  husband's  good  advice  and  guid- 
ance. He  says  it's  her  own  beauty  and 
talent. 

Lucille's  beauty  and  talent  brought 
her  recognition  very  early  in  her  life. 
She  learned  singing  from  her  mother — 
who  also  had  a  beautiful  soprano  voice. 

"But  Daddy  was  a  religious  lec- 
turer, and  frowned  on  show  business — 
mother  did  her  only  singing  in  church." 
When  it  appeared,  however,  that  Lu- 
cille had  the  same  talent,  her  father 
agreed  that  she  should  be  sent  to  study 
at  the  Cincinnati  conservatory.  When 
she  was  fifteen  and  spending  a  sum- 
mer vacation  with  an  uncle  in  Denver 
she  won  a  Children's  Hour  radio  con- 
test, and  got  her  first  job  at  the  spon- 
soring station,  KLZ.  The  same  summer 
she  sang  with  the  Colorado  symphony. 
In  1941  she  won  the  Metropolitan  Audi- 
tion of  the  Air  and  was  in  the  finals 
when  MGM  talent  scouts  spied  her 
and  signed  her  to  a  long-term  contract. 
She  was  eighteen  years  old. 

Lucille  bears  no  grudge  about  the 
failure  of  her  first  movie  contract  to 
produce  spectacular  results.  Didn't  it 
bring  her  together  with  Bruce? 

She  feels,  and  rightfully — she  is  just 
twenty-three — that  she  is  just  begin- 
ning now.  All  sorts  of  wonderful  offers 
are  popping  up,  including  a  tremen- 
dously exciting  possibility  that  she'll 
be  Bing  Crosby's  lead  in  "A  Connecticut 
Yankee." 

This,  of  course,  would  be  a  fabulous 
break.  Lucille  knows  it,  but  her  feel- 
ings are  mixed.  How  can  she  pos- 
sibly leave  X-Isle?  Bruce  has  the  an- 
swer to  that:  Take  it  that  is,  us  with 
you. 

There  will  be  three  Kelloggs  on  that 
train  when  it  leaves  for  Broadway. 
There  would  be  no  point  in  pursuing 
Fame  and  Fortune,  they  figure,  if  you 
have  to  leave  Happiness  behind. 
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I  he  top  of}burMice 
Is  important  too/ 


Look  what  happens  when  you  stop  with  half  a  make- 
up. In  contrast  to  those  red  Ups,  the  eyes  seem  a  bit 
dull  and  blank,  don't  they?  Now  see  what  a  few  soft 
touches  of  Ma>'bel]ine  Mascara,  Eyebrow  Pencil  and 
Eye  Shadow  can  do. 

With  darker,  longer-looking  lashes  .  . . 
gracefully  tapered  eyebrows  .  . .  and 
just  a  whisper  of  eye  shadow  on 
the  lids  to  accentuate  the  color 
of  your  eyes,   your  entire 
face  is  more  attractive. 

Add  Maybelline  to 
your  regular  make- 
up today  and  see 
what  a  thrilling  dif- 
ference it  makes! 


MAYBEIXINE  CAKE  MASCARA  in 
new  red  and  gold-tout'  metal  vanity,  SI. 
Kefills.  5(V.  Shades:  Black,  Bmwn, 
nine.  (Also  in  J5i-  and  lOc  sizes.) 

mm 

MAYBEIXINE  CREAM  MASCARA 
(applied  without  water)  conios  in  handy 
leatherette  case.  SI.  (.\lso  in 
ISc  and  10c  sizes.)  Shades 
Black  and    Brown. 


MAYBELLINE 
EYEBROW  PENCIL 

soft,  smooth  quality,  fine 
point — so  easy  to  nsel   Black  or  Brown. 


MAYBELLINE  EVE  SHADOW  in 
subtle  shades  of  Blue,  Brown,  Blue- 
gray,  Green.  Violet,  Gray. 


NORMA  CIIRISTOPIIE 

C>ueen  of  the  iy47 

Tournament  of  Roses 


Natural  color  pholographs 

by  Ciir'lxle  Blackwell.  Jr., 

IIullyu-oo,l 


WORLDS      FAVORITE      EYE 
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Experience 

is  the  be  ' 

teacher..7 

in  playing  table  tennis 
or  choosing  a  cigarette/ 


/ffore  peo^/e  are  smoh}?^  C^ame/s  t^a/?  ei^er  /i^e^re 


•  Experience?  Yes,  that  wartime  cigarette 
shortage  was  a  revealing  experience  to 
smokers  everywhere. 

You  smoked  one  brand  one  day  ...  a  dif- 
ferent brand  the  next  .  .  .  whatever  was 
available.  Naturally,  you  compared  brands. 
That's  how  millions  learned  the  meaning 
of  the  phrase,  "Camels  suit  me  to  a  "T'!" 

And,  now  that  you  can  get  any  brand  of 
cigarettes  you  ask  for,  more  people  are  smok- 
ing Camels  than  ever  before.  Try  Camels 
yourself.  And,  when  you  smoke  them,  re- 
member this  fact:  Only  choice  tobaccos, 
properly  aged,  and  blended  in  the  time- 
honored  Camel  ivay,  are  used  in  Camels. 


will  tzW  ^o\x... 

T  FOR  TASTE..  . 
TFORTHROATj.. 

that's  your  proving 
ground  for  any  ciga- 
rette. See  if  Camels 

don't  suit  your 
"T-Zone"    to    a    "T." 


According    to  a   recent    Nationwide   survey: 

IVIORE  DOCTORS  Smoke  Camels 

than   any  other  cigarette 


.  .1 .  liuynolds  Tobftcco  Cn 
Winston-SnIciD.  N.  C. 


•  Three  nationally  known 
independent  research  or- 
ganizations asked  113,597 
doctors  to  name  the  ciga- 
rette they  smoked.  More 
doctors  named  Camel  than 
any  other  brand. 
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Ever  see  a  dewy-fresh,  fragrant  bed  of  mint  like  this?  Probably  not  —  be- 
cause this  is  special  mint,  with  the  sparkling  clean,  cool  flavor  you  can  only 
find  in  Clark's  Tendermint  gum!  Clark's  fine  row-mint  is  gathered  at  the 
peak  of  early-morning  freshness,  when  nature  seals  in  its  true  mint- 
essence.  Ask  ior  freshly  minted  Clark's  Tendermint — naturally,  it's  better! 


"CBl  ark's 


Copyright  1P47.  Clark  Brothers  Chowinff  Gum  Company 
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GIRL:  And  that,  my  half-pint  pest,  is  about 
as  close  as  I  get  to  any  man  anywhere.. 

CUPID:  Maybe  you  should  make  like  those 
stars,  Sugar.  They're  practically  cuddling 
your  moon-man.  But,  of  course,  they  sparkle. 

GIRL:  I  get  it.  All  but  one  teeny-weeny  point- 
just  how  do  I  put  sparkle  in  this  5-watt  smile  of 
mine,  Mr.  Smarty-Pantless? 

CUPID:  I'll  tell  you,  glum  one.  But  first  ...  see 
any  "pink"  on  your  tooth  brush  these  days? 

GIRL:  Uh-huh,  and  blue  skies  and  red  sails  in  the 
sunset  and  .  .  .  what's  my  tooth  brush's  color  scheme 
got  to  do  with  my  smile?  , 

CUPID:  Only  just  about  everything.  Miss  Ignorance  of 
1947.  That  "pink"  is  a  sign  to  see  yoiir  dentist.  Quick. 
Let  him  decide  what's  the  matter.  May  be  simply  a  case  of 
today's  soft  foods  robbing  your  gums  of  exercise.  If  so, 
he  may  suggest  "the  helpful  stimulation  of  Ipana  and 
massage." 

GIRL:  Sjnile  .  .  .  remember,  urchin? ...  it  was  my  smile  we 
were  yappity-yappiting  about.  Where'd  it  go? 

CUPID:  This  way:  A  sparkling  smile  depends  largely  on 
healtliv  gums.  So-o-o,  if  your  dentist  advises 
massage  — that's  for  you.  9  out  of  10  dentists 
do  recommend  gum  massage  . . .  regularly  or 
(T\  in  special  cases,  according  to  a  recent  nationwide 


/ 
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survey.  And  this  same  survey  shows  they  prefer 
Ipana  Tooth  Paste  2  to  i  for  their  own  personal  use. 

HOW  TO  MASSAGE  YOUR  GUMS.  Gently  massage 
at  the  gum  line,  always  keeping  fingertip  in  contact 
with  the  tooth  surface.  It's  at  the  gum  line, 
where  teeth  and  gums  meet,  that  so  many  troubles 
start— where  gentle  massage  can  be  so  helpful. 
Between  regular  visits  to  your  dentist, 
help  him  guard  your  smile  of  beauty. 
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Frank    Sinatra,    who    writes 

a  Christmas  story  especially 

for  us,  next  month 


SEE  above  for  the  famous  teller  of  a 
very  special  tale  for  the  December 
Radio  Mirror — the  story  of  a  man  of  good 
will.  Christmas  comes  into  it,  and  a  lot 
of  other  wonderful  things  you'll  want  to 

read  about. 

*  *         * 

Another  first-person  story  is  written  for 
us  by  Al  Jolson's  lovely  wife,  Erie.  It's 
"My  Husband,  Al  Jolson" — but  along  the 
way  it  tells  a  good  deal  that's  pleasant 
and  interesting  about  Mrs.  J.     And  the 

color  portrait  .  .  .   ! 

*  *         * 

Good  love  stories  and  true  are  always 
heartwarming  reading.  What,  then,  could 
be  better  than  a  love  story  all  tied  up 
with  the  Bride  and  Groom  program? 
Nothing,  we  think.  Not  if  it's  love  you're 

interested  in. 

*  *         * 

Just  plain  living,  at  Christmastime,  is  joy 
enough,  but  our  For  Better  Living  depart- 
ment is  always  looking  for  something  just 
a  little  bit  better.  For  instance,  next 
month's  intriguing  ideas  about  Christmas 
delicacies  to  be  made  at  home.  And  some 
even  more  intrigumg  ideas,  if  you've  had 
a  sad  eye  on  the  revolutionary  new  fashions, 
about  what  can  be  done  to  last  year's 
clothes  to  give  them  a  boost  into  the  new 

party  season.   Ideas  that  really  work. 

*  *         * 

And  there  will  be  a  second  and  final  Radio 
Mirror  Awards  Ballot.  Remember,  radio 
will  give  you  what  you  want  in  the  way 
of  entertainment,  if  you'll  just  say  what 
it  is  you  want — with  a  vote! 
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Bui  now  Fresh  brings  you  a  new,  more 
effective,  creamier  deodorant  to  give  you 
carefree  underarm  protection.  Only 
Fresh  can  give  you  this  patented  combi- 
nation of  amazing  ingredients. 
New  Fresh  is  the  most  effective  cream  de- 
odorant you  have  ever  tried  ...  we  think 
you'll  agree!  Yet  dresses  are  safe  from  rot- 
ting .  .  .  normal  skin  is  safe  from  irritation. 

New  Fresh  is  delicately  perfumed,  delight- 
ful to  smooth  on  .  . .  doesn't  dry  out. 

But  don't  take  our  word  for  it.  Test  Fresh 

—  see  if  it  isn't  the  best  deodorant  you've 
ever  used. 


'yieur' , 


We  give  you  Bill  as  the  Roman  on 
his  program.  While  Berns  Roams! 


Last  year  WOR  sent  out  two  Bills — Berns  and  Raidt — to  48  states, 
to  collect  information  on  how  ex-GIs  were  getting  on  back  home. 


w^ 


BILL  BERNS  bats  .1000  with  radio  critics.  The  reason: 
Bill  doesn't  sound  the  least  bit  like  a  radio  an- 
nouncer. As  one  editor  put  it,  "Bill  talks  like  the  kid 
next  door." 

Bill  is  batting  .1000  with  the  listeners,  too.  Which  is 
one  reason  why  WOR  has  given  him  three  programs  and 
a  seven-days-a-week  schedule. 

One  program  is  The  Mutual  Music  Show,  with  Bill  in- 
troducing orchestral  numbers  in  his  familiar,  informal 
style.  Another  program  is  While  Berns  Roams,  a  bright 
spot  on  Saturday  evenings  at  6:15  featuring  recordQ^d 
interviews  Bill  has  gathered  around  New  York.  The 
third  is  Fifteen  Minutes  with  Bill  Berns,  a  series  of  chats 
with  interesting  people  every  weekday  afternoon. 

Berns  has  a  remarkable  facility  for  getting  people  to 
talk.  Perhaps  it's  because  he  has  an  easy-going  and 
straight  from  the  shoulder  air.  Perhaps  it's  because  he 
looks  like  the  brotherly  type  it's  fun  to  tell  your  joys  and 
sorrows  to.  Or  perhaps  it's  because  of  years  of  experi- 
ence at  the  radio  interview  game. 

Attached  to  General  MacArthur's  Pacific  Headquar- 
ters during  the  war,  Berns  recorded  thousands  of  talks 
with  GIs,  Wacs  and  Waves,  Tars  and  Spars,  for  broad- 
cast to  hometown  radio  stations. 

The  interviewing  assignment  was.  one  that  Bill's 
buddies  on  MacArthur's  press-radio  ship  regard  very 
highly.  "Our  food,  being  Army  chow,  was  never  as  good 
as  the  Navy's,"  Bill  recalls.  "And,  besides,  the  newsmen 
with  us  helped  deplete  our  larder.    So  I'd  take  my  wire 


recorder  and  go  scrouging  for  goodies.  I'd  visit  a  Navy 
supply  depot  or  a  quartermaster  warehouse  and  do  in- 
terviews with  cooks  and  kitchen  clerks.  And  I'd  always 
try  to  get  one  recorded  scene — a  jeep  being  loaded  with 
beer!" 

Bill  was  in  the  Philippines  with  his  recorder,  waxing 
portions  of  a  USO  show  when  Signal  Corpsmen  rushed 
in  with  the  flash  that  the  Japanese  were  surrendering. 
Bill  flipped  the  switch  and  caught  a  dramatic  scene: 
Bandleader  Kay  Kyser  telling  the  audience  the  historic 
.news  and  the  GIs  going  wild  with  joy.  Later  Bill  was 
aboard  the  USS  Missouri  to  witness  the  surrender  cere- 
monies. 

Last  year  Bill  and  an  Army  buddy.  Bill  Raidt,  toured 
the  48  states  in  a  jeep  to  tell  WOR  listeners  how  veterans 
were  making  out  on  Opportunity  U.S.A.  Two  of  the 
interviews  Bill  will  never  forget  were  made  on  the  trip. 
One  was  with  an  ex-GI  window  cleaner,  strapped  to  the 
twenty-third  floor  of  the  Mark  Hopkins  Hotel  in  'Frisco 
and  the  other  was  with  ex-marine  Clem  Johnson.  The 
latter  had  tried  to  perfect  an  insecticide  for  foxholes  on 
Saipan — but  instead  discovered  a  chemical  that  flushed 
out  worms.  He  is  now  marketing  the  stuff  to  fishermen 
as  "Clem  Johnson's  Magic  Liquid  Spade." 

Bill  is  28,  personable  and  single.  And  he's  no  new- 
comer to  show  business.  His  father  is  a  veteran  theater 
operator  and  his  brother  is  a  film  director.  Perhaps  that's 
why  he  knows  how  to  give  audiences  exactly  what  they 
want  in  the  way  of  entertainment. 
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Will  the  law  ever  require  women  who  are  care- 
less about  their  breath  to  wear  bells  warning 
others  of  their  approach?  It's  not  a  bad  idea. 
You  can  understand  why  if  you  ever  came  face- 
to-face  with  a  case  of  halitosis  (unpleasant 
breath). 

This  all  too  common  offense  is  likely  to 
stamp  any  woman,  or  man,  as  an  objectionable 
person  to  be  avoided. 

Don't  take  your  breath  for  granted.  Don't 
assume  it's  O.  K.  when  it  may  be  quite  the 
opposite.  You  yourself  may  not  know  when 
you're  guilty.  Let  Listerine  Antiseptic  help  to 
put  you  on  the  polite  side.  Use  it  before  any  date. 
Almost  at  once  Listerine  Antiseptic  makes  your 
breath  sweeter,  fresher  .  .  .  less  likely  to  offend. 

While  some  cases  of  halitosis  are  of  systemic 
origin,  most  cases,  say  some  authorities,  are  due 
to  the  bacterial  fermentation  of  tiny  food  par- 
ticles clinging  to  mouth  surfaces.  Listerine  Anti- 
septic quickly  halts  such  fermentation,  then 
overcomes  the  odors  fermentation  causes.  Never 
omit  Listerine  Antiseptic. 
Lambert  Pharmacal  Company,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


BEFORE      ANY      DATE.;; 

LISTERINE       ANTISEPTIC 

fOR       ORAL       HYGIENE 
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ofcdnrseldlwai/s 
use  lampax! 


NO  BELTS 
NO  PINS 
NO  PADS 
NO  ODOR 


How  could  she  lead  the  active 
I  life  she  does  if  she  didn't  have 
Tampax  to  depend  on  during 
those  miserable  days  each 
I  month? . . .  Tampax  is  that  dif- 
ferent kind  of  monthly  protection  you 
have  heard  about— worn  internally  with- 
out any  belts,  pins  or  external  pads 
whatever!  It's  a  very  modern  product 
indeed,  invented  by  a  doctor  and  now 
sold  at  practically  all  drug  and  notion 
counters  in  city  or  country  wherever  you 
live.  And  that's  a  fact! 

There  is  plenty -to  tell  about  Tampax!  It 
is  fashioned  of  pure  surgical  cotton  com- 
pressed in  those  slim  white  applicators 
for  dainty  insertion.  Your  hands  need 
not  touch  the  Tampax  and  you  don't  feel 
it  when  in  place.  It  cannot  cause  bulges 
or  ridges  under  a  dress.  And  when  dis- 
posal time  comes,  Tampax  has  only  1/15 
the  bulk  of  the  "other  kind." 

No  chafing.  No  odor.  Quick  to  change. 
Wear  it  in  your  tub  or  shower.  Millions 
of  women  depend  upon  Tampax  every 
month.  The  Economy  Box  holds  four 
months'  average  supply.  Three  absorb- 
ency-sizes  to  choose  from— Regular, 
Super,  Junior.  Tampax  Incorporated, 
Palmer,  Mass. 


Accepted  for  Adyerti$mg 

by  the  Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association 


HEW  RECORDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  REN  AIDEN 


EDDY  HOWARD: 

Now  on  the  Columbia  label  with  the  sprightly  "Happy  In  Love" 
and  the  soothing  ballad,  "Not  Mine." 

ERSKINE  BUTTERFIELD: 

Stylish  vocal  and  instrumental  tricks  with  "Cecilia"  and  "S'posin." 
(Musicraft.) 

BLUE   BARRON: 

Back  on  the  discs  via  MGM  records  with  a  good  double,  "Ten- 
nessee" and  "One  Hour."    The  whole  band  does  the  singing. 

PHIL  HARRIS: 

More  southern  drawl  fun  with  "Crawdad"  and  "Smoke."  (Victor.) 

BERYL  DAVIS: 

The  English  canary  gets  a  big  Victor  buildup  but  the  songs, 
"Mother,  Mother,  Mother"  and  "You're  Breaking  In  A  New  Heart" 
don't  deserve  too  much  attention. 

BENNY  GOODMAN  ALBUM: 

Capitol  has  a  good  idea  in  this  one  with  B.  G.  demonstrating  his 
clarinet  genius  first  with  only  piano  accompaniment,  then  with  a 
trio,  and  climaxing  the  album  with  the  full  orchestra.  Best  tune, 
"How  High  The  Moon." 

XAVIER  CUGAT: 

Plays  the  best  Latin-American  tunes  in  months,  "Come  to  the 
Mardi   Gras"  and  "Miami   Beach   Rumba."    (Columbia.) 

CAMPUS   CLASSICS: 

Capitol  puts  its  all  star  cast — Stan  Kenton,  Benny  Goodman,  The 
King  Cole  Trio,  The  Dinning  Sisters,  Ella  Mae  Morse,  and  Johnny 
Mercer — to  work  in  tunes  undergrads  seem  to  like  most.  Samples, 
"I  Get  The  Blues,     "The  Whiffenpoof  Song,"  and  "Mean  to  Me." 

PHIL  BRITO: 

A  good  baritone  pairs  "I'm  Sorry"  and  "Apple  Blossom  Wedding" 
for  good  results.  (Musicraft.)  Sammy  Kaye  (Victor)  also  handles 
the  latter  tune  competently. 

JO   STAFFORD: 

Has  fun  with  "Feudin'  and  Fightin' "  and  then  wraps  up  Irving 
Berlin's  newest,  "Love  and  the  Weather."  (Capitol.)  Dennis  Day 
(Victor)  and  Harry  James  (Columbia)  also  have  discs  dedicated  to 
the  Berlin  hit. 

MEL  TORME: 

The  frog-voiced  crooner  gives  a  new  treatment  of  "A  Little  Kiss 
Each  Morning"  and  "One  For  My  Baby"  and  the  results  are  more 
interesting  than  melodic.    (Musicraft.) 

LOUIS  ARMSTRONG: 

The  grand  old  man  of  jazz  teams  up  with  veteran  Jack  Tea- 
garden  for  a  swell  merger  of  "Rockiii'  Chair"  and  "Jack  Armstrong 
Blues."   (Victor.) 

DORIS  DAY: 

Good  singing  of  two  good  tunes,  "Sitting  Under  the  Apple  Tree" 
and  "Tonight  Is  Just  A  Memory."   (Columbia.) 
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My  Beauty  Facials  bring  quick  new 

Loveliness,      says  this  famous  star 


"You'll  be  delighted  with  the 
way  Lux  Soap  facials  leave  skin 
softer,  smoother,"  says  lovely 
Evelyn  Keyes  speaking  to  you  at 
her  dressing  table. 

"Smooth  the  fragrant  Active 
lather  well  in,"  she  tells  you. 
"Then  rinse  with  warm  water, 
splash  on  cold.  As  you  pat  gently 


with  a  soft  towel  to  dry,  skin 
takes  on  fresh  new  beauty!" 

Don't  let  neglect  cheat  you  of 
Romance.  The  gentle  beauty  care 
Evelyn  Keyes  recommends  will 
make  you  lovelier  tonight! 

In  recent  fests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap  fa- 
cials by  skin  specialists,  actually  3  out  of 
4  complexions  improved  in  a  short  time. 


9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Toilet  Soap /ax(^A 


Nineteen-year-old  Vic  Damone  is  still  breath- 
less (though  it  doesn't  show  in  his  singing) 
over     his     shooting-star     arrival     at     the     top. 
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Sunday  nights  at  6:30,  CBS,  is  the  new  Simms 
starring  time,  when  Ginny  and  Percy  Faith 
and    his    orchestra    style    a    musical    half    hour. 
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By   REN   AIDEN 


Frank  Sinatra  heads  the  Hit  Parade  (9  to 
9:30,  Saturday  nights,  NBC),  working  with 
singer    Doris    Day,    Axel    Stordahl's    orchestra. 


1  IC  DAMONE,  the  tall,  Brooklyn-born  baritone 
'  with  the  Latin  look,  has  good  reason  to  smile 
each  time  he  recalls  the  swift  flow  of  happy 
events  that  brought  him  out  of  an  usher's  uniform 
into  the  broadcasting  spotlight.  Only  19  now,  the 
ex-flashlight  carrier  is  expected  to  gross  $110,000  in 
the  next  year,  singing  on  CBS's  Saturday  Night 
Serenade,  waxing  Mercury  records,  and  making 
personal  appearances  in  theaters  just  like  the  Para- 
mount, N.  Y.,  where  Vic,  just  a  few  years  ago,  was 
escorting  bobby  soxers  to  their  seats. 

So  if  Vic  is  a  little  confused  and  breathless  about 
his  sudden  success,  you  can  understand  why.  The 
best  he  can  say  about  it  is  "It's  great,  it's  wonder- 
ful!" 

In  1945  Vic  was  developing  muscles  restraining 
eager  Sinatra  and  Como  fans  from  climbing  on  the 
stage.  Between  his  regular  usher  chores,  Vic  was 
also  assigned  to  piloting  the  backstage  elevator. 
Here  life's  ups  and  downs  were  forgotten  when  the 
ambitious  usher  had  such  glamorous  freight  as  the 
current  top  swooners  and  dainty  dishes  like  Dinah 
Shore  and  Margaret  Whiting. 

"I  wondered  if  some  day  I'd  be  that  kind  of  pas- 


Farewell  party:  Betty  Dubro,  till  recently 
"Gloria"  of  Phil  Spitalny's  orchestra,  is 
on    her    way    to    Italy    and    a    career    in    opera 


senger  ton,"  Vic  recalled.  "Most  of  my  life  I'd  been 
singing.  First  the  church  choir,  then  block  parties, 
and  a  few  appearances  on  local  kids'  radio  shows. 
My  mother  was  a  piano  teacher  but  not  even  she 
could  get  me  to  practice.  I  was  pretty  wild.  I  had 
done  enough  yelling  around  the  house  to  make 
my  mother  want  to  control  it.  So  she  gave  me  vocal 
lessons.  Next  thing  I  knew  I  was  liking  it  and  hop- 
ing I  could  make  singing  my  career." 

It  was  in  that  mood  that  the  youngster,  desperate 
for  recognition,  decided  to  make  Perry  Como  stand 
by  for  the  only  audition  ever  held  in  an  elevator. 

Como  had  just  left  the  stage  and  took  the  elevator 
up  to  his  dressing  room. 

"I  pushed  the  stop  button  between  floors,"  Vic 
told  me,  "and  started  singing  as  though  I  had  only 
two  minutes  to  live.  I  rushed  through  that  song  and 
Perry  just  stood  there  with  his  mouth  open  as 
though  he  were  going  to  sing — or  yell  for  help. 
But  he  was  nice  about  the  whole  thing." 

Como  gave  the  singing  usher  some  encourage- 
ment and  a  letter  of  introduction.  The  letter  didn't 
do  much  good.  The  response  was  that  Vic  was  too 
young.    He  looked  more  like  an  autograph  hunter 


This   is   the   vacation   on   which    singer   Jack   Smith   had   so 
much  dog  trouble.  With  him  is  band  leader  Moxie  Whitney. 
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"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  active  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles — 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely!" 
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^/tyays  use 

COLGATE  DENTAL  CREAM 

after  you  eat 
aficfdefore  eireryefafe! 


(Stein  photo.) 
Peter  Donald  (Ajax  Cassidy)  and  Arnold  Stang  (Henry  Morgan's  comic) 
with  stooges,  at  the  recent  American  Federation  of  Radio  Artists  ball. 


than  the  hunted.  Frustrated,  Vic  was 
seriously  trying  to  raise  a  moustache,  but 
with  small  success,  when  opportunity 
came. 

Vic  sang  at  a  party  for  a  returned  vet- 
eran. Present  was  Lou  Capone  (no  rela- 
tion to  the  late'  Al) ,  a  Brooklyn  olive  oil 
merchant.  Capone  liked  the  youngster, 
told  him  he  would  help.  Although  his  ap- 
proach was  a  little  startling  it  produced 
results. 

"I'll  do  for  Damone  what  I  did  for  the 
olive  oil  industry,  invest  in  a  good  propo- 
sition. Vic  is  like  my  olive  oil.  You  gotta 
give  to  get." 

So  Capone  invested  $25,000  in  his  youth- 
ful singer,  most  of  it  going  into  hand- 
somely produced  audition  records,  ar- 
rangements, publicity,  and  voice  coaching. 

Things  began  to  happen.  Vic's  vigorous 
crooning  belied  his  age. 

"After  they  heard  the  records,  people 
were  amazed  to  find  the  voice  belonged  to 
a  'teen-age  kid,"   Capone  explained. 

In  March,  1946,  Vic  won  a  spot  on  WHN's 
Gloom  Dodgers  Show.  RCA -Victor  put 
Vic  in  an  album  with  Milton  Berle.  A  few 
months  later  Vic  became  a  contestant  on 
Arthur  Godfrey's  Talent  Scouts  show  and 
copped  first  prize.  Then  came  a  click  en- 
gagement at  the  La  Martinique  night  club 
even  though  he  had  trouble  getting  past 
the  doorman  for  the  first  show. 

"No  minors  allowed,"  barked  the  flunkey. 
Capone  had  to  get  the  manager  to  let  him 
in. 

The  late  George  Washington  Hill,  fabu- 
lous cigaret  magnate  signed  Vic  as  under- 
study for  Andy  Russell  on  The  Hit  Parade. 

"Each  week  I'd  rehearse,  stand  by  in 
case  Andy  got  sick.  Never  did  I  know 
such  a  healthy  guy  as  Andy." 

Vic  never  made  The  Hit  Parade  but  he 
did  get  his  own  network  show,  a  Mutual 
sustainer.  The  mail  response  was  terrific 
and  unusual.  Women  sent  in  locks  from 
their  hair,  asked  for  his  in  return.  Getting 
through  the  adoring  throngs  after  he 
finished  a  broadcast  was  tough  but  Vic 
remembered  his  Paramount  theater  train- 
ing, and  pushed  through  unmolested. 

His  early  Mercury  recordings  reached 
the  counters  last  June  and  within  three 
weeks,  100,000  were  sold.  Shortly  after 
that,  Vic  was  assigned  for  the  CBS  Satur- 
day Night  Serenade,  made  his  debut  three 
weeks  after  his  nineteenth  birthday. 

Manager   Capone   had   his    "I-told-you- 
so"  speeches  already  prepared. 
.  "Vic  is  just  like  the  olive  oil  business. 


Quality  wins  out.  I  haven't  got  my  invest- 
ment back  yet  but  I'm  not  worrying. 
Wait  till  we  snap  up  a  good  movie  offer, 
just  wait." 

So  far  Vic  has  kept  his  original  head 
size.  He  keeps  his  night  club  visits  to  a 
necessary  minimum,  usually  squires  a 
neighborhood  girl  instead  of  a  glamor  type. 

He  adores  spaghetti,  works  it  off  on  the 
handball  courts  with  the  fellows  he  went 
to  school  with  at  Lafayette  High.  He  still 
lives  with  his  parents  and  four  sisters  in 
Brooklyn.  The  only  thing  that  has  changed 
much  is  the  mail  box.  They  got  a  bigger 
one  to  handle  the  correspondence  from 
such  fan  clubs  as  "Vic's  Victims,"  "Vic's 
Chicks"  and  "Veni,  Vidi,  Vic." 

Grateful  for  his  mother's  early  music 
coaching,  Vic  recently  gifted  her  with  the 
down  payment  for  a  new  house  in  Brook- 
IjTi.  All  she  has  to  do  now  is  find  one. 

The  gang  around  the  block  don't  think 
Vic  will  ever  high  hat  them. 

"He's  still  one  of  us,"  one  said,  "only  he's 
got  more  sports  jackets." 

If  you  have  ever  been  curious  to  follow 
a  dance  band  on  a  series  of  one  night 
stands,  you'll  get  that  opportunity  shortly. 
A  motion  picture  company  is  going  to  send 
a  camera  crew  around  with  Buddy  John- 
son's band  for  44  consecutive  one  night 
stands,  put  the  highlights  of  the  trip  into  a 
compact  short  subject  to  be,  appropriately 
enough,    titled,    "One    Night    Stand." 


Ted  Weems  claims  to  have  the  heaviest 
musician  in  the  business,  300-pound  bass 
player,  Billy  Blair.  Weems  is  now  playing 
a  coast  to  coast  tour  of  theaters. 


Just  to  show  to  what  lengths  musicians 
will  go  to  protect  themselves,  Illinois  Jac- 
quet,  youthful,  self-styled  "Dynamo  of 
the  Saxophone,"  has  taken  out  a  policy  in- 
suring his  lungs  for  $100,000  against  injury 
caused  by  his  saxophone  playing. 


As  you  expected,  Margaret  Whiting  will 
not  return  to  the  Eddie  Cantor  show  when 
the  pop  eyed  one  returns  from  vacation. 
Margaret  and  Eddie  did  not  part  friendly 
and  the  comic  must  once  more  look  around 
for  a  new  vocalist. 


Mel   Torme   isn't   content   to   be   just   a 
swooner.    He   has   written   the   book   and 


lyrics  of  a  new  Broadway  musical  show. 
After  a  disastrous  attempt  to  try  a 
comedy  show  with  Arthur's  Place,  the 
sponsor  replaced  it  with  a  straight  musi- 
cal show. 


After  all  the  publicity,  both  the  Paul 
Whiteman  and  Martin  Block  network  disc 
jockey  shows,  are  running  bad  seconds  to 
the  soap  operas  that  compete  with  them. 


Tired  of  trying  to  be  a  prize  fight  pro- 
moter, Frank  Sinatra  now  has  a  new 
hobby,  collecting  costly  paintings  and  try- 
ing his  hand  with  the  brushes  himself. 


Roy  Rogers  will  marry  his  leading  lady. 
Dale  Evans. 


Kate  Smith's  cooperative  noontime 
broadcasts  on  Mutual  are  fabulously  suc- 
cessful. Insiders  claim  Kate  and  her  part- 
ner, Ted  Collins,  are  earning  $8,500  a 
week.    All  this  without  singing  one  song. 


Ginny  Simms  has  taken  up  what  appears 
to  be  permanent  residence  at  New  York's 
Waldorf  Astoria.  She  brought  her  baby 
east  with  her.  You  can  hear  her  on  the 
CBS  Coca-Cola  show  with  Percy  Faith's 
orchestra. 


At  press  time  Dinah  Shore  was  stiU 
without  a  sponsor  for  her  night  time  sing- 
ing stints  so  she  and  husband  George 
Montgomery  went  about  developing  their 
idea  for  a  network  Mr.  and  Mrs.  daytime 
series.  The  program  would  emanate  from 
the  couple's  Encino  ranch. 


Jack  Smith,  singing  star  of  Columbia's 
Jack  Smith  Show  ran  into  some  trouble 
with  his  dog  while  he  was  on  vacation.  It 
all  started  when  he  went  to  the  Empress 
Hotel  in  Victoria,  British  Columbia.  Driv- 
ing up  to  the  hotel  everything  seemed  fine. 
His  bags  were  accepted  and  checked.  The 
clerk  smiled  at  Jack  and  his  wife.  Then 
the  trouble  started.  There  was  a  bark  and 
a  wagging  tail  as  Jack  opened  the  pet- 
carrier. 


Disc-jockeying  now  gets 
the  benefit  of  Paul 
Whiteman's  vast  store 
of    musical    experience. 


Horida...  „ 


Fishing,  my  very  first  day,  I  caught  a  big  one!  "Lend  you  a  hand?"  an 
amused  voice  asked  — and  there  were  you!  "A  fisherman  —  with  such  soft 
hands,"  you  said ...  A  Jergens  Lotion  user  does  have  such  attractive  soft  hands. 


*Bollyt€ood  Stars  use  Jergens  Lotion 
over  any  other  hand  care,  7  to  1. 
With  Young  Marrieds,  it's  nearly  4  to 
Ifor  Jergens  Lotion. 

What  about  you? Your  hands,  too, 
can  feel  even  smoother,  deliciously 
softer  today  with  Jergens  Lotion 


At  the  old  wishing  well 

—  "I  wish  these  darling 
hands  were  mine,  for 
keeps," yon  said...Jergens- 
soft  hands  do  make  a  man 
"wish."  Maybe  that's  why 
Jergens  hand  care  is  tops 
with  the  loveliest  women.* 


care.  They're  protected  longer,  too. 
Due  to  recent  research,  Jergens 
Lotion  is  even  finer  today.  Contains 
two  trusted  ingredients  many  doc- 
tors use  for  skin-care.  Still  10^  to 
$1.00  (plus  tax).  Never  oily;/ 
no  stickiness.  I 


y^' 


For  the  Softest,  Adorable  Hands,  use 


FREE! 

"Try  it"  size  of 
today's  even  finer 

Jergens  Lotion. 
Mail  coupon  now 


JERGENS  LOTION 


► 
► 
► 
► 
► 
► 
► 
► 
► 


Address:  Box  27,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio 


234 


Name- 


Address- 


City aiate 

(Paste  on  penny  postcard,  if  you  wish)    (Sorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only) 
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WMTS  NEW 


mdDM 


John  Garfield,  Jane 
Wytnari  earn  ihwnks 
Iroin  Huntly  Gur<lon 
f  or  S c r « <-  ri  Ci  u i  I  (i 
f Mayers    lUTt'ormanceb. 


Walter  Winchell'5 
news-bebintl-the-nt'v\  s 
is  heard,  as  usnul. 
Sundays    at    9,    AlU!. 
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THIS  changing  world!  Newsreel  executives  are  frankly- 
admitting  they  have  the  jitters  because  of  television 
inroads.  One  of  them  is  on  record  as  saying  that 
newsreels,  as  we  know  them  today,  will  be  a  thing  of 
the  past  within  two  or  three  years.  And  why  not?  What 
could  be  fresher  news  than  seeing  things  on  your  tele- 
vision set,  while  they  are  happening? 

•  4<  N(  4: 

Add  to  the  above  item  that  television  is  going  in  for 
transcriptions  and  you  can  see  why  newsreel  film 
makers  are  worried.  Right  about  now,  Ted  Malone, 
human  interest  storyteller,  is  on  a  tour  of  Europe,  mak- 
ing special  films  and  recordings  for  ABC  for  possible 
use  by  the  company's  television  department  in  the  near 
future.  The  transcription  idea  will  benefit  many  small 
video  stations  which  now  operate  for  only  a  few  hours 
a  day  because  of  high  costs  and  lack  of  personnel. 
Transcriptions  for  television  will  also  cut  into  the  regu- 
lar film  market,  since  lots  of  stations  now  use  shorts  and 
even  longer  films  for  telecasting,  a  trick  that  doesn't 
always  work  out  very  well.  Regular  movies  are  photo- 
graphed for  large  screens  and  when  reduced  in  size  lose 
a  lot  of  their  interest,  besides  being  very  tiring  on  the 
eyes. 

*         *         * 

That  Patti  Clayton  is  quite  a  girl.  Now  she's  coming 
up  with  a  talent  she  kept  hidden  for  a  long  time,  while 
she  concentrated  on  getting  places  with  that  special 
voice  and  singing  style  of  hers.  She's  started  doing 
charcoal  sketches  again,  a  hobby  of  hers  in  the  past. 
She's,  done  a  portrait  of  Bob  Crosby  which  is  now 
hanging  in  Hollywood's  famous  Brown  Derby. 


(CdDASTT  t®  CdDASTT 


All-over-the-world   masks   make   the   hobby   collec- 
tion of  NBC's  special-events  announcer  Ben  Grauer. 


Taylor,   Nicky,   Kevin   and   Ginny   and   Woody   Klose   make 
MBS's  Red  Hook  31  a  vivid  series  on  back-to-the-farm  life. 


By 

DALE 
BANKS 


What  next!  We're  informed  that  a  Midwest  outfit  is 
manufacturing  wire  recorders  for  installation  in  buses 
so  straphangers  can  listen  to  spot  commercials  in  aaai- 
tion  to  reading  the  car  card  ads.  Well,  it  will  give  us 
bus  riders  something  to  listen  to  besides  the  odd  bits  of 
gossip  we  can  hear  from  the  seat  behind  us. 

*  *         * 

It  used  to  be  that  fan  clubs  were  merely  a  group  of 
people  organized  in  admiration  of  an  individual  and 
dedicated  solely  to  learning  all  they  could  about  their 
idol.  But  the  war  years  changed  that.  First  the  groups 
busied  themselves  in  various  wartime  activities — selling 
bonds,  collecting  scrap,  letter  writing  and  hospital  work. 
Now,  what  used  to  be  extracurricular  activities  have 
taken  over.  Kate  Smith  fans,  for  instance,  actively  sup- 
port all  the  organizations  sponsored  by  their  favorite 
singing  star.  Members  of  the  Swing  and  Sway  Fan 
Club,  devoted  to  Sammy  Kaye,  have  organized  a  Band- 
leaders Unit,  and  study  all  facets  of  the  bandleading 
business.  Perry  Como  fans  are  currently  campaigning 
for  the  Damon  Runyon  Memorial  cancer  fund.  Jay 
Jostyn  fans  have  started  a  Juvenile  Activities  Club  in 
honor  of  radio's  "Mr.  District  Attorney",  and  arrange 
part-time  jobs  for  themselves  during  summer  vacations 
and  after-school  hours.  Those  are  a  few  we've  heard 
about.    What  are  you  doing,  fans,  to  keep  in  the  swim? 

*  *         * 

Writer-actor  Don  Herbert  was  making  a  movie  short, 
with  one  scene  laid  in  the  yard  of  an  Evanston,  Illinois, 
home.  Passersby  paid  no  attention,  until  the  script 
called  for  Herbert,  in  the  role  of  a  departing  GI,  to  hang 
a  sign  on  the  house.  People  came  rushing  forward  then 
from  all  directions.    The  sign  he   hung   on   the   house 


Lovely   Angel    Casey    is    heard   as   part    of 
the    Betty    Crocker   Show,    daily    on    NBC. 


said  what  it  usually   doesn't,   these  days:    "For  Rent." 

*  *         *  , 

Paul  Barnes,  Chicago  actor-announcer  and  disc 
jockey,  told  us  a  cute  yarn  when  he  was  in  town  a 
couple  of  weeks  ago.  He  was  waiting  in  the  reception 
room  at  the  studio  between  shows  one  day.  The  recep- 
tionist was  helping  an  aspiring  actress  to  fill  out  an 
audition  blank  and,  when  asked  her  age,  the  actress 
hesitated.  The  receptionist  waited  patiently  while  sec- 
onds ticked  by  and  then  said,  "Better  hurry  up.  Every 
second  makes  it  worse."  Wonder  if  that  receptionist 
shouldn't  try  for  a  job  as  a  gag  writer?    We've  heard 

worse  from  the  professionals. 

*  *         * 

The  telephone  is  a  great  gadget  and  producer  Bud 
Ernest  will  give  Mr.  Bell's  invention  a  glowing  testi- 
monial any  time.  It  seems  that  Bud  got  absent  minded 
about  Labor  Day.  At  his  usual  time,  he  proceeded  to 
his  office   as  though  it   were    {Continued  on  page   15) 
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ED  DOYLE'S 

BOWLING 
BILLBOARD 


First  Ed  Doyle,  expert, 
weighs  up  a  bowling  ball 
for  Ed  Little,  enthusiast. 


IT'S  a  long  way  from  the  far-off  Island  of  Guam  to 
Rochester,  New  York,  but  nevertheless  this  story 
starts  on  Guam  and  has  its  happy  ending  in  the 
studios  of  WHAM  at  Rochester. 

Back  in  the  war  years  theie  was  a  Buffalo-born 
Army  Air  Corps  corporal  by  the  name  of  Ed  Little. 
Eddie  was  a  member  of  a  Wire  Recorder  Combat  Team 
attached  to  the  20th  Air  Force  with  headquarters  on 
the  Island  of  Guam.  Ed,  with  his  team  members,  fol- 
lowed the  mighty  B-29  Super  Fortresses  as  they  made 
their  repeated  attacks  on  the  stronghold  of  the  Rising 
Sun.  He  told  the  story  of  these  history-making  flights. 
The  wire  recorder  made  a  permanent  record  of  his 
account  which  was  flown  back  to  the  "States"  and  used 
as  a  feature  of  the  radio  network  programs  presented 
by  the  United   States  Army   Air   Forces. 

Out  there  on  Guam,  Eddie  got  mighty  homesick. 
Who  wouldn't?  He  liked  his  work  because  he  had  done 
four  years  of  radio  announcing  before  Pearl  Harbor. 
But,  nonetheless,  he  missed  being  home  .  .  .  and  he 
missed  his  favorite  sport,  bowling. 

It  was  only  natural  when  Ed  Little  did  arrive  back 
home  that  he  followed  up  on  the  two  things  he  had 
thought  so  much  about  in  the  service.  He  wanted  to 
get  back  into  radio  and  bowling.  Station  WHAM  at 
Rochester  liked  his  announcing  style  and  said  "come 
to  work."  It  wasn't  long  after  getting  his  WHAM  job 
that  Ed  got  around  to  combining  business  and  pleasure 
.  .  .  radio  with  bowling.  The  result  was  the  1946-47 
edition  of  Ed  Doyle's  Bowling  Billboard.  The  success 
of  the  program  was  unusual  to  say  the  least.  In  Roch- 
ester alone,  25,000  organized  bowling  fans  were  his 
regular  weekly  listeners  as  he  reported  league  stand- 
ings, individual  high  scores,  results  of  championship 
matches,  on-the-spot  tournament  broadcasts  and  in- 
terviews with  prominent  local  and  national  bowling 
authorities. 

The  first  year  of  Ed  Doyle's  Bowling  Billboard  ended 
in  a  blaze  of  glory.  It  is  generally  conceded  to  be  the 
area's  most  comprehensive  program  for  the  exclusive 
benefit  of  bowlers. 

Now,  another  bowling  season  has  rolled  'round.  Once 
more  Ed  Little  will  be  on  the  job  with  all  the  latest 
news  of  the  bowling  world.  His  weekly  program  will 
be  heard  over  WHAM  each  Sunday  evening  from  6:15 
till  6:30  P.M. 

Yes,  it's  a  long  way  from  dreaming  about  bowling 
on  the  Island  of  Guam  to  a  radio  program  devoted  to 
bowling  .  .  .  but  that  is  Ed  Little's  dream  come  true. 


Then   he   fits   it   with 

care  to  the  other  Ed's 

long,    flexible    fingers. 


R 
M 
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All   set  now.    Another 
GI    dream    comes    true. 
Guam  was  never  like  this ! 


If  he  doesn't  get  a  strike 
WHAM's  gift  to  bowling  en- 
thusiasts    better     sign     off! 


(Continued  from  page  13)  just  another 
working  day,  which  for  him  it  was.  He 
arrived  at  Mutual  only  to  find  the 
building  locked  up.  He  had  a  rehear- 
sal scheduled  in  a  Mutual  Playhouse 
fifteen  minutes  later  and  all  his  ma- 
terial was  locked  inside  the  building. 
He  was  just  speculating  on  hurling  a 
brick  through  the  plate  glass  doors, 
when  he  spotted  a  light  on  one  of  the 
upper  floors.  Bud  ran  to  a  drugstore 
across  the  street  and  telephoned  a 
lawyer  in  the  building,  who  obligingly 
came  downstairs  and  opened  the  door. 
Now,  Bud  carries  his  building  keys 
with  him  all  the  time. 


Everyone  has  his  weakness.  Paul 
Lavalle  ordinarily  scoffs  at  supersti- 
tions. He  walks  under  ladders,  starts 
important  undertakings  on  Friday  the 
13th  and  eats  peanuts  backstage  when 
he  feels  like  it.  But  he's  got  one  super- 
stition himself.  At  his  first  outdoor 
concert  last  summer,  Lavalle  wore  a 
"good  luck"  bow  tie  presented  to  him 
several  years  ago  by  conductor  Leopold 
Stokowski.  Paul's  worn  the  tie  at  every 
important  radio  and  concert  appear- 
ance he's  made  since  then. 


We've  always  thought  this  was  so, 
but  we're  glad  to  have  our  idea  con- 
firmed. It's  one  thing  to  give  out  with 
real  creative  good  jazz.  Just  give  your 
talent  its  head  and  experiment  and  see 
what  happens,  which  is  usually  good. 
But  what  about  the  special  kind  of 
corn  dished  out  by  bands  like  Spike 
Jones  and  his  City  Slickers?  Spike  says 
it's  harder  to  play  corn  than  legitimate 
music.  He  claims  that  it  takes  good 
musicians  many  long  rehearsals  and 
split  second  timing  to  achieve  the  as- 
sorted yells,  screams,  grunts,  explo- 
sions and  ribaldry  that  make  up  a  typi- 
cal Spike  Jones  creation.  He  likes  to 
compare  his  men  with  comedy  acro- 
bats. He  says  they  practice  much  longer 
than  the  straight  strong  men  and  tum- 
blers— and  so  does  the  Jones  outfit. 


Vera  Vague  had  herself  a  really 
happy  vacation  this  year.  She  left  her 
fluttery  characterizations  behind  and 
traveled  to  Deerlake,  Pennsylvania, 
where  she  was  starred  in  a  stock 
company    production    of    "Biography". 


At  the  Village  Store  (NBC,  Thurs.) 
they  sell  a  good  brand  of  comedy: 
Jack     Carson,     plus     Eve     Arden. 


Love-quiz 


. . .  For  Married  Folks  Only 


WHY  ARE  HIS  KISSES 
JUST  "PECKS".  .  .  NOW? 

A.  This  wife  may  be  losing  romance  from  her  marriage  because 
of  faulty  feminine  hygiene  habits. 

Q.    Faulty  feminine  hygiene?  Can  this  affect  married  happiness? 

A.  Yes — because  the  charm  of  complete  feminine  daintiness  is 
assured  only  by  effective  douching.  For  this,  many  doctors 
recommend  efficient,  dependable  "Lysol"  brand  disinfectant. 

Q.     How  does  "Lysol"  compare  with  other  disinfectants  for  dependability? 

A.  Unlike  some  other,  weaker  antiseptics,  "Lysol"  is  a  proved 
germ  and  odor  killer  which  remains  effective  in  the  presence 
of  organic  matter. 

Q.  What  about  salt,  soda  .  .  .  other  homemade  douching  solutions  on 
which  some  women  rely? 

A.  These  weak  cleansing  makeshifts  are  neither  antiseptic  nor 
germicidal — can  never  compare  with  reliable  "Lysol." 

MAKE  "LYSOL"  your  safeguard  of  intimate  daintiness  and  charm^ 
$0  important  to  married  happiness.  Always  use  "Lysol"  in  the  douche. 


Check  these  facts  with 
your  doctor 

Many  doctors  recommend  "Lysol" 
for  Feminine  Hygiene.  Non-caustic, 
"Lysol"  is  gentle,  non-injurious  to 


delicate  membrane.  Its  clean, 
antiseptic  aroma  quickly  dis- 
appears. Highly  concentrated, 
"Lysol"  is  economical  in  solution. 
Follow  easy  directions  for  cor- 
rect douching  solution. 


For  Feminine 
Hygiene— always  use 


FREE  BOOKLET!  Learn  the  truth  obout  inti- 
mate hygiene  and  its  important  role  in  married 
happiness.  Mail  this  coupon  to  Lehn  &  Fink,  Dept. 
R.M.-471 1, 1  92  Bloomfield  Avenue,  Bloomfield,  N.J., 
for  frankly  informing  FREE  booklet. 


STREET 

CITY 

STATF 
Product  of  lehn  &  Fink  Products  Corp. 
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fl  L 1 1  /I  I  U  '~~  ZJne  Ljounaedt 


Ray  has  a  collection  of  bugles  for  giving 
bi  ihday  greetings  on  Top  o'  the  Morning. 


Ray  and  Carl  Moore  rise  early  to  put 
their  7  A.M.  broadcast  together — and 
find  their  sponsor's  product  also  rising. 


WEEI's  Production  Man- 
ager, Ray  Girardin,  also 
youngest  member  of  that 
station's    15   Year   Club. 
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YOU'LL  have  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  if  you 
want  to  keep  up  with  Ray  Girardin,  WEEI's  youngest 
executive  and  entertainer.  "What,"  you  say,  "execu- 
tive and  entertainer?  Isn't  one,  or  the  other,  a  big  enough 
job?"  It  may  be  for  the  average  person,  but  it  is  not  for 
Ray  Girardin.  He's  WEEI's  Production  Manager  and  the 
other  half  of  Carl  Moore's  Top  o'  the  Morning  broadcast 
as  well. 

At  5:30  every  morning  except  Sunday,  Ray  is  at  the 
studios  with  Carl  Moore  to  put  their  7  o'clock  Top  o'  the 
Morning  broadcast  together.  He's  been  doing  this  for  the 
past  fifteen  years,  and  dreads  the  day  when  he  can  lie 
abed  late,  like  an  ordinary  executive.  When  that  day 
comes,  Ray  will  feel  like  an  old  man,  for  he's  been  the 
"youngest"  of  everything  in  radio  for  so  long. 

Back  in  Worcester,  Mass.,  where  Ray  was  born,  he 
started  lessons  on  the  trumpet  when  most  kids  were 
toddling  behind  tricycles.  When  he  reached  high  school, 
he  organized  his  own  dance  band  and  played  for  school 
functions  and  for  numerous  outside  bookings.  He  was  so 
young,  he  had  to  await  his  sixteenth  birthday  before  they 
could  admit  him  to  the  Worcester  Musicians'  Union. 


When  he  got  out  of  high  school,  he  auditioned  at  a  Wor- 
cester radio  station  for  an  announcer's  job,  and  won  over 
200  applicants.  Thus  he  became  one  of  the  youngest  reg- 
ular staff  announcers  in  the  country  on  a  major  station. 
A  year  later  he  auditioned  at  WEEI  to  do  an  early  morning 
show  with  Carl  Moore.  The  two  personalities  clicked  from 
the  outset.  The  quick,  rollicking,  puckish  humor  of  this 
descendant  of  Old  France  perfectly  complemented  Carl 
Moore's  Irish  sallies  and  thrusts. 

Right  away  they  became  prime  favorites  with  early  rising 
New  Englanders.  Ray  is  not  content  just  to  work  at  his 
radio  job.  He  takes  outside  bookings,  too,  and  tells  many 
interesting  tales  of  his  experiences.  One  time,  he  went  up 
to  Maine  to  do  a  show.  The  weather  took  a  sudden  turn 
for  the  worse,  and  in  the  middle  of  a  cloudburst,  Ray's  car 
blew  a  tire.  It  was  dismally  dark,  but  after  a  while  he 
made  out  the  outlines  of  a  farmhouse.  Trudging  through 
the  downpour,  he  knocked  at  the  door  .  .  .  knocked  and 
knocked.  Finally,  a  sleepy  head  came  out  a  window  and 
Ray  explained  his  predicament.  The  farmer  asked:  "Aren't 
you  Ray  Girardin  of  WEEI?"  From  then  on  everything 
was  fine.  The  farmer  came  down,  brought  along  his  tools, 
and  in  no  time  had  Girardin  ready  for  the  road  again.  Nor 
would  the  farmer  take  any  payment.  He  told  Ray  it  was 
little  enough  he  could  do,  for  Ray  had  cheered  him  on 
many  a  dismal  morning. 

After  becoming  Production  Manager,  Ray  dropped  all 
other  microphone  duties  except  the  Top  o'  the  Morning 
broadcast.  He  is  the  station's  youngest  executive,  and  the 
youngest  to  make  WEEI's  Fifteen  Year  Club.  He  has  an 
attractive  home  in  Greenwood,  a  suburb  of  Boston,  and  is 
a  member  of  its  symphony  orchestra.  His  family  now  con- 
sists of  three  husky  young  sons,  and,  at  last,  a  daughter, 
born  in  July,  who  is  the  apple  of  her  fond  father's  eye. 
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Lipstick 


Created  by  Popular  Demand 

or  a  lipstick  as  fine  as  her  nail  polish 


\N  omen  all  over  America  have  asked  Helen  Nciisliaefer 


With  the  new 
wonder  ingredient 

LASTEEN 


and  a  new  case 
tvith  the  stunning 

"Color  Teller  Tip" 


to  create  a  lipstick  as  lastingly  Io\  civ  as  her  nail  polish  .  .  .  one  that 
really  stays  on  .  .  .  not  too  moist  .  .  .  tiot  too  tir\ .  hut  just  right !  From  her 
cosmetic  chemists  has  come  this  amazing,  ne\s  lipstick  .  .  .  containing 
LASTEEIV,  to  give  her  lipstick  what  the  miracle  ingredient 
PLASTEEN  gives  her  nail  jtolish.  Now  available  at  chain 
store  cosmetic  counters  ...  in  five  beautiful  shades  that 
harmonize  with  Helen  iNeushaefer  uail  polish. 


iili  PLASTEEN 


Golden 
nielal 
swivel 
case 


Distributed  by  A.  Sartorius  &  Co.,  Inc.,  80  Fifth  Ave.,N.Y.  11,  N.Y. 
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Which  Twin  has  the  /cnlF 

(and  which  has  the  beauty  shop  permanent?  See  answer  below) 


See  how  easy  it  is  to  give  yourself  a  lovely 
TONI  Home  Permanent  foi*  your  date  tonight 


The  very  first  time  you  try  Toni,  you'll 
have   soft,    natural -looking   curls,   deep, 
smooth  waves  —  with  no  frizziness,  no 
dried-out    brittleness.    But,    before    you 
try  Toni,  you  may  want  to  know  — 
Will  Toni  work  on  my  hair? 
Yes,  Toni  waves  any  kind  of  hair  that 
will   take   a   permanent,   including  gray, 
dyed,  bleached  or  baby-fine  hair. 
Must  I  be  handy  with  my  hands  ? 
Not  at  all!  If  you  can  roll  your  hair  up 
on    curlers    you    can    give    yourself    a 
smooth,   professional-looking    Toni    per- 
manent by  following  the  easy  directions. 
How  long  'will  it  take  me? 
Waving   time   is   only   2   to   3   hours  — 
even  less  for  hair  that's  easy  to  wave. 
And  during  that  time  you're  free  to  do 
as  you  please. 

How  much  curl  will  I  have  with  Toni? 
You  can  have  ju.  t  the  amount  of  curl 
that  suits  you  best  —  from  a  wide,  loose 


wave  to  a  halo  of  ringlets.  Just  follow 
the  simple  directions  for  timing. 
How  long  will  my  Toni  'wave  last? 

It's  guaranteed  to  last  just  as  long  as  a  $15 
beauty-shop  wave  or  your  money  back. 
How  much  do  I  save  with  Toni? 
The    Toni    Kit    with    re-usable    plastic 
curlers  costs  only  $2  .   .   .  with  handy 
fiber  curlers  only  $1.25.  The  Toni  Refill 
Kit   complete  except  for  curlers   is   $1. 
(All    prices    plus    tax.    Prices    slightly 
higher  in  Canada.) 
Which  Twin  has  the  Toni? 
Bernadette,  on  the  left,  is  the  Toni  twin. 
The  Toni  Kit  is  on  sale  at  all  leading  drug, 
notions  and  cosmetic  counters. 


HOME  PERMANENT 

THL  CREWIE  COLD  WAVE 


(l5etlu   L^arde 


Some  time  ago  in  Philadelphia,  a  dra- 
matic editor  attended  a  banquet  and  sat 
next  to  the  late  George  Arliss.  The  dra- 
matic editor  had  more  on  his  mind  than 
the  latest  play  to  open  in  the  Quaker  City. 
He  was  -worried  because  his  fifteen-year- 
old  daughter  was  stage  struck  and  he  was 
afraid  that  his  own  passion  for  the  theater 
had  got  her  that  way.  He  was  also  afraid 
that  she  was  doomed  to  failure  on  the 
stage,  because  she  was  very  tall.  So  the 
editor  asked  George  Arliss  whether  his 
daughter's  unusual  height  might  prove  to 
be  a  hindrance.  Without  hesitation,  Ar- 
liss replied,  "The  height  is  in  the  acting." 

The  editor  told  that  to  his  daughter  and 
she  never  forgot  it.  Today  she  is  one  of  the 
most  popular  actresses  in  the  theater  and 
on  the  air.  Her  name  is  Betty  Garde  and 
she's  heard  currently  as  Peg  Neely  on  the 
Perry  Mason  show  (CBS,  Monday  through 
Friday,  2:15  PM,  EST). 

To  Betty  Garde  acting  is  not,  and  never 
has  been,  a  job  or  a  glamorous  career.  It's 
a  way  of  life.  At  the  age  of  sixteen  she  was 
graduated  from  a  Philadelphia  high  school. 
She  could  have  gone  to  Wellesley,  but  she 
couldn't  see  how  attending  that  famous 
college  would  help  prepare  her  for  the 
theater,  so  she  passed  up  the  chance.  In- 
stead, she  wangled  herself  right  into  a 
local  stock  company,  the  May  Desmond 
Players.  Ironically  enough,  in  a  profession 
where  youth  and  freshness  are  so  im- 
portant, Betty  Garde  was  repeatedly  cast 
in  old  lady  roles.  It  bothered  her  a  little 
then,  for  every  girl  wants  to  play  roman- 
tic leads,  but,  today  she  says  she  wouldn't 
have  missed  that  experience  for  anything. 

In  1925  Betty  Garde  came  to  New  York 
and  made  her  Broadway  debut  with  Otto 
Kruger  in  "The  Nervous  Wreck."  After 
that  she  played  in  "Easy  Come,  Easy  Go," 
"The  Poor  Nut"  and  a  number  of  other 
hits.  Someone  suggested  that  Betty  ought 
to  try  radio.  She  tried  it  and  made  it  very 
aasily.  Now,  in  addition  to  her  stint  on 
Perry  Mason,  she  is  heard  on  no  fewer 
than  six  network  shows  a  week. 

Miss  Garde  is  a  strong  opponent  of  the 
"actors  are  born,  not  made,"  school  of 
thought.  She  admits  that  certain  natural 
talents  are  necessary,  but  she  insists  that 
training  is  far  more  important.  She  also 
thinks  that  while  dramatic  schools  are  fine 
and  help  a  great  deal,  they  aren't  nearly 
the  wonderful  training  ground  that  the 
old  stock  companies  used  to  be. 

Betty  makes  a  point  of  returning  to  the 
stage  from  time  to  time.  Her  most  recent 
appearance  was  as  Aunt  Eller  in  "Okla- 
homa!" She  feels  the  need  for  a  live 
audience  out  front,  every  once  in  awhile. 
It  keeps  her  in  good  condition,  she  says. 


C^dwin   (/~>t 


race 


Edwin  Bruce,  currently  playing  the  part 
of  Dickie  in  Portia  Faces  Life,  is  but 
twelve  years  old,  yet  he  is  a  veteran  radio 
actor  with  seven  years'  experience  on  the 
major  networks. 

He  has  had  running  parts  on  the  Open 
Door,  Wilderness  Road,  The  Second  Mrs. 
Burton  and  played  the  part  of  Bobby 
Keen  on  the  Sheriff  show.  He  is  heard 
currently  on  Joyce  Jordan,  M.D.  as  Jimmy 
Malone  and  as  Jimmy  Lord  on  the  Editor's 
Daughter. 

Born  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  Edwin  spent 
the  first  nine  years  of  his  life  in  SufEern, 
N.  Y.,  in  the  foothills  of  the  Ramapo 
Mountains.  Here,  at  a  very  early  age, 
Edwin  learned  to  swim,  row  a  boat  and 
fish.  Some  of  his  other  accomplishments 
are  baseball,  golf  and  horseback  riding. 
His  real  hobby  is  stamp  collecting.  He  can 
spend  hours  browsing  through  stamp  ex- 
hibits, and  also  going  through  his  own 
good-sized    collection. 

Edwin  is  the  youngest  of  three  children, 
and  is  devoted  to  his  sister  Dorothy  and 
his  brother  Joel.  He  is  very  proud  of  his 
big  brother  who  is  serving  in  the  Navy. 
As  for  his  sister,  well,  she  just  about 
brought  him  up.  And  furthermore,  she 
was  responsible  for  making  an  uncle  out 
of  Edwin.  That's  a  fact!  Edwin  has  two 
fine  nephews  and  he  recognizes  his  re- 
sponsibilities to  them.  His  mother,  Cecile 
May,  fusses  over  Edwin  just  as  though  he 
were  still  an  infant,  a  situation  Edwin 
copes  with  with  amazing  tact  for  a  lad 
of  his  age.  His  father  has  taken  over  the 
management    of   Edwin's    career. 

Like  most  American  children,  he  would 
love  some  day  soon  to  become  a  motion 
picture  actor.  The  opportunity  presented 
itself  some  time  ago,  but  because  of  pre- 
vious radio  commitments  he  had  to  pass 
it  up. 

Edwin  has  his  mind  made  up  on  his 
future  in  radio.  He  is  looking  forward  to 
a  show  of  his  own  some  day,  as  a  hot- 
shot comedian  like  Bob  Hope,  or  a  big- 
time  announcer  or  m.  c.  like  John  Reed 
King,  or  a  director  of  radio  shows.  In 
order  to  prepare  himself  for  radio  di- 
recting, he  is  studying  music.  He  also 
gives  serious  attention  to  the  study  of 
dialects  and  mimicry. 

Some  of  the  important  actresses  and 
actors  with  whom  Edwin  has  worked  in 
radio  and  stage  are:  Ethel  Barry  more, 
Helen  Hayes,  Joan  Fontaine,  Paulette  God- 
dard,  Lucille  Ball,  Claire  Trevor,  Geraldine 
Fitzgerald,  Shirley  Boothe,  Florence  Eld- 
ridge,  Martha  Scott,  Gregory  Peck,  Fred- 
ric  March,  Bob  Hope,  Burgess  Meredith, 
Josenh  Gotten,  Claude  Raines  and  John 
Garfield. 


Iti  iem  c^^emna  am9t 


Most  everybody  loves  the  refresh- 
ingly different,  clean  taste  of  Dentyne 
—  it's  keen  cheuing  gum! 

And  Dentyne  owes  its  popularity 
to  more  than  delightful,  long-lasting 
flavor  alone!  Its  firm  chewy  texture 
helps  keep  teeth  sparkling,  too. 

Every  time  you  enjoy  Dentyne, 
you  enjoy  the  quality  result  of  75 
years  of  Adams  manufacturing 
know-how.  Try  the  other  Adams 
quality  gums,  too.  Always— 


6tuf  aam  6^  Adzm^ 


Reg.  Trade  Marks 


^25,000 


//^  P^/2£S  TO  G£r 
yoa  TO  TRY  lV0A^O£Pf(/l 


• 


BRmSTTBSf  /f£9  ^£405/ 

Discover  New,  Improved  Drene's 

B£A(mr  BO^as  fop 


•  Reveals  all  the  natural  lustre! 
Leaves  hair  easier  to  set,  curl,  arrange ! 
•  Never  dries  out  hair! 


$/,000  S£COi\fO  PRfZ£ 

zero  PKfZ£s  Of  $50  e/icH 


VIRGINIA  MAYO 

Co-stcLTxing  in  Samuel  Goldivyn's 
Technicolor  Comedy 

"THE  SECRET  LIFE   OF 
WALTER   MITTY" 

Virginia  Mayo  is  just  one  of  the  lovely  Hollywood 

stars  who  have  switched  to  the  wonderful 

New,  Improved  Drene  Shampoo.  She  says, 

"My  hair  is  now  so  full  of  highlights 
it  actually  shines." 


282   PRIZES!    GET  DRENE!     ENTER  NOW! 

What's  your  beauty  problem?  Is  your  hair 
oily?  Dry?  Dull?  Hard  to  manage?  Here's 
your  opportunity  to  discover  the  magic  of 
New,  Improved  Drene  for  all  types  of  hair — 
and  win  a  big  prize,  too! 

HERE'S   ALL  YOU    DO:    To  get  you  to  try 

New,  Improved  Drene  we've  made  this  great 
new  contest  easy  to  enter.  Discover  Drene's 
"beauty  bonus"  for  your  hair — then  complete 
this  sentence  in  25  additional  words  or  less: 

^  -m^-t^jt'  qL-  koAAy,  UccuA^^  . . . 

Mail  your  entry  with  the  top  (or  facsimile) 


of  any   Drene  carton  to  Drene, 

Dept.  M,  Box  2118,  Cincinnati  1, 

Ohio.  Your  entry  may  win  that  $10,000 

first  prize! 

HINTS  TO  HELP  YOU  WIN!  You'll  quickly  find  how 
New,  Improved  Drene  makes  quicker,  richer,  more 
active  lather.  Brings  out  all  the  sheen  in  your  hair 
— more  sheen  than  any  soap  shampoo.  Never  dries 
out  your  hair.  Leaves  your  hair  softer,  smoother, 
far  easier  to  set,  curl  and  arrange.  There's  plenty 
to  write  about! 

Let  Virginia  Mayo  give  you  an  example:  "New, 
Improved  Drene  is  perfect  for  my  type  of  hair  be- 
cause its  rich,  mellow  lather  brings  out  all  the 
natural  color  brilliance  of  my  hair  and  leaves  it 
soft,  smooth,  and  easy  to  set  and  curl." 


Try  it!  Get  Drene  now! 
Your  sentence  may  win! 


^    FOLLOW  THESE  EASY   RULES; 

1.  Complete  this  sentence:  "New,  Improved 
Drene  is  perfect  for  my  type  of  hair  because  .  .  ." 
in  2.5  additional  words  or  less.  Write  on  an  official 
entry  blank  or  on  one  side  of  a  sheet  of  paper. 
Print  plainly  name  and  address.  Send  in  as  many 
entries  as  you  wish.  Pantry  t^lanks  available  where 
you  get  Drene— at  toilet  goods  counters  everywhere. 

2.  Mail  to  Drene,  Dept.M,  Box  2118,  Cincinnati  1, 
Ohio.  Enclose  top  tor  facsimile)  of  any  Drene  car- 


ton with  each  entry.  Be  sure  to  use  enough  postage. 

3.  Any  resident  of  the  United  States  or  Canada 
may  compete,  except  employees  of  Procter  & 
Gamble,  their  advertising  agencies  and  their  fami- 
lies. Contest  subject  to  all  Federal,  State  and 
Dominion  regulations. 

4.  First  Prize  will  be  $10,000,  Second  Prize  $1,000 
and  280  additional  prizes  of  $50  each. 

5.  The  contest  is  open  now.  lilntries  must  be  post- 
marked  before   midnight,   November   29,   and  re- 


ceived by  midnight,  December  14,  1947. 

6.  Entries  will  be  judged  for  originality,  sincerity, 
aptness  of  thought.  Judges'  decisions  will  be  final. 
I  duplicate  prizes  will  be  awarded  in  case  of  ties.  No 
entries  will  be  returned.  Entries,  contents,  and 
ideas  therein  become  the  property  of  Procter  & 
Gamble. 

7.  All  winners  will  be  notified  by  mail  shortly  after 
close  of  the  contest.  Winners  lists  will  be  available 
on  request  about  one  month  after  close  of  contest. 


^^iM^M 


HISTORY  is  no  longer  a  dry  record  of  the 
events  of  the  past,  in  ^vhich  wooden  figures 
move  through  an  unreal  series  of  events, 
coming  to  conclusions  which  w^e  find  it  hard  to 
believe    can   matter   to   us   now,    or   ever   did 
matter. 

The  Colimibia  Broadcasting  System,  this  past 
season,  has  given  its  listeners  a  new  definition 
of  history.  Now'  as  never  before,  the  figures  of 
historical  importance  have  walked  among  us. 
We  have  heard  them  come  aUve,  speak  to  us. 
The  speeches  which  have  rocked  the  world  in 
the  past  have  rung  in  our  own  ears,  and  the 
roar  of  long-gone  battles  has  echoed  in  our 
own  homes.  Because,  whenever  history  in- 
scribed a  leaf  in  the  book  of  time — CBS  was 
there! 

Did  you,  with  CBS,  stand  at  the  side  of 
Christopher  Columbus  as  he  planted  the  flag 
of  Spain  on  the  shores  of  the  land  we  Uve  in? 
Did  you,  with  CBS,  attend  a  witch  hunt  in  the 
Salem  of  Cotten  Mather?  Did  you,  with  CBS, 
go  to  Ford's  Theatre  on  the  night  of  April  14, 
1865,  to  see  a  performance  of  "Our  American 
Cousin,"  and  so  become  a  witness  to  the  assas- 
sination of  Abraham  Lincoln?  Were  you,  with 
CBS,  one  of  the  mob  which,  fighting  for  the 
things  dearer  than  life  itself,  stormed  the  Bas- 
tille? If  not,  you  have  missed  some  of  the  most 
exciting  experiences  which  radio  has  ever  of- 
fered its  listeners,  for  when  CBS  is  there,  you 
can  be,  too! 

The  idea  behind  CBS  Is  There  is  a  simple 
one,  and  is  embodied  in  the  title.  Skillfully, 
producer-director  Robert  Louis  Shayon  and 
narrator  John  Daly  pretend  that  they  are  on 
the  spot  at  some  great  moment  in  history. 
They  interview  the  principals  who  are  making 
history,  the  bystanders  who  are  unaware  that 
they  are  watching  history  being  made.  They 
describe  the  scene,  the  clothes  being  worn,  the 
vehicles  in  use — so  that,  at  the  end  of  the  pro- 
gram, the  listener  has  a  complete,  alive  picture 
of  the  event,  to  its  last  detail. 


This  program  was  one  of  the  many  summer 
shows  w^hich  are  used  to  replace  winter-season 
commercials.  Unfortunately  for  every  radio 
Ustener,  young  or  old,  CBS  Is  There  has  now 
gone  off  the  air,  to  make  way  for  winter  pro- 
grams. So  unfortunate  that  this,  the  most  in- 
teresting, most  listenable  historical  program, 
and  indeed  one  of  the  most  interesting  and 
listenable  programs  of  any  sort  ever  heard, 
should  have  left  the  air,  that  the  editors  of 
Radio  Mirror  urge  listeners  everyw^here  to 
write  to  CBS  demanding  its  return  as  an  all- 
year-round  feature.  It  was  your  program — if 
you  want  this,  and  others  like  it,  strongly 
enough,  you  can  have  them.  But  you  must 
make  your  wishes  known. 

CBS  Is  There  is  not  the  only  excellent  sum- 
mer program  which  has  had  to  make  way  for 
winter  season  schedules.  It  is  only  one — one  of 
the  most  excellent,  the  most  worthy  to  be  kept 
on  the  air — of  many.  We  do  not  mean  to  imply 
that  the  new  or  returned  winter  season  pro- 
grams aren't  welcome  back,  that  they  do  not 
have  a  place  in  many  a  reader's  listening  sched- 
ule. It  is  simply  that  when  a  program  as  out- 
standing as  CBS  Is  There,  and  others  of  the 
same  cahber,  are  taken  away,  the  networks  do 
their  listeners  a  distinct  disservice. 

Mourning  the  loss  of  these  programs  isn't  the 
proper  way  to  go  about  arranging  for  their 
return.  But  v^iting  to  the  network  is.  Every 
program  you,  as  a  listener,  sincerely  liked, 
would  have  liked  to  listen  to  regularly  in  the 
winter  as  well  as  the  summer  season,  deserves 
a  letter  to  the  network  concerned,  asking  for 
its  return.  True — yours  will  be  only  one  letter. 
But  many  single  letters  can  combine  to  exert 
the  pressure  necessary  to  bring  your  favorite 
program  back. 

And  remember — the  networks,  all  of  them, 
want  to  give  you  what  you  want.  But  unless 
you  tell  them  what  it  is  that  you  want,  they 
have  no  way  of  knowing.  It's  up  to  the  listen- 
ers to  4et  them  know! 
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There  were  no  words  to  comfort  Margaret — she  was  past  believing.     And  so 
the  wise  and  kindly  minister  of  the  Guiding  Light  had  to  find  another  way  .  .  . 

By  DR.  CHARLES  MATTHEWS 


THROUGH  my  study  window  I  saw  them  comie  up 
the  walk,  the  straight,  slender  woman  and  the 
joyous,  dancing  child.  The  little  girl's  dress  was 
a  bright  splash  of  pink  against  the  green  of  the 
church  lawn;  her  braids,  caught^ baclrwith^piiik  rib- 
bons,  shone  brown-gold  in  the  sun.  She  tipped  back 
her  head,  child-fashion,  to  squint  up  at  the  parish 
house,  and  her  face  was  pointed,  piquant,  her  smile 
as  joyous  as  her  dancing  walk. 

She  didn't  look  like  a  Flats  child.  Selby  Flats  is  a 
poor  section.  Most  of  the  youngsters — and  their  par- 
ents— who  come  to  the  Church  of  the  Good  Samaritan 
need  something — better  food  and  clothes  and  places 
to  live,  or  just  love  and  care  and  tmderstanding. 

My  sister,  Winifred,  who  keeps  house  for  me  and 
guards  my  study  hours  zealously,  was  in  the  garden. 
She  moved  forward  to  intercept  the  woman  and  the 
little  girl,  talked  with  the  woman  for  a  moment,  and 
then  went  back  to  her  flowers.  I  got  up  from  my 
desk,  placed  a  paper  weight  on  the  notes  I'd  been 
making  for  a  sermon.  It  was  an  important  sermon — 
a  Thanksgiving  sermon,  although  Thanksgiving  was 
a  good  two  weeks  away.  Winifred  knew  how  much 
I  was  trying  to  say  in  it,  and  how  Uttle  I  seemed  to 
be  able  to  say.  It  was  very  difficult,  in  this  troubled 
post-war  world,  to  convince  people  that  they  had 
much  to  be  thankful  for. 

Whoever  the  woman  was,  her  errand  must  be 
urgent;  otherwise,  Winifred  would  have  told  her  to 
come  back  another  time.  I  went  to  the  door,  opened 
it  as  she  rang  the  bell. 

"Dr.  Matthews?"  she  asked. 

I  nodded.  "Won't  you  come  in?"  She  was  about 
thirty  years  old,  and  nicely,  if  far  from  expensively 
dressed.  She  had  a  strong,  sweet  face,  although  just 
now  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  set  and  nervous,  and  she 
clutched — almost  desperately — the  hand  of  the  little 


girl.  In  the  study,  she  sank  gratefully  into  the  visi- 
tor's chair,  let  the  child's  hand  drop. 

"I'm  Margaret  Gordon,  Dr.  Matthews,"  she  said. 
"This  is  my —  This  is  Carol.  We're  staying  at  Mrs. 
Olsorr's  boardinghouser  S&  many  people  there  have 
told  me  about  you  and  your  church,  how  you've 
helped  them,  and  I  thought — I  hoped — "  She'd  been 
glancing  at  the  child  as  she  spoke.  Now  she  stopped, 
said  abruptly,  "Carol,  don't  you  want  to  go  outside 
and  play  in  the  garden?  If  Dr.  Matthews  doesn't 
mind—" 

Carol  nodded  and  sent  me  a  quick,  eager  glance. 
I  smiled  down  at  her  and  took  her  hand.  "My  sister, 
Mrs.  Hale,  will  show  you  around,"  I  said.  "And  I 
wouldn't  be  surprised  if  she  didn't  have  some  re- 
freshments, too.  We  had  some  extra-good  cookies 
at  lunch  today." 

Winifred  was  only  too  glad  to  have  Carol.  I  left 
them  together  and  went  back  to  the  study.  Margaret 
Gordon  was  at  the  window,  watching  Carol  and 
Winifred.  She  turned  and  sat  down  as  I  entered. 
"We  can  talk  now,"  I  said,  and  she  turned  back  to 
the  chair,  sitting  stiffly  on  the  edge  of  the  seat. 

"It's  about  Carol,"  she  said  rapidly,  as  if  she'd 
rehearsed  it.  "I — I'd  like  to  find  a  home  for  her,  a 
good  home.  I  thought  you  might  know  someone 
who'd  want  her — or  perhaps  you  could  make  an 
announcement  in  dhurch  on  Sunday.  I  know  that 
most  people  want  to  adopt  babies,  and  Carol's  eight 
years  old,  but  she's  a  good  little  girl,  and  now  that 
it's  near  Thanksgiving,  perhaps  someone's  heart  will 
be  touched — " 

I  sat  down,  fumbled  with  the  papers  on  my  desk, 
trying  not  to  show  the  blank  astonishment  I  felt. 
Margaret  Gordon  looked  like  the  last  woman  in  the 
world  who'd  want  to  give  her  child  away.  She  looked 
as  though  she  would  scrub  (Continued  on  page  84) 


Hufsh  Studebaker  is  Dj-.  Matthews  in  this  picture  and  on  The  Guiding  Light,  heard  Monday  through  Friday,  1:45P.M.,  EST.onCBS. 
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Dad  said,  "All  we  need  in 

this  family  is  someone  on  radio,' 

— so  Peggy  Bruder  obliged! 


Daddy    and    Mother    Bruder    and    fifteen-year-old    sister    Joan    like 
family    evenings    together — Chinese    checkers    the    feature    attraction. 


By 

PEGGY 

nun 


Goodbye    kiss,   then    off   for   Juvenile   Jury, 
heard  Sundays,  3:30  P.M.,  EST,  over  Mutual. 


Now   that   Peggy's   appearing   regularly   on   the 
Jury,    she    has    an    extra    incentive    for    study. 

WE  HAVE  four  radios  in  our  house.  There  is  the  big  one  in  the 
living  room,  and  a  small  one  in  the  kitchen,  and  a  small  one  in 
my  sister's  bedroom  and  another  small  one  in  mine;  Sometimes 
they  are  all  going  at  once,  if  Mother,  Dad,  Joan  and  I  all  have  different 
programs  we  want  to  listen  to.  One  night  about  a  year  ago  Dad  said, 
"Sometimes  I  think  this  house  revolves  around  radio  programs.  All 
we  need  now  is  to  have  somebody  in  the  family  actually  on  the  air!" 

Of  course  he  was  joking,  but  funnily  enough  that  is  the  way  it  has 
worked  out,  and  I'm  the  one  who  is  on  the  air,  most  Sunday  afternoons 
over  the  Mutual  Broadcasting  System  on  the  Juvenile  Jury  program. 
I'm  on  television,  too,  and  that  is  something  Dad  didn't  bargain  for. 
He  says  he  guesses  now  he'll  have  to  buy  a  television  set  besides  all 
the  radios. 

I  certainly  never  expected  to  do  any  broadcasting.  I  am  ten  years 
old  now,  so  I  was  only  nine  last  December  when  I  started,  and  nobody 
in  my  family  has  ever  been  an  actress  or  anything  like  that.  But  my 
mother  and  father  are  the  kind  of  parents  that  believe  in  letting  their 
children  do  anything  they  want  to  do,  as  long  as  they  don't  hvirt  them- 
selves or  other  people,  so  when  I  thought  up  a  problem  for  the  Juve- 
nile Jury  to  solve  they  said,  "Well,  why  don't  you  see  if  they'd  like  to 
put  it  on  the  air?''   And  I  did. 

Before  that,  we  had  been  listening  to  the  program  every  Sunday 
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Jack   Barry   is   the   master   of   ceremonies,  beloved   by    all    the   Juvenile   Jury. 
Below,  Peggy,  who   isn't   sure   what   she'll   be   when    she's   older,   tries   ballet. 


afternoon  for  a  long  time.  If  you  haven't  heard  it,  this  is  how  it  works. 
The  Jury  has  five  children  on  it,  boys  and  girls,  from  about  five  to 
eleven  or  twelve  years  old,  and  listeners  are  asked  to  send  in  prob- 
lems for  the  boys  and  girls  to  discuss  and  solve,  if  they  can.  It  isn't 
a  quiz  program,  it's  more  of  a  forum,  on  subjects  that  interest  children. 
For  instance,  one  of  the  problems  might  be  from  a  mother  who  has  a 
little  boy  who  always  stays  in  a  movie  to  see  the  picture  three  or 
four  times,  and  she  thinks  he  ought  to  come  out  and  spend  more  of 
the  day  playing  out  of  doors,  so  she  asks  the  Jury  what  they  think 
she  ought  to  do  about  it. 

Mr.  Jack  Barry  is  master  of  ceremonies,  and  he  reads  out  the 
problems  and  sort  of  leads  the  discussions. 

Well,  as  I  say,  in  our  house,  we  used  to  listen,  and  we'd  discuss  the 
problem  ourselves.  I  said  one  Sunday,  "I  know  something  I  wish 
they'd  give  me  some  advice  about,"  and  Mother  asked  me  what  it 
was,  and  when  I  told  her  she  said  she  thought  it  was  a  very  good 
problem  and  why  didn't  I  offer  it  to  the  program. 

If  we  lived  far  away  from  New  York,  I'd  have  had  to  write  the 
problem  down  and  mail  it  in,  and  even  if  they'd  decided  to  use  it  on 
the  air  I  couldn't  have  gone  on  myself.  But  we  live  in  Brooklyn,  so 
one  day  when  Mother  and  I  were  in  Manhattan  shopping,  we  went 
to  the  office  of  the  man  who  produces  Juvenile  (Continued  on  page  108) 
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In  which  he  demonstrates  to  Harriet  that  the  early 


"Yes,  dear,"  Harriel 
answered.  "You  have 
learned  your  lesson. 
Now  go  on  and  tell 
me  what's  happened'" 


bird  always  gets  exactly  what  he  so  richly  deserves! 


By    IRIS    NOBLE 


THE  door  slammed. 
"Is  that  you,  Ozzie?"  Harriet  Nelson  called  from  the 
top  of  the  stairs. 

"Yes  .  .  .  it's  me!" 

"Oh,  dear."  From  long  familiarity,  and  from  the  tone 
of  his  voice,  she  could  gauge  with  mathematical  accuracy 
the  degree  of  ferment  that  was  agitating  her  so-often-agi- 
tated spouse.  She  hurried  down  the  stairs.  "What's  the 
trouble  now,  dear?" 

"Well,  all  I  have  to  say  is  that  not  every  man  can  profit 
by  his  mistakes.  Not  every  man  can  see  the  handwriting  on 
the  wall  the  way  I  can."  He  folded  his  arms  sternly  across 
his  che.st.  "Harriet — ^I've  learned  my  lesson.  Never — never 
again — will  I  be  late  for  anything." 

Absentmindedly  she  reached  up  to  take  the  hat  off  his 
head  and  give  him  a  wifely  peck.  "Yes,  dear.  You've 
learned  your  lesson.   Now  teU  me  what  happened." 

"Oh."  Ozzie  had  been  gazing  up  at  the  wall,  a  man  trans- 
figured by  his  own  humility.  Now  he  came  down  to  earth. 
"You  know  you've  always  said  that  one  of  my  bad  habits 
is  being  late.  I  prefer  to  think  that  I'm  a  leisurely,  philo- 
sophical sort  of  guy — but  that's  neither  here  nor  there.  The 
point  is,  Harriet,  today  I  realized  what  a  tremendous  differ- 
ence a  minute — a  second,  even — can  make  in  a  man's  life." 
Then,  as  he  saw  the  little  smile  lurking  in  the  corner  of 
Harriet's  mouth,  he  hurried  on.  "You  know  that  comer 
newsstand  on  Rogers  and  Maple?  Well,  I  ran  as  fast  as  I 
could  from  the  bus  today  but  I  was  too  late  and  they  were 
all  sold  out  and  the  stand  was  closed!" 

"But  the  evening  paper  is  here,  Ozzie.  The  newsboy 
threw  it  into  the  fishpond  just  as  he  always — " 

"Harriet,  I  didn't  want  the  newspaper.  I  wanted  the 
latest  edition  of  Atomboom  Andy." 

"The  comic  book?  But,  Ozzie,"  Harriet  looked  puzzled  as 
she  linked  her  arm  in  his  and  drew  him  into  the  living 
room,  "you  know  Rickey  and  David  don't  like  Atomboom. 
They  don't  think  he's  nearly  as  good  as  Miracleman  Mel- 
vin." 

"Must  we  always  consider  the  boys?  I  mean — shouldn't 
a  father  guide  his  sons'  taste  in  hterature? — I  mean — Har- 
riet^ you  know  Atomboom  Andy  (Continued  on  page  99) 
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Everything  was  clicking  along  fine. 
Treating  himself  to  a  drink  from 
the  hose,  Ozzie  Lad  no  feeling  that 
Time  was  breathing  down  his  neck. 


This  is  a  new  story,  written  for 
Radio  Mirror.  Ozzie  and  Harriet 
are  heard  every  Sunday  night  at 
6,   EST,   over   Columbia   stations. 
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Mary  and  Joan  and  Jack  might  live  in  Waulcegan,  Illinois,  instead  of  in  Hollywood.  For  in  that  town  where  the  marriage  fatality 
rate  is  abnormaUy  high.  Jack  and  Mary  have  made  their  marriage  a  successful  mark  at  which  others  may  aim,  and  have  achieved  a  happy 
and  normal  home  life  for  their  young  daughter.  That's  no  small  feat-and  here's  the  story  of  how  the  Bennys  have  accomplished  n. 

For  Jack   Benny  and   Mary  Livingstone  on  the  air,  listen   to  the  Jack  Benny   Show,  Sunday   nights  at   7   EST  on   NBC. 
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A  place  of  his  own  for  everybody 


^that  is  the  Benny  formula  for 


happy,  harmonious  family  living. 


ITNDER  one  roof:  a  house  for  everybody,  and  for 
1 1    everybody  a  house  of  his  own. 

This  is  Mary  Livingstone's  recipe  for  a  har- 
monious family  Ufe,  and  it  works  like  a  taUsman 
— even  ih  Hollywood  where  (despite  the  well-paid 
efforts  of  half  the  psychiatric  brains  in  the  country) 
more  marriages  explode  in  the  headlines  than  go  on 
year  in  year  out  in  a  sort  of  a  miraculous  serenity. 

Of  course,  if  you're  living  in  Quonset  hut  with  your 
bride  and  her  mother  and  planning  to  put  Junior  in 
the  dresser  drawer,  a  description  of  the  Jack  Bennys' 
serene  and  well-roofed  existence  will  only  hasten 
your  trip  to  the  divorce  court,  or  to  Washington  to 
have  the  heads  of  the  housing  expediters. 

But  even  in  such  dire  straits  as  that  you  will  be 
thinking  and  planning  for  your  dream  home  of  the 
not  too  distant  future  and  a  look-in  at.  a  housing 
system  which  is  different — and  which  works — may 
come  in  handy. 

As  any  good  architect  or  builder  will  tell  you,  you 
must  start  planning  your  house  by  thinking  hard 
about  the  way  you  live,  about  what  sort  of  people 
your  house  must  provide  for,  and  what  sort  of  work 
and  play  and  rest  and  hobbies  make  up  their  lives. 


True,  Jack  Benny  is  a  busy  man.  But  no  man, 
he  swears,  can  be  so  busy  that  he  can't  take 
time  out  to  find  out  what  goes  on  in  the  life 
— and  the  quick  mind — of  his  young  daughter! 


By   POllV  TOWNSEND 


In  the  style  of  the  Georgians,  and  set  in  its 
own  spacious  grounds,  the  Benny  house  looks 
the  pari  of  a  home  where  contentment — and 
room    for   everyone — make   life    worth    while. 
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A  beantifnl  greeting  to  guests,  a 
refreshing  welcome-home  for  the 
family — the  gracious  curve  of  the 
stairway,  the  sparkle  of  crystal 
prisms  in  the  Benny  entrance  hall. 


A  place  where  a  man  can  work  or  relax  as  he  sees  fit — ^Jack's  room. 


Far  away  from  Jack,' Joannie  can  make  all  the  noise  she  wants. 


For  work  is  not  just  work — ^nor  rest  just  rest,  etc., 
etc.  And  people — and  if  you're  living  in  a  Quonset 
hut  you  have  found  this  out — are  not  jtist  people. 
Every  individual  has  a  way  of  living  aU  his  own, 
and  if  it  is  blocked  and  thwarted  too  long  by  the 
external  conditions  of  his  life,  he  Avill  explode  with 
as  much  noise  and  almost  as  much  release  of  radio- 
active poison  matter  as  did  the  atom  bomb  over 
Bikini. 

Mary  Bermy  knew  this  when  she  planned  her 
house,  and  she  planned  carefully  for  lehensraum  for 
three  as  disparate  human  beings  as  ever  found 
shelter  iinder  a  single  rooftop. 

First  of  all,  of  course,  the  house  had  to  work  for 
Jack  Beimy.  More  of  the  sweat  and  toil  which 
produces  the  Benny  radio  show  every  week  goes 
on  at  the  Benny  home  than  in  Jack's  office  or  at 
NBC  studios — so  Jack's  lehensraum  had  to  provide 
for  working   space,   shut  o£E  from  the   noise   and 


confusions  of  the  rest  of  the  household.  As  for 
Jack's  recreation — ^if  there  is  work  to  be  done,  "he 
doesn't  get  any.  His  rest,  ditto — ii  the  script  is  in 
trouble  Jack  Benny  can  get  along  with  catnaps, 
spending  more  of  the  small  hours  awake  and  at 
work  than  pounding  the  pillow.  His  hobbies — well, 
unless  you  count  golf  and  gin  rummy  and  seeing  his 
friends  (which  he  gets  aroimd  to  during  the  radio 
season  only  when  Mary  insists  that  he  leave  the 
woe  to  the  waiters  for  a  spell) ,  his  hobbies  are  more 
work.  Jack's  housing  needs,  then,  are  simple:  quiet, 
privacy,  the  right  to  turn  on  the  lights  in  the 
middle  of  the  night — a  room  of  his  own. 

Thai  there  is  Joan,  the  Bennys'  daughter — 'twelve 
years  old,  healthy,  active  and  gregarious.  Her  work 
— ^the  teachers  at  El  Rodeo  School  pile  on  the  home 
work,  to  hear  Joannie  teU  it — so  there  nnist  be  a 
place  to  study.  Her  hobbies  are  horseback  riding, 
swimming,  playing  the  phonograph  and  the  piano 
with  the  more  friends  around  the  merrier.  Her  rest 
— ^black  out!  The  sort  of  exhaustion  Joan's  life 
promotes  is  not  like  her  father's;  it  makes  for  good, 
sound  sleep,  nine  imtil  seven,  with  no  interruptions. 
Her  needs;  a  place  for  hoUefing — ^alternating  with 
sleep — ^prrferably  far  away  from  her  father's  retreat 
and  suitably  soundproofed,  i.e.,  a  room  of  her  own. 

Mary's  own  habit  patterns  seem  distinctly  normal 
— himidrum,  even — ^after  a  glance  at  the  rest  of  the 
family,  but  on  closer  inspection  they,  too,  mdke  iot 
a  bit  of  planning.  From  long  years  in  the  theater, 
Mary  has  appropriated  the  custom  of  going  to  bed 
very  late.  This  does  not  mean  that  she  must  be  up 
and  doing  until  dawn.  The  np-staying  is  just  as 
pleasant  if  you're  propped  up  in  bed  with  plenty  of 
pillows  and  a  cigarette  and  some  new  books.  But 
it  means  compromising  on  the  other  »id  of  the 
night.  Mary's  maid  knows  that  Mrs.  Benny  will 
want  her  breakfast  tray  before  noon  only  if  she  has 
a  vital  business  appointment.  So  Mary,  too,  needs 
a  room  of  her  own. 

As  a  result  the  second  floor  of  the  Beiinys' 
spacious  Georgian  home  in  Beverly  Hills  is  laid  out 
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Upstairs,    everything's    private,    bnt    in    the    big,    comfortable    playroom    the    Bennys    can    be    a    family. 


When  you  stay  np  late  read- 
ing and  get  up  equally  late  in  the 

morning,  as  Mary  does,  your 
bedroom     should     be     comfortable 

nnd  beautiful.  Mary's  is  both. 


TJie    library,    with    its    Dutch    tile    fireplace,    is    "family"    too. 


in  three  suites — so  different  in  character  and  equip- 
ment that  they  could  be  three  separate  apartments, 
in  three  never  conflicting  worlds. 

"Never?"  As  Gilbert  and  SulUvan  put  it,  "Well, 
hardly  ever." 

Even  with  Mary's  meticulous  planning,  Hard 
Working  Jack  and  Hard  Playing  Joan  sometimes 
manage  a  head-on  collision. 

At  these  moments.  Rule  No.  One  of  family  poUcy 
is  invoked:  "Daddy,  if  he  is  working,  is  always 
right." 

Recently,  Jack's  producers  and  writing  staff  were 
working  at  the  house  with  the  boss.  They  were  up 
against  a  knotty  script- cutting  problem.  Down  the 
hall  with  her  door  ajzir,  Joannie  was  practicing  her 
piano  lesson.  She  plays  very  well,  but  anyone's 
practicing  has  a  tendency  to  become  monotonous. 
And  besides,  the  counting — one-two-three-four — 
was  distinctly  audible,  and  (Continued  on  page  78) 
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THIS  YEAR,  for  the  first  time,  the  most  important 
people  in  the  radio  business — the  listeners  themselves 
— have  an  opportunity  to  make  public  their  opinions 
about  the  programs  they  hear  on  the  air,  have  a  voice  in 
choosing  the  stars  they  will  hear  in  the  future. 

Another  poll  for  radio  favorites  may  not,  at  first  glance, 
seem  particularly  important.  There  have,  it  is  true,  been 
many  such  polls.  What  makes  the  Radio  Mirror  Awards 
different,  and  by  reason  of  this  diflference  so  important, 
lies  in  the  fact  that  never  before  have  radio  listeners  them- 
selves been  asked,  on  a  nationwide  scale,  "Who  are  your 
favorite  stars?  What  are  your  favorite  programs?"  Until 
now  those  questions  have  been  asked  of  radio  critics,  col- 
umnists, editors,  and  the  people  who  by  the  very  nature 
of  their  jobs,  their  perfectly  natural  prejudices,  and  their 
trained  critical  opinions  cannot  answer  those  questions 
from  the  point  of  view  most  important  of  all — the  point 
of  view  of  the  people  who  listen  to  their  radios  solely 
because  they  want  to  listen. 

In  general,  it  is  certainly  true  that  radio  critics,  coliunn- 
ists,  editors  try  honestly  to  be  fair  in  their  expressions  of 
opinion.  They  try  to  put  themselves  in  the  place  of  the 
radio  listener,  and  to  evaluate  programs  from  the  listener's 
point  of  view.  But  the  fact  remains  that  these  people  are 
not  average  radio  listeners.  There  is  always  the  possibility 
that  some  of  them  may  be  guided  by  the  policies  of  the 
publications  for  which  they  work.  By  the  very  nature  of 
their  work,  most  radio  editors,  critics  and  columnists  form 
friendships  with  radio  performers.  It  is  only  human  nature 
to  be  prejudiced  in  favor  of  your  friends,  no  matter  how 
hard  you  try  to  be  impartial. 

There  are  a  number  of  very  understandable  reasons  why 
the  opinion  of  the  average  listener  is  important  to  the 
radio  industry  itself,  to  the  people  who  decide  what  pro- 
grams and  what  stars  shall  be  on  the  air.  In  the  first  place, 
radio  in  the  United  States  is  a  business.  A  large  amount 
of  the  time  that  each  network  is  heard  on  the  air  each 
day  has  been  purchased  by  sponsors.  The  sponsor  wishes 
to  bring  his  sales  message  to  the  listener,  and  to  bring  it 
in  such  a  way  that  the  listener  is  pleased  to  hear  about  the 
sponsor's  product  and  its  uses.  This  pleasure  is  derived 
from  the  entertainment  which  goes  along  with  the  sales 
message — the  music,  dramatic  program  or  whatever  it  may 
be  that  the  sponsor  has  chosen. 

The  sponsor  is  interested  in  selling  his  product.  It  is 
obvious  that,  provided  the  product  is  a  good  one,  and  one 
which  the  listener  needs,  the  listener  will  buy  the  product 
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of  the  sponsor  who  gives  him  what  he  considers  good 
entertainment  on  the  air.  The  radio  networks,  too, 
are  interested  in  providing  the  listener  with  what  he 
likes.  The  networks  are  in  competition,  know  that 
the  one  with  the  best  programs  has  the  most  listeners. 

It  is  true  that  if  a  listener  feels  very  strongly,  he 
can  write' to  the  network  about  his  feelings.  And  it 
is  true  that  the  networks  and  the  sponsors  pay  careful 
attention  to  such  letters.  But  isn't  it  very  true  that  if 
you  are  annoyed  by  a  program  you  are  likely  to  write 
an  indignant  letter,  while  if  you  like  it  you  are  likely 
to  sit  back  in  complacent  enjoyment  and  do  nothing? 

It  is  true,  too,  that  professional  surveys  of  listener 
opinion  are  made,  but  in  the  main  these  surveys  ignore 
many  thousands  who  do  not  live  within  reach  of  them. 

Radio  has  long  needed  an  accurate  barometer  of 
the  opinions  of  all  of  its  listeners.  Here,  in  the  First 
Annual  Radio  Mirror  Awards,  is  that  barometer. 

Radio  Mirror  invites  every  listener  to  network 
radio,  in  every  part  of  the  country,  to  cast  his  vote 
in  the  Awards  this  year,  and  in  the  years  to  come. 


DRINTED  below  is  a  ballot,  with  space  for  you  to 
vote  for  your  favorite  star  in  each  of  the  various 
classifications  listed.  Next  to  each  type  of  star,  write 
the  name  of  the  person  who,  in  your  opinion,  is  the 
best  in  that  field.  Vote  only  for  the  stars  you  hear  on 
network  programs,  because  this  is  a  nationwide  poll. 
Local  favorites  cannot  be  considered.  Cut  out  the 
ballot  and  send  it  to  Radio  Mirror  Awards,  205  East 
42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  You  need  not  sign 
your  name.  Votes  will  be  counted  by  impartial  judges, 
and  the  results  will  be  announced  in  the  April,  1948, 
issue  of  Radio  Mirror  and  at  the  same  time  on  the 
programs  which  have  won  the  approval  of  the  majority 
of  listeners. 

Next  month— the  December  issue  of  Radio  Mirror 
Magazine,  on  sale  Wednesday,  November  12 — a  bal- 
lot similar  to  this  one  will  appear,  on  which  you  can 
vote  for  your  favorite  programs.  Remember — vote 
only  for  your  favorite  stars  on  the  ballot  below.  Vote 
for  your  favorite  programs  next  month,  on  the  ballot 
for  that  purpose. 


VOTE  FOR  YOUR   FAVORITE   STARS 

(Write  in  the  name   of  your  one   favorite   star    opposite   each   of   the   classifications   below) 


SINGER    (woman) 

ORCHESTRA  LEADER 

ANNOUNCER 

COMEDIAN  (man) 


DAYTIME 
SERIAL  ACTRESS 

QUIZMASTER  . 


SINGER    (man) 

NEWS  COMMENTATOR 

SPORTS  ANNOUNCER  .  . 

COMEDIENNE  (woman) 

DAYTIME 
SERIAL  ACTOR 


HUSBAND-AND-WIFE  TEAM 


MOST  PROMISING  NEWCOMER  TO  RADIO  TfflS  YEAR 


Radio  Mirror  cannot  ask  you  to  vote  for  your  favorite  disc  jockey,  as  most  of  the  disc  jockey 
programs  are  local,  not  network.  However,  so  that  record  program  listeners  may  have  a  say  in 
Radio  Mirror  Awards,  we  ask  you  to  vote  for: 


YOUR  FAVORITE   RECORDING AS  PLAYED  BY 

*  Cut  out  this  ballot  and  mail  to  Radio  Mirror  Awards,  205  East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 


A  YEAR  ago  Evelyn  Knight,  who  looks  so  pink 
and  white  and  healthy  on  Radio  Mirror's  cover 
this  month,  was  more  green  than  pink.  And 
anything  but  healthy. 

She  was  in  a  hospital  bed,  with  a  collapsed  lung — 
threatened  with  a  complete  nervous  collapse.  And 
she  was  frightened.  Doctors  who  had  warned  her 
for  months  to  slow  down  now  had  made  it  an  ultima- 
timi.  Take  it  easy,  they  said.  One  more  of  these 
and  you'U  have  to  give  up  singing  altogether. 

Fine  state  of  affairs  for  an  easy-going  Virginia 
girl  who  hadn't  wanted  to  rush  around  in  the  first 
place.  She  reached  for  the  bedside  telephone  and 
called  her  business  agent. 

"That  offer  to  join  the  Tony  Martin  show  in 
California — does  that  still  go?"  she  a^ed  him. 

It  did. 

"Take  it,"  she  said. 


Seven-year-old  Andy  has  half  interest  in  everything  that 
"Honey"  owns.  And  she  demands  her  half,  too,  in  things 
like  kites  and  checkers^and  plays  a  mean  game,  'Andy  says. 


^ii  fmLnt  c>u^OiMMf\j 


One  day's  work  a  week  in  the  resortland  of  Cali- 
fornia: it  sounded  like  play  to  hard-working  Evelyn, 
the  only  lazy  girl  in  the  world,  she  says,  whoever 
got  a  nervous  breakdown. 
How  did  it  happen? 

"The  lass  with  the  deUcate  air"  hit  New  York  in 
1943,  an  unknown  singer  at  the  Blue  Angel.  Over- 
night her  soft  voice  and  characteristic  rhythm  were 
a  big-time  sensation. 

She  came  into  the  Blue  Angel  for  a  two -week 
I  engagement,  stayed  ten  months.  By.  the  end  of  the 
I  engagement  her  nightly  appearances  at  the  club 
I  were  just  one  phase  of  a  strenuous  professional  life. 
I  She  was  on  the  air  five  nights  a  week,  she  was 
making  records  and  transcriptions.  She  sang  as  often 
as  six  times  a  week  for  audiences  of  servicemen. 
1  Her  young  son  Andy,  who  had  been  "so  good — 
I      such  peaches  and  cream,"   [Continued  on  page  66) 


^  i 


Her  "New  York  clothes"  aren't  even  unpacked.  Evelyn  bought 
California-style  things,  and  has  been  living  in  them  since 
she  came  out  to  join  the  Tony  Martin  Show,  on  which  she  can 
be  heard  Sunday  nights,  9:30  P.M,  EST,  over  CBS  sUtions. 
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Seven-year-old  Andy  ha>  half  intereai  in  everything  (hat 
"Honey"  owns.  And  she  demands  her  half,  loo,  in  ihinns 
like  kites  and  checkers— and  plays  a  mean  game, -Andy  say^ 


'S^-^-m^m 


A  YEAR  ago  Evelyn  Knight,  who  looks  so  pink 
and  white  and  healthy  on  Radio  Mirror's  cotW 
this  month,  was  more  green  than  pink.    An 
anything  but  healthy. 

She  was  in  a  hospital  bed,  with  a  collapsed  lung"^ 
threatened  with  a  complete  nervous  coUapse.  A" 
she  was  frightened.  Doctors  who  had  '"^"'^r.l!, 
for  months  to  slow  down  now  had  made  it  an  "l^' 
turn.  Take  it  easy,  they  said.  One  more  of  tlies 
and  you'U  have  to  give  up  singing  altogether. 

Fine  state  of  affairs  for  an  easy-going  Y"^^t 
girl  who  hadn't  wanted  to  rush  around  in  the  nn 
place.  She  reached  for  the  bedside  telephone  an 
called  her  business  agent  jj 

"That   offer   to   join   the   Traiy   Martin   show 
Cahfomia — does  that  stUl  go?"  she  asked  him. 
It  did. 
"Take  it,"  she  said. 
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One  day's  work  a  week  in  the  resortland  of  Cali- 
fornia: it  sounded  like  play  to  hard-working  Evelyn, 
the  only  lazy  girl  in  the  world,  she  says,  whoever 
got  a  nervous  breakdown. 

How  did  it  happen? 

"The  lass  with  the  dehcate  air"  hit  New  York  in 
1943,  an  unknown  singer  at  the  Blue  Angel.  Over- 
night her  soft  voice  and  characteristic  rhythm  were 
a  big-time  sensation. 

She  came  into  the  Blue  Angel  for  a  two-week 
engagement,  stayed  ten  months.  By.  the  end  of  the 
engagement  her  nightly  appearances  at  the  club 
Were  just  one  phase  of  a  strenuous  professional  life. 

She  was  on  the  air  five  nights  a  week,  she  was 
making  records  and  transcriptions.  She  sang  as  often 
as  six  times  a  week  for  audiences  of  servicemen. 

Her  young  son  Andy,  who  had  been  "so  good- 
such  peaches  and  cream,"  (Continued  on  page  68) 


Her  "New  York  clolbes"  aren't  even  unpacked.  Evelyn  bought 
California-style  things,  and  has  been  living  in  them  since 
she  came  out  lo  join  the  Tony  Martin  Show,  on  which  she  can 
be  heard  Simday  nights,  9:30  P.M.,  EST,  over  CBS  stations. 


THROUGH  THE  YEARS  WITH 


By  request  of  Radio  Mirror's  readers:  here  is 

the  first  of  a  new  series — the  past  lives  of  your  daytime 

serial  favorites,  re-lived  in  pictures  to  bring  their  stories  up  to  date. 


1.  Rosemary  is  a  modem  girl  who  seeks  happiness  throngh  her  work,  her  family,  and  the  man  she  loves. 
That  family  consists  of  Mother  Dawson,  who  has  brought  up  Rosemary  and  her  sister  Patti  alone  since 
the  disappearance  of  the  girls'  father  many  years  ago,  and  Patti,  now  sixteen,  gay,  boy-crazy— a  de- 
light to  her  mother  and  her  older  sister.  With  earnings  from  her  first  job,  Rosemary  bought  a 
Cape  Cod  cottage  where  the  Dawsons  now  live.  Some  time  ago  a  neighbor.  Dr.  Jim  Cotter  (who  is 
in  love  with  Mrs.  Dawson)  told  them  of  a  young  veteran  who  had  lost  his  memory  and  who  was 
in  need  of  a  home  in  which  to  rest  and  recuperate.  Sympathetic  to  the  young  man's  problem.  Mother 
Dawson  immediately  offered  a  room  in  their  house,  and  Bill  Roberts  came  to  live  with  the  Dawsons. 
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2.  The  moment  Rosemary  met  Bill  she  lost  her  heart  to 
him.  Dr.  Cotter,  delighted  at  having  found  a  place  for  Bill 
to  stay,  was  nevertheless  troubled  when  he  recognized  the 
love  that  was  coming  into  being  between  Rosemary  and  Bill. 


3.  Mrs.  Dawson  emphasized  to  Rosemary  the  dangers  of 
falling  in  love  with  a  man  who  had  absolutely  no  recollec- 
tion of  the  past.  He  might  be  engaged  or  married — even 
have  children.    Bill  agreed  that  the  situation  was  dangerous. 


4.  Persuaded  by  Dr.  Jim,  Bill  left  town.    Rosemary   followed  and,  reunited,  the  two  agreed  that  nothing 
mattered  but  their  love.    They  were  married,  stopped   to  tell  the  family,  then  left  on  their  honeymoon. 
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THROUGH   THE   YEARS 


5.  That  very  afternoon  terrifying  memory  re- 
turned to  Bill — -remembrance  of  another  wife,  and 
a  child.  And  with  it,  forgetfnlness  of  his  romance 
and  marriage  to  Rosemary.  Heartbroken,  posing  as 
a  friend,  Rosemary  took  Bill  back  to  Springdale. 


6.  Knowing  that  the  most  important  thing  in  her  life 
18  Bill's  happiness,  Rosemary  managed  to  locate  his 
wife,  Audrey — at  a  party  in  New  York — with  a  ques- 
tionable character.  Lefty  Higgins.  Alidrey  had  sold 
Bill's  farm,  put  their  daughter  Jessica  in  a  home. 


Now  that  you  have  been  brought  up  to 
date  on  the  past  happenings  in  the  life  of 
Rosemary,  hear  her  story  daily,  11:45  A.M., 
EST,  CBS  stations.  In  these  pictures,  as  on 
the  air: 

Rosemary Betty   Winkler 

Bill   Roberts George  Keane 

Mrs.  Dawson Marion  Barney 

Patti Patsy  Campbell 

Audrey  Roberts Joan  Alexander 

Jessica Joan    Lazer 

Lefty  Higgins. Larry  Haines 

Dr.  Jim  Cotter Charles  Penman 

Mrs.  Snyder Ethel  Owen 
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9.  Unsatisfied,  Bill  called  Rosemary,  was  told  the 
truth,  and  decided  to  take  action  with  his  wife  so 
that  he  and  Rosemary  could  be  together.  Terrified 
of  scandal  involving  Rosemary,  Bill  went  for  advice 
to  a  neighbor,  Mrs.  Snyder,  who  seemed  sympathetic. 


WITH 


7.  For  the  sake  "of  young  Jessica,  Bill  decided 
to  try  life  with  Audrey,  who  agreed  because  of 
his  money,  which  she  wanted.  Bill  was  miserably 
unhappy.  One  day,  in  a  sudden  flash  of  memory, 
he  went  to  the  telephone,  called  up  Mother  Dawson. 


10.  Racketeer  Lefty  meanwhile  proyed  that  Rosemary 
and  Bill  were  married.  Mrs.  Snyder  went  to  Audrey 
who  refused  to  give  her  money  in  exchange  for  infor- 
mation. A  mistake — for  Mrs.  Snyder  knew  that 
Bill's    marriage    to    Audrey    had    not    been    legal. 


8.  Was  it  possible  he  had  been  engaged,  even 
married  to  Rosemary,  Bill  asked?  Patti  listened 
breathlessly  while  Mother  Dawson,  with  the  whole 
future  of  her  daughter  at  stake,  sparred  for  time. 


11.  Audrey's  cousin,  not  a  clergyman^  had  per- 
formed the  fake  ceremony!  Audrey  is  left  without 
recourse,  and  Rosemary  and  Bill  are  happily  re> 
united — much  to  the  joy  of  little  daughter  Jessica, 
who  has  learned  to  love  Rosemary,  daddy's  "friend". 
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Radio  Mirror's  Prize  Poem 


OLD  COWBELL 


Rusty  on  its  thong  it  hangs 
against  the  dusty  barn's  gray 

wall, 
whose  summer-wandering 

mellow  clang 
told  the  farm  boy  where 

call, 

Now  in  the  chill  blue  autumn 

dusk 
the  hill  lies  rusty  as  the  note 
hidden  in  the  silent  bell 
lonely  for  a  tawny  throat. 
— Frances  Frost 
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Fold  youT  band  inside  of  mine, 
Qose  your  eyes,  forget  all  time. 
Dream  of  days  in  paradise 
Introduced  by  sboes  and  rice. 
Dream  of  all  we'd  like  to  do, 
Things  divisible  by  two. 
Dream,  and  dreaming  so  forget 
Dreams  are  not  for  hire  yet. 
— ^Marie  J.  Garnett. 
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Since   no  device  can  make  me  thin 
I  may  as  well  get  fatter; 

If  I  must  take  it  on  the  chin 
Which  one  doesn't  matter. 

— Adah  Fletcher  Putney 
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MY   LIGHT  THOU   ART 


My  light  thou  art,  without  thy 

glorious  sight 
My  eyes  are   darkened  with 

eternal  night; 
My  Love,  thou  art  my  way, 

my  life,  my  light. 

Thou  art  my  way,  I  wander  if 

thou  fly; 
Thou    art   my   light,   if   hid, 

how  blind  am  I 
Thou    art    my   life,    if    thou 

withdraw'st  I  die. 

Thou  art  my  life;  if  thou  but 

turn  away. 
My  life's  a  thousand  deaths. 
Thou  art  my  way; 
Without  thee.  Love,  I  travel 

not,  but  stray. 

— ^John  Wilmot 
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WARNING   IN  DIE  TIME 

My  heart  is  a  haunted  plac^-^ 

Come  in  at  your  own  discretion. 
Dear,  for  a  little  space 
My  heart  is  a  haunted  place, 
Oblivious  of  your  embrace- 
Ghosts  of  the  past  have  possession: 
My  heart  is  a  haunted  place: 
Come  in  at  your  own  discretion! 
— Marion  Doyle 


^ea/t^u,  aSe/n^imi 


Dearly  Beloved,  the  dusk  is  on  the  hills. 
The  little  moon  is  dripping  silver  night, 
Above  the  meadowlands  the  whip-poor- 
wills 
Are  crying  out  their  sad  hearts  to  the 
night. 

Dearly  Beloved,  could  you  but  come  once 

more 
Across  the  dusk-filled  grass  as  once  you 

came. 
Up  like  a  happy  bird  my  heart  would 

soar, 
And   I  would  rise  to  meet  you  like  a 

flame. 

Dearly  Beloved;  you  have  been  gone  so 

long — 
Even   the   night  birds  voice  it  in   their 

song. 

— Grace  Noll  Crowell 


By  TED  MAIONE 


Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday  through  Friday 
at    11:45    EST,    over    ABC. 


A  girl  whose  hair  is  brown 

Can  set  fire  to  a  town 

And  murder  every  person  in  his  bed. 

And  the  people  sit  and  wonder 

What  made  her  err  and  blunder 

And  started  her  to  lead  th«  life  she  ted. 

On  the  other  hand  .  .  . 

If  a  girl  whose  hair  is  yellow 

Merely  steals  another's  fellow 

They  would   hove   her  tried   and   sentenced   without 

bond. 
For  to  them  it's  quite  opparent 
That  her  trouble  is  inherent. 

And  she  did  the  things  she  did  because  she's  blonde. 
— Audrey  Loehr 


Will,   POWER 


After    a    few    unsuccessful 
tries. 

Don't    be    discouraged    one 
little  bit: 

There    ore     no    heights    to 
which  mem  can't  rise 

If  his  wife  has  set  her  mind 
to  it! 

—Thomas  Usk 
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Factual,  suave  and  circumspect. 

He's  careful  never  to  reflect 

His  sponsor's  views,  amd  makes  if  kiwwn 

That  he  has  no  views  of  his  own. 

— Avery  Giles 


RADIO  MIRROR  Will  PAY  $50 


for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader, 
selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 
month's  p>oems  submitted  by  readers.  Five 
dollars  will  be  paid  for  each  other  original 
poem  submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between 
the  Bookends  piages  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address 
your  poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205 
East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry 
submitted  should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines. 
When  postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be 
made  to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is 
not  a  contest,  but  an  offer  to  purchase  pioetry 
for     Radio    Mirror's    Between     the    Bookends. 


A  woman  can't  be  attractive   in  bits  and  pieces,  Willie  says 
— it's    the    all    over,    head-to4oes    effect    that    really    coonu! 
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Phyllis  Glennon  starts  on  her  lesson. 

EVERY  day  is  learn-something-new 
day  for  CBS  women  listeners 
when  the  man  who  knows  answers 
beauty  and  fashion  questions  for  his 
guests.  He's  Richard  WilUs,  motion 
picture  makeup  man  and  charm  ex- 
pert extraordinary  of  Look  Your 
Best,  CBS  Monday  through  Friday, 
10  A.M.,  EST.  At  each  broadcast, 
four  women  with  diverse  problems 
are  chosen  for  air  interviews.  Pro- 
ducer of  the  program  is  John  Carney. 
On  the  next  page,  Mr.  WiUis  goes 
shopping  with  Phyllis  Glennon  of 
Forest  Hills,  N.  Y.,  ^vho  requested 
wardrobe  "help"  the  day  Radio 
Mirror  took  these  pictures. 

Willis,  secretary  Irene  Mansfield,  and 
some  of  the  "can  I  be  beautiful?"  mail.    , 


1.  Willis    casts    an    approving    eye    as    Lura    de 
Gez    finishes    combing    Phvllis'    re-styled    hair. 


2.  The  expert  himself  attends  to  her  make-up,  with 
careful  explanations  of  how  and  why  with  every  step. 


3.  Clothes — the  right  ones — make  the  woman.    And 
Phyllis   is   told   why   these   are   right    ones   for  her. 


4.  The    finished   product:    a    new   suit,   hat,    gloves, 
purse  and  shoes,  and  a  brand-new  Phyllis  in  them! 
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NEVER  THE  TWAIN  SHALL  MEET 
Radio  Mirror's  "best  letter"  for  November 

Dear  Papa  David: 

You  may  have  heard  about  the  many  vmsuccessful 
man-iages  between  white  men  and  brown  women 
over  here  in  the  South  Sea  Islands.  They  were  true, 
for  I  was  one  of  the  many  victims.  But  I  would  like  to 
say  that  my  marriage  life  has  given  me  greed  and 
hatred,  which  drove  me  away  from  this  Island  once, 
to  gain  clear  horizon  and  wider  experience.  After 
that  I  found  my  happiness,  not  over  there  but  back 
here  where  I  belong. 

Sixteen  years  ago,  romance  took  a"  hand  in  my  hfe 
and  I  fell  in  love  with  a  white  man.  He  was  English 
and  I  am  a  full  Polynesian.  We  got  married  in  spite 
of  our  friends'  warning  not  to,  because  of  the  differ- 
ence between  our  races.  We  told  them  that  our  love 
with  each  other  was  so  deep,  nothing  could  pull  us 
apart. 

In  the  first  year  bf  our  marriage  we  found  it  was 
hard  to  pretend.  Our  manners  and  our  ways  of  think- 
ing were  far  apart.  Many  things  both  of  us  would 
not  agree  to.  But  we  were  mutual  about  these  matters. 

My  husband  was  very  considerate  in  eyerything. 
He  taught  me  how  to  eat  with  fork  and  knife,  also 
how  to  cook  as  weU  as  to  do  several  other  works. 
He  did  everything  he  could  give  me  better  outlook 
and  knowledge.  Once  he  told  me  that  I  was  a  good 
pupU,  eager  and  quick  to  learn.  Ah!  wasn't  I  pleased? 
'  But  in  spite  of  his  loving  compliments,  I,  in  my  heart 
reaUzed  it  was  no  use.  I  could  not  help  seeing  the 
disappointments  in  his  eyes. 

Four  years  afterwards  poverty  striked  into  our 
home.  My  husband  worked  very  hard  to  keep  our 
home  together  and  I  did  my  best  to  make  our  living 
cheap  using  Island  foods  only  which  were  plentiful 
and  no  cost.  All,  what  money  that  came  in,  went  for 
the  needs  of  our  three  children. 

When  condition  became  worst  my  husband  decided 
to  go  to  New  Zealand  where  he  hoped  to  find  work 
and  later  send  for  us.  That  was  the  last  time  the 
children  and  I  ever  saw  him.  Six  months  after  his 
departure  he  wrote  and  asked  me  for  a  divorce.  He 
was  very  sorry,  he  said  in  his  letter,  for  leaving  me 
like  that.  And  while  he  was  away,  he  has  thought  a 
lot  about  marriage.  It  was  pleasant,  loving  and  full 
of  fire,  then  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  "Elast  is 
East  and  West  is  West  and  never  the  twain  shall 
meet." 

Papa  David,  I  do  not  know  how  to  put  into  writing 
the  feeling  I  had  that  day.  I  only  knew  it  was  ter- 
rible. There  were  pains — pains  that  made  me 
feel  like  doing  something  vicious,  like  drowning 
myself.  I  hated  the  smallness  of  this  Island  and 
its  inhabitants.  I  disliked  the  presence  of  our 
children,    my    Mother   and    our    friends.      I 


even  hated  my  own  race,  the  Polynesians.  I  swore 
I  would  go  away — far  away  to  the  lands  where  my 
husband  came  from,  to  Uve  amongst  his  kind,  learn 
their  way  of  living  and  be  one  of  them.  Never  to 
return  over  here  any  more. 

After  writing  to  my  husband  telling  him  to  go 
ahead  with  his  divorce,  mentioning  how  he  has 
cheated  me  and  was  not  fair,  I  left  for  Tahiti  leaving 
the  children  with  my  mother.  On  my  first  day  over 
there  I  got  acquainted  with  an  American  lady.  I 
supposed  I  must  have  talked  a  lot  and  had  told  part 
of  my  life  to  her  for  she  got  interested  in  me  and  on 
the  very  same  day,  engaged  me  as  her  companion. 
I  told  her  all — including  my  broken  marriage  and  my 
intentions.  "Are  you  sure  about  your  destination?" 
she  asked.  "Sure,"  I  said,  "there  is  no  going  back 
for  me.  My  husband  has  shown  something  that  left 
me  unsatisfied,  that  is,  to  hve  full  white  or  full 
Polynesian,  is  the  only  way  to  happiness.  So  I  am 
for  your  way."  "Well,"  she  said  after  a  while,  "I  will 
take  you  to  Arizona  if  you  care  to  go  along  with 
me." 

Two  months  later  we  left  for  America.  She  gave 
me  a  very  good  time  over  there.  I  was  given  every- 
thing I  asked  for.  She  and  her  husband  took  me  to 
see  all  the  new  pictures  that  came  out.  (Thanks  to 
their  wonderful  hospitahties.)  When  time  permits 
she  would  drive  me  in  her  car  to  Califoi-nia,  to 
Mexico  and  to  New  Yorki  In  parties  I  learned  how 
to  dance,  to  smoke  and  to  be  pohte  when  questioned. 
I  became  an  expert  in  applying  my  own  hpstick  and 
rouge.  My  friend  was  always  throwing  surprises  on 
to  me.  She  gave  me  a  corset  to  wear  (which  was  not 
needed  for  I  was  slim),  anyway  I  like  its  support 
and  comforts.    Day  by  day   {Continued,  on  page  89) 


RADIO   MIRROR   OFFERS   $50   EACH    MONTH 
FOR  YOUR  LETTERS 

Somewhere  in  everyone's  life  is  hidden  a  key  to 
happiness.  It  may  be  a  half-forgotten  friend,  a  period 
of  suffering,  an  unimportant  incident,  which  sud- 
denly illuminated  the  whole  meaning  of  life.  If  there 
is  such  a  memory  in  your  life,  won't  you  write  to 
Papa  David  about  it?  For  the  letter  he  considers 
best  each  month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay  fifty  dollars; 
for  each  of  the  others  that  we  have  room  enough  to 
print,  ten  dollars.  No  letters  can  be  returned.  Address 
your  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  letter  to  Papa  David, 
Radio  Mirror  Magazine,  205  East  42  St.,  N.  Y.  17,  N.  Y. 


life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  written  by  Carl  Bixby  and  Don  Becker,  is  heard  at 
12  n€»on,  PST;  1  P.M.,  MST;  2  P.M.,  CST;  3  P.M.,  EST,  on  NBC  stations. 
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By 

HARRY  MYNATT 


A  job  of  work  for  Harry  Mynatt — to  spend  a  day  and 
an   evening   with   wants-to-be-a-model  Jeri   Demiek. 


This  Queen  wanted  music  and  quiet  so  Harry  found  an  outdoor  concert. 


"Your    limousine    awaits    with- 


SSw^iyE  nights  a  week,  every  week,  I  have  a 
ite  with  a  different  woman.  As  official 
host  to  the  winners  of  the  Queen  for  a 
Day  radio  program  over  the  Mutual  Broad- 
casting System  network  I  have  been  escort  to 
more  than  five  hundred  women  in  the  past 
two  years. 

So  let's  get  this  for  the  record:  I  am  a 
happily-married  man.  I  am  a  doting  father. 
I  am  a  man  who  likes  his  slippers  and  his  pipe 
and  his  fireside  and  picnics  with  his  family 
and  puttering  around  the  house,  hammering 
in  a  shelf  or  two  where  it's  needed. 
I  repeat:    I'm  a  happily-married  man. 


That's  just  so  we  all  understand  each  other. 
You  might  get  the  idea  that  being  host  to  the 
Queens  calls  for  a  kind  of  playboy  character 
who  looks  forward  eagerly  every  night  to 
lapping  up  the  champagne  offered  by  the 
nightclubs  we  visit — ^who  is  the  kind  of  vet- 
eran first-nighter  who  likes  to  be  seen  at  every 
premiere  and  opening  night  of  plays  and 
theaters — who  gets  a  big-shot  complex  out  of 
hobnobbing  with  movie  stars  on  the  studio 
sets — ^who  likes  to  call  restaxirant  owneirs  by 
their  first  names  and  be  recognized,  with 
bows,  by  maitres  d'hotel  and  headwaiters. 

Sure,  this  is  my  weekly  routine.  But  it's  not 


And   Queen   Greta   McDonald   starts   on   her   Day. 


the  glitter  and  the  glamour  and  the  bowing 
and  scraping  that  makes  my  job  so  interest- 
ing. After  five  hundred  or  so  evenings  of  this 
a  man  has  to  learn  either  to  take  it  in  his 
stride  or  drop  dead  from  exhaustion.  No — I 
like  my  job,  but  for  an  entirely  different 
reason. 

I  meet  the  grandest  people! 

The  Queens — God  bless  'em! — sire  women  at 
their  very  best.  They  come  from  all  walks  of 
life,  from  aU  parts  of  this  country  and  the 
world,  of  every  type  and  description.  Yet  I 
have  never  seen  one  of  these  daily  contest 
wimiers  who  didn't  (Continued  on  page  94) 


For  him,  play  is  work  and 


work  is  play,  for  he's  oflBcial  escort  to 


Her  Majesty,  the  Queen  For  A  Day 


Queen  Doris  Wingard  wanted  to  dance,  and  found  Harry  an 
obliging  and  expert  partner.  Queen  for  a  Day  is  heard 
Monday  through  Friday,  2  P.M.,  EST,  over  Mutual  stations. 
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By 
HARRY  MYNATT 


A  job  of  work  for  Harry  MttibU — to  spend  a  day  and 
an   evening   with   wants-to-be-a-model  Jeri   Demick. 


This  Queen  wanted  mnsic  and  quiet  so  Harry  found  an  ontdoor  concert 


For  him,  play  is  work  and 

work  is  play,  for  he's  o£SciaI  escort  to 

Her  Majesty,  the  Queen  For  A  Day 


#"^ 


T\fE  nights  a  week,  every  week,  I  have  a 
ate  with  a  different  woman.   As  ofiBcial 

host  to  the  winners  of  the  Queen  for  a 
Day  radio  program  over  the  Mutual  Broad- 
casting System  network  I  have  been  escort  to 
more  than  five  hundred  women  in  the  past 
two  years. 

So  let's  get  this  for  the  record:  I  am  a 
happily-married  man.  I  am  a  doting  father. 
I  am  a  man  who  likes  his  slippers  and  his  pipe 
and  his  fireside  and  picnics  with  his  family 
and  puttering  around  the  house,  hammering 
in  a  shelf  or  two  where  it's  needed. 

I  repeat:    I'm  a  happily-married  man. 


"Your    limousine    awaits   with- 


That's  just  so  we  all  imderstand  each  other. 
You  might  get  the  idea  that  being  host  to  the 
Queens  calls  for  a  kind  of  playboy  character 
who  looks  forward  eagerly  every  night  to 
lapping  up  the  champagne  offered  by  the 
nightclubs  we  visit— who  is  the  kind  of  vet- 
eran first-nighter  who  likes  to  be  seen  at  every 
premiere  and  opening  night  of  plays  and 
theaters — who  gets  a  big-shot  complex  out  of 
hobnobbing  with  movie  stars  on  the  studio 
sets— who  likes  to  call  restaurant  owners  by 
their  first  names  and  be  recognized,  with 
bows,  by  maitres  d'hotel  and  headwaiters. 

Sure,  this  is  my  weekly  routine.  But  it's  not 


om."  And  Queen  Greta  McDonald  starts  on  her  Day. 


the  gutter  and  the  glamour  and  the  bowing 
and  scraping  that  makes  my  job  so  interest- 
ing. After  five  hundred  or  so  evenings  of  this 
a  man  has  to  learn  either  to  take  it  in  his 
stride  or  drop  dead  from  exhaustion.  No— I 
like  my  job,  but  for  an  entirely  different 
reason. 

I  meet  the  grandest  people! 

The  Queens— God  bless  'em!— are  women  at 
their  very  best  They  come  from  all  walks  of 
life,  from  all  parts  of  this  country  and  the 
world,  of  every  tjT)e  and  description.  Yet  I 
have  never  seen  one  of  these  daily  co^^s* 
winners  who  didn't  (Continued  on  page  ") 


BUCKSmCE  WIF[ 


What  is  it  like   to   be   the 


wife  of  a  man  who  is  the  idol 


of  a  million  other  women? 


1.  MAUDE  MARLOWE,  well- 
known  character  actress,  is  a 
very  good  friend  to  Mary  and 
Larry.  She  has  a  small  apart- 
ment in  New  York,  but  spends 
much  of  her  time  at  Rosehaven, 
Long  Island,  at  the  Nobles'. 
She  is  devoted  to  little  Larry, 
(played  by  Ethel  Wilson) 


2.  TOM  BRYSON  is  Larry's 
personal  manager  and  best 
friend  of  the  Nobles.  He  has 
written  two  successful  plays  in 
which  Larry  has  starred.  Al- 
though Tom  Bryson  is  still  a 
bachelor,  he  is  nevertheless  ex- 
tremely susceptible  to  the  ladies, 
(played  by  Chuck  Webster) 


Backstage  Wife,  conceived  and  produced  by  Frank  and  A.nne 
Humntert,  ia  heard  Monday  through  Friday  afternoons,  from 
4  to  4:15,  EST,  over  National  Broadcasting  Company  stations. 
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3.  MARY  NOBLE,  little  Iowa  girl  who 
married  a  matinee  idol,  is  devoted  to  her 
husband  and  her  little  son.  Mary  keeps 
the  homefires  of  the  Noble  household  going, 
while  Larry  devotes  most  of  his  time  to 
his  theatrical  life.  Mary  is  not  only  a 
sweet,  thoroughly  understanding  wife,  but 
is  a  very  attractive  young  woman  as  well, 
(played  by  Claire  Niesen) 


4.  MARTY  RUFUS  is  a  well- 
known  New  York  newspaper 
man,  friend  of  Mary  and  Lar- 
ry. Marty,  who  writes  a  suc- 
cessful gossip  column,  is  the 
sophisticated  man-about-town, 
who  goes  everywhere  worth 
going  and  knows  everyone 
worth  knowing.  If  ever  Larry 
needs  publicity  for  himself  or 
for  a  play  in  which  he  is 
appearing,  he  knows  that  he 
can  always  depend  on  Marty 
Rufus  to  do  a  very  good  job. 
(played  by  George  Petrie) 


5.  VI  WATERS  is  in  complete 
accord  with  her  husband's 
ideas  on  how  to  earn  a  living 
— by  his  wits.  And  he  does 
very  well  at  it,  too.  Clint  has 
been  hanging  around  Larry, 
hoping  that  Larry's  contacts 
might  prove  to  be  financially 
advantageous.  Vi  is  antago- 
nistic to  Mary,  and  is  always 
jealous  of  Mary's  very  evi- 
dent charms  and  attractions, 
(played  by  Joyce  Hayward) 
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6.  LARRY  NOBLE  is  one  of  the  most  sought-after  and  admired  actors  in  New  York.  The  adulation  of 
many  women  sometimes  causes  difficulties  in  the  home  life  of  Mary  and  Larry,  although  Mary  understands  the 
admiration  that  so  many  women  have  for  her  handsome  husband.  Mary  and  Larry  live  in  Rosehaven,  Long 
Island  with  their  son,  Larry,  Jr.,  who  is  about  five  years  old — a  typical  American  boy  of  that  age.  He  goes  to 
public  school  in  Rosehaven.  His  constant  companion  is  a  recently-acquired  cocker  spaniel  puppy  named  Duke. 

( Larry  Noble  is  played  by  James  Meighan ) 
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A  young  romance.    A  college  romance.    Romance 
of  Spring,  of  dancing  under  the  stars.    And  it  still  is, 
after  fifteen  lovely  years,  "tops  in  the  field" 
By  DAN  SEYMOUR 


People  who  follow  patterns,  Louise  and  Dan  are 
still  studying — with  a  pair  of  Ph.D.'s  in  mind! 


I've  read  a  lot  of  romances.  I've  seen  a  lot  of  romances, 
in  the  movies,  on  the  stage.  I've  announced  some 
radio  romances  on  the  air.  I'm  pretty  sharp  about 
romance — and  I  say  that  our  romance  was  the  tops  in 
the  fields  A  young  romance.  A  college  romance.  A 
romance  of  long  w^alks  in  the  New  England  Spring  and 
Autumn  and  Winter;  of  studying  together;  of  rendez- 
vous in  little  neighborhood  teashops — ^yes,  tops  in  ro- 
mance.  After  fifteen  years  of  marriage,  I  still  say  it  .  .  . 

Actually,  we  met  on  the  stage — the  stage  of  the 
Amherst  Dramatic  Club  when,  in  the  Spring  of  1933, 
we  were  presenting  "Animal  Kingdom".  It's  always  a 
problem,  at  men's  colleges,  to  get  girls  for  the  casts  of 
the  school  plays.  At  Amherst,  we  used  to  draw  some 
on  Faculty.  We  also  drew  on  girls  from  neighboring 
Mt.  Holyoke  and  Smith  colleges. 

This  particular  year,  it  was  Mt.  Holyoke's  turn  to  be 
drafted  for  the  drama.  And  among  the  draftees  was 
one  Louise  Scharff,  who  played  the  lead  in  "Animal 
Kingdom" — the  part  Ann  Harding  played,  some  of  you 
may  recall,  in  the  movie  version  of  same.  I  played  the 
part  of  the  butler  and  my  acquaintance  with  the  leading 
lady  was  merely,  and  actually,  a  nodding  one. 

Truth  is,  we  made  not  the  slightest  impression  on  one 
another  during  that  sketchy  association.  Far  from  being 
love  at  first  sight,  it  wasn't  even  friendship  at  first 
sight — was  just  what  I  describe  it  as  being — a  casual, 
nodding  "Hiya!"  sort  of  acquaintance.  We  barely  noticed 
each  other,  and  that  was  that. 

But  come  the  following  Spring,  the  Spring  of  '34,  and 
the  picture  changes  .  .  . 

Let's  go  back  (in,  to  me,  a  nostalgic  retrospect)  to 
the  Spring  of  '34.  It's  Dance  Weekend  at  Amherst  and 
a  friend  of  mine  has  tickets  to  the  Prom.  This  friend 
knew  Louise  and  when,  at  the  last  moment,  the  girl 
he'd  invited  to  the  Prom  got  sick  and  couldn't  come,  he 
invited  Louise.  I  saw  her  on  the  dance  floor,  cut  in — 
and  I  don't  believe  she  saw  the  feUow  who  brought  her 
again  for  the  rest  of  the  weekend,  if  ever.  In  short, 
I  cut  in — and  it  was  love! 
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This  is  the  house  that's  home — ^for  Louise  and  Dan,  for  Nancy  Louise,  for  Judith  Ann  and  for  Steve.  And  for  an 
assortment  of  dogs    (they  love  them!)   and  turtles,  white  mice,  rabbits,  goldfish,  cats  and  some  infant  alligators. 


Because,  this  time,  in  just  about  that  split  second  of 
time  it  took  me  to  cut  in,  I  knew  it  was  love.  Knew  it. 
And  so,  as  it  almost  immediately  developed,  did  she. 

Funny  thing,  too — all  my  life  I've  detested  freckles. 
Allergic  to  'em.  My  mother  used  to  chide  me,  in  fact, 
for  the  "ungentlemanly"  remarks  I  made  (when  in  my 
teens)  about  girls  who  wore  freckles.  And  my  wife  has 
more  freckles  than  you  could  tot  up  on  an  adding 
machine;  has  a  map  full  of  freckles  .  .  . 

So,  why  did  I  fill  in  love  with  her?  Hanged  if  I  know. 
Perhaps  because  she  was  a  brunette  and  I  take,  always 
have,  to  brunettes.  Perhaps  because,  in  an  era  when 
every  girl  had  bobbed  hair,  Louise  had  long  hair  which 
she  wore,  in  braids,  around  her  head.  Perhaps  it  was 
her  friendliness,  her  warmth,  her  way  of  making  a 
fellow  feel  immediately  at  ease,  and  at  home  .  .  . 

If  I  had  fallen  in  love  with  Louise  twenty-five  minutes 
after  cutting  in,  I  would  say  it  was  her  interest  in  the 
theater  that  got  me.     As  it  is,  I  can't  say  that  because 


I  didn't  know,  in  the  moment  of  cutting  in,  that  she 
had  it.  Certainly,  her  interest  in  acting  (which  was  my 
interest)  was  a  bond.  What  I  wanted  to  be  (still  want 
to  be!)  was  an  actor.  And  here  was  a  girl  (with  dark 
braids!)  who  perfectly  understood  my  wanting  to  be 
an  actor  because  she  wanted  to  be  an  actress — and, 
therefore,  spoke  my  language,  shared  my  dream  and 
whetted  my  ambition  .  .  . 

Perhaps  it  was  because  she  was  bom  in  Detroit.  Or 
because  she  loved  children.  And  golf.  And  history 
.  .  .  who  knows?     I  don't. 

I  do  know  that,  after  that  Dance  Weekend,  we  were 
together  every  evening,  every  Saturday  and  Sxuiday — 
every  hour,  in  fact,  that  we  could  squeeze  out  of  classes. 

Every  night  after  six  o'clock  there  was  a  mass  exodus 
out  of  Amherst,  to  Mt.  Holyoke  and  to  Smith  College.  I 
was,  unfailingly,  one  of  the  "exodus"  to  Mt.  Holyoke. 
Mostly,  we'd  bum  our  way  over — hitchhike.  If  there  was 
a  rainstorm,  we  were  out  of  {Continued  on  page  81) 
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Mary  Foster,  Editor's  Daughter,  helps  a  girl  to  learn  that  faith  is  the  foundation, 
the  very  essence,  of  love — and  uses  the  knowledge  to  reaffirm  her  own  faith  in  Bill 

By  DAN   SENSENEY 


IT  was  Amelia  Pairish  Daggett  who  broke  up  the 
plans  for  the  Winston -Thacker  wedding.  She  broke 
them  up  quite  innocently,  since  there  were  few 
things  in  this  world  Amelia  loved  better  than  a  wed- 
ding, but  she  broke  them  up  completely  all  the  same. 

Some  people  in  Valley  Springs  maintained  that 
AmeUa  was  the  town  gossip.  Henry  Foster,  pubhsher 
of  the  VaUey  Springs  weekly  newspaper,  the  Sentinel, 
didn't  think  that  this  estimate  was  entirely  fair. 

"Amelia,"  he  said  to  his  daughter  Mary,  "is  a  good 
reporter,  that's  all.  I  don't  say  that  she  wouldn't 
have  ended  up  as  the  town  gossip  if  she'd  been  left 
to  herself,  but  since  I've  had  her  working  for  the 
paper,  gathering  and  writing  up  the  local  items,  she's 
learned  to  be   a   reporter   instead." 

Smiling,  Mary  said,  "Excuse  me,  Dad,  but  I  don't 
think   I    quite   understand    the    difference." 

"A  gossip,"  Henry  explained,  "tells  any  piece  of 
news  she  happens  to  collect  to  the  next  person  she 
meets.  A  good  reporter  saves  it  for  the  paper.  Why, 
Amelia's  ajraid  to  gossip,  Mai-y — scared  to  death  that 
if  she  does,  everybody  in  town  will  know  what's  in  the 
paper  before  it  comies  out."  He  tamped  tobacco  into 
his  pipe  with  a  blunt  thumb.  "Anybody's  secret  is 
safe  with  Amelia,  at  least  until  she  sits  down  at  that 
old  typewriter  of  hers.  And  if  it's  a  secret  that  shouldn't 
be  told,  I  can  always  ask  Tom  to  lose  the  story  before 
he  gets  it  set  up  in  type,"  he  said  with  a  dry  chuckle. 

Mary  remembered  this  conversation  later,  when  they 
were  all  in  the  midst  of  Ellen  Winston's  broken  ro- 
mance with  Vic  Thacker.  But  the  trouble  there  was 
that  Amelia  had  blurted  out  a  secret  without  realizing 
that  it  was  one. 

The  engagement  had  already  been  announced  and 
a  date — the  day  before  Thanksgiving — set  for  the  wed- 

Henry  Foster  explains  the  difference  between  news 
and  gossip,  Amelia  Parrish  style,  to  his  daughter 
Mary,  in  this  new  .story  written  especially  for  Radio 
Mirror.  In  the  picture,  as  on  the  air,  Henry  Foster 
is  Parker  Fennelly;  Mary  Foster  is  played  by  Kay 
Campbell.  See  the  end  of  this  story  for  stations  on 
which  Mary  Foster,  Editor's  Daughter,  can  be  heard. 


ding,  when  Amelia  met  Ellen  Winston  on  the  street 
and   stopped  to   talk. 

"Lots  o'  shopping  to  do,  Ellen?"  she  asked,  and 
Ellen  blushed  a  little  and  admitted  that  there  was. 
"I  know,"  Amelia  went  on  sjnnpathetically.  "Before 
Tom  and  I  were  married,  I  just  about  ran  my  two 
feet  oflF.  The  men,  they  just  don't  understand  how  a 
girl  wants  to  have  everything  just  so  for  her  w^edding, 
do  they?  Their  only  idea's  to  get  it  all  over  with,  fast 
as  they  can!" 

She  bridled  archly,  indicating  that  Tom  Daggett, 
the  Sentinel's  printer,  had  dragged  her  screaming  to 
the  altar  by  the  hair.  As  most  people  in  Valley  Springs 
knew,  this  wasn't  exactly  the  case;  actually,  Tom 
hadn't  been  really  certain  he  wanted  to  get  married 
at  all,  let  alone  to  Amelia  Parrish.  But  Ellen  was 
much  too  pohte,  and  too  shy,   to   contradict  Amelia. 

"Now  let's  see,"  Amelia  rattled  on,  producing  a 
pencil  and  a  scrap  of  paper.  "Long  as  I've  got  you 
here,  EUen,  I  might's  well  get  a  story  for  the  paper. 
Who  are  your  bridesmaids  going  to  be?" 

"Well,"  Ellen  said,  "Wibna  Kenyon's  to  be  the  maid 
of  honor,  and — " 

"Wilma  Kenyon?"  Amelia's  eyes,  sharp  as  a  spar- 
row's, left  her  notes  and  peered  into  Ellen's  face. 
"But  I  thought  she  was  down  to  Boston  visiting  her 
aunt?     Thought  she  left  yesterday?" 

"She  did,"  Ellen  explained,  "but  she'll  be  back 
in  time  for  the  wedding.  Then  there's  Dorothy  Jack- 
son, and  Marian  Sturges  .  .  ." 

Ameha  jotted  down  the  names.  A  big  wedding, 
she  said  to  herself  with  satisfaction.  And  she  was 
glad.  Ellen  Winston,  though  she  was  something  on 
the  plain  side,  was  one  of  the  nicest  girls  in  Valley 
Springs.  Victor  Thacker  was  quite  a  catch  for  her, 
because  besides  being  so  good-looking — rather  like 
Tyrone  Power,  in  Ameha's  opinion — ^he  was  a  smart 
young  lawyer,  Snd  folks  said  he  had  a  big  career  ahead 
of  him.  What  if  he  had  been  a  little  wild  and  flighty, 
taking  out  first  one  girl  and  then  another?  A  young 
fellow  had  to  look  around  before  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  settle  down. 

"Do  you  know  yet  where  you're  going  to  live?" 
she  asked  Ellen.  {Continued  on  page  72) 
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Pumpkin,  Mince  or  Butterscotch,  done  up  in  tenderly  perfect  pastry,  will  end  any  meal  on  a  note  of  delight  for  eye  and  appetite. 

56 


ettm 


WHAT  became  of  this  siunmer  I  really 
don't  know.  It  can't  have  been  more 
than  last  week  when  I  was  telling 
you  about  cooling  recipes — yet  here  it  is 
nearly  Thanksgiving.  Maybe  the  little 
man  from  Mars  that  we're  always  hear- 
ing about  flew  down  and  took  a  tuck  in 
my  calendar.  If  he  did,  it's  all  right  with 
me,  for  Thanksgiving  is  one  of  my  favor- 
ite hohdays,  and  so  this  month's  recipes 
are  favorites  of  mine  too.  They  are  pies, 
because  I  can't  imagine  Thanksgiving 
without  pies,  but  the  thank-making  part 
about  them  is  that  they  are  good  year 
round  recipes  for  holidays  and  every 
day. 

Since  you  can't  have  good  pie  without 
good  pastry,  we'll  start  with  pastry  direc- 
tions which  will  insure  success  for  you. 

Pastry 

2%  cups  sifted  enriched  flour 

1  teaspoon  salt 
%  cup  shortening,  divided 
5  to  7  tablespoons  ice  water 

Mix  and  sift  dry  ingredients.  With  a 
pastry  blender  or  two  knives  cut  in  % 
the  shortening  to  the  consistency  of  corn- 
meal.  Cut  in  remaining  shortening  so 
that  lumps  are  the  size  of  large  peas. 
Sprinkle  water  a  tablespoonful  at  a  time 
over  mixture.  Work  lightly  and  quickly 
with  a  fork  until  mixture  forms  a  mass 
that  will  leave  the  bowl  clean.  Turn  out 
on  waxed  paper  and  form  into  a  ball. 
Wrap  with  waxed  paper  and  chill  in  the 
refrigerator  for  Va  hour,  or  until  needed. 
This  will  make  enough  pastry  for  2 
1-crust  pies  or  shells,  or  1  2-crust  pie. 

For  1-crust  pie  or  shell:  Roll  out  half 
the  dough  on  a  lightly  floured  board 
Vg-inch  thick,  or  until  it  is  1-inch  larger 
than  the  pie  plate.  Fold  in  half  and  fit 
into  pie  plate,  letting  it  fall  naturally  so 
as  not  to  stretch  it.  Cut  edge  with  scis- 
sors, leaving  1-inch  overhanging  border. 
Fold  border  under  between  pastry  and 
rim  of  pie  plate,  making  an  upright  edge. 
Flute  the  double  fold  of  pastry  by  plac- 
ing forefinger  of  right  hand  against  out- 
side pastry  rim,  and  pinching  inside  of 
pastry  at  this  point  with  tip  of  left  thumb 
and  forefinger.  Repeat  pinching  at  about 
%-inch  intervals  until  rim  is  fluted.  If 
recipe  calls  for  an  unbaked  pie  shell,  this 
is  ready  to  be  filled.  For  a  baked  shell, 
prick  the  entire  surface  of  the  pastry 
with  a  fork  to  remove  air  bubbles.   Bake 


in  a  very  hot  oven    (450°  F.)    about  15 
minutes  or  until  hght  brown. 

Pumpkin   Pie 

2  cups  steamed,  strained  pumpkin 
V2  cup  brown  sugar,  firmly  packed 

1  teaspoon  salt 

V2  teaspoon  cinnamon 
V2  teaspoon  nutmeg 
V2  teaspoon  ginger 
V4  teaspoon  cloves 

3  eggs,  slightly  beaten 

2  cups  milk 

1  9-inch  unbaked  pastry  shell 

Mix  all  ingredients,  except  pastry,  in 
order  given.  Pour  into  pastry  shell.  To 
fill  without  spilling,  place  pastry  shell  on 
oven  rack  in  the  oven,  and  then  pour 
in  filling.  Bake  in  a  very  hot  oven 
(450°  F.)  10  minutes  then  reduce  heat 
to  moderate  (350°  F.)  and  continue  bak- 
ing 25  to  30  minutes,  or  tmtil  a  knife 
comes  out  clean.   Makes  one  9-inch  pie. 

Lattice  Top   Mince  Pie 

1  recipe  Pastry  (see  above) 
3  cups  prepared  mince  meat 

Line  a  9-inch  pie  dish  with  %'s  of  the 
pastry.  Fill  with  prepared  mince  meat. 
(If  you  are  using  commercial  mince 
meat,  follow  directions  given  on  pack- 
age for  addition  of  liquid.)  Roll  out  re- 
maining pastry  and  with  a  sharp  knife 
cut  in  1/2 -inch  strips.  Lay  4  or  5  strips 
parallel  to  each  other  and  about  1-inch 
apart  across  the  top  of  pie.  Arrange 
same  number  of  strips  at  right  angles  to 
the  first  layer.  Trim  edges  of  strips, 
press  into  lower  pastry  and  flute.  Bake 
in  a  very  hot  oven  (450°  F.)  10  minutes 
then  reduce  heat  to  moderate  (350°  F.) 
{Continued  on  page  106) 


KATE  SMITH 

RADIO    MIRROR 
FOOD  COUNSELOR 


Listen  Monday  through  Friday  at  noon 
when  Kate  Smith  Speaks,  on  stations 
of   the   Mutual   Broadcasting   System 
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Modern  in  design  and 
in  material  are  the 
colored  plastic  dishes 
with  which  Vivian  Smolen 
sets    her    luncheon    table. 


LOVELINESS 


VIVIAN  SMOLEN,  star  of  CBS's  Our  Gal  Sunday,  and 
her  mother  live  on  Long  Island,  which  means  that  Vivian 
is  one  of  that  great  army  of  people  who  commute 
daily  to  the  city.  But  she  doesn't  allow  the  consequent 
shortage  of  time  at  home  to  interfere  with  leisurely,  attrac- 
tively-served meals — particularly  since  "The  superlative 
food  Mother  provides  deserves  a  lovely  setting." 

A  modern  to  her  fingertips,  Vivian  follows  the  modem 
trend  for  simpHcity  in  her  table  appointments,  thereby 
achieving  results  that  are  as  refreshing  as  Sunday  herself 
and  at  the  same  time  as  dignified  as  anything  Lord  Henry 
could  wish  for.    As  new  as  tomorrow  is  her  plastic  table- 


ware, lighter  in  weight  than  china,  yet  so  sturdy  that  drop- 
ping it — even  throwing  it — on  the  floor  will  not  damage  it. 

No  matter  how  well  chosen  and  shining  your  tableware 
is  it  will  not  show  up  to  proper  advantage  if  there  is  too 
much  of  it,  Vivian  points  out,  so  her  number  one  rule  for 
an  inviting  table  is  to  make  sure  that  it  is  not  crowded. 

"By  all  means  use  flowers  and  candles  whenever  you 
can,"  Vivian  suggests.  "And  give  thought,  too,  to  the  tex- 
ture and  color  of  linens.  They  can  make  or  destroy  the 
picture  you're  trying  to  create."  The  cloth  and  napkins 
pictured  are  blue  linen,  the  exact  shade  of  the  plastic  ware, 
banded  with  white.    White,  too,  are  candles  and  flowers. 


RADIO  MIRROR 


U^fefu^P 


Tractor,  jeep  are  accessories  to  Julie  Stevens'  "package  house". 
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Furniture  designed,  built  by  Charles. 


WHEN  Julie  Stevens,  who  is  CBS's  Helen  Trent,  is  in 
the  city  she  wants  to  be  right  in  the  middle  of  it  and 
feel  herself  a  part  of  it.  Hence  the  Underhill  apartment 
— Julie  is  Mrs.  Charles  Underhill  in  private  life — is  in  mid- 
town,  within  easy  walking  distance  of  broadcasting  studios 
and  theaters.  But  real  living,  to  the  Underbills,  means  more 
than  a  city  apartment,  so  shortly  after  their  marriage  they 
began  to  look  for  a  place  in  the  country.  They  found  it  in 
Westchester  County,  remote  enough  to  give  them  the 
quiet  and  seclusion  they  wanted,  yet  near  enough  for  easy 
commuting. 

"It  was  a  wilderness,  all  fourteen  acres  of  it,"  Julie  says, 
"but  there  was  a  big  pond  at  the  foot  of  a  little  hill  and  we 
fell  in  love  with  it  the  moment  we  saw  it,  so  we  bought  it." 

Building  was  out  of  the  question.  Even  if  they  could 
have  bought  materials  they  couldn't  have  found  men  to 
clear  the  site.  They  hurdled  obstacles  by  deciding  to 
get  a  pre-fabricated  house  and  to  do  the  necessary  clearing 
themselves. 

"The  perfect  spot  for  the  house  was  on  top  of  the  hill," 
Julie  continued,  "and  of  course  that  made  the  job  a  little 
harder,  for  we  didn't  have  the   {Continued  on  page  105) 


Five-foot  kitchen  for  bad  weather. 
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All  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  STANDARD  TIMES 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  STANDARD  TIME.  Subtract  One  Hour 


SUNDAY 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Rabbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Bible  Highlights 
Circle  Arrow;;Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernaires 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Voices  Down  the  Wind 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Arthur  Van  Horn 
Dixie  Four  Quartet 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartette 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

World  Front  News 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

F.  H.  LaGuardia 
World  Security 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

America  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Mutual  Music  Show 

Sam  Pettengill 
Raymond  Swing 
Sammy  Kayo 

People's  Platform 

Time  For  Reason 
Howard  K.  Smith 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 

James  Melton 
Frank  Black 

Family  Doctor 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veteran's  Information 

Lee  Sweetland 
Sunday  Vespers 

Weekly  News  and 

Quiz 
Bob  Reid  Sings 
"Here's  To  You" 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Eddy  Howard 
One  Man's  Family 

Reunion 

Count  of  Monte 
Cristo 

Lassie  Drama 
Johnny  Thompson 
This  Week  Around 
The  World 

CBS  Symphony 
Orchestra 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 
Dave  Carroway  Show 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
Old  New  York 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

Ford  Show 

Under  Arrest 

The  Abbott  Mysteries 

Adventures  of  Bill 

Lance 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Jean  Sablon 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
8:30 

6:45 

The  Catholic  Hour 

Adventures  of  Ellery 
Queen 

Those  Websters 
Nick  Carter 

Drew  Pearson 
Don  Gardiner 
Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Ozzie  and  Harriet 
Percy  Faith 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Jack  Benny 
Band  Wagon 

Mysterious  Show 
Gabriel  Heatter  Show 

These  Sensational 
Years 

Gene  Autry 
Blondie 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Bergen-McCarthy 

Show 
Fred  Allen 

A.  L.  Alexander 
Voices  of  Strings 

Detroit  Symphony 
Orchestra 

Sam  Spade 
Crime  Doctor 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Manhattan  Merry- 

Go-Round 
American  Album 

Exploring  the 

Unknown 
Jim  Backus  Show 

Walter  Winchell 
Louella  Parsons 
Theatre  Guild 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Tony  Martin  Show 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Take  It  or  Leave  It 

The  Big  Break 
Eddie  Dowling 

Quiet  Please 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

Jimmie  Fidler 

Point  Sublime 

Wm^lUd 


-has 


the 


»t  ten  years 


risen 
from  a  private  in  the  ranks  of 
radio  to  a  four-star  featured  per- 
former with  an  income  of  around 
$75,000  a  year.  Featured  with  Betty  Crocker  and  on 
the  Willie  Piper  and  County  Fair  programs,  he  is 
also  m.c.  for  Quick  as  a  Flash.  Audience  participa- 
pation  programs  are  his  favorites  as  he  has  an  unusual 
talent   for   ad   libbing   and   puncture-proof   aplomb. 
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A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  Now 

York 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Service  Bands 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage,  News 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Women  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Eddy  Duchin 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


lcu4Aeiie  ^ilMiAaiiM  ^ 

— young  NBC  actress  on  such 
daytime  seriais  as  Today's  Chil- 
dren and  Womsn  in  White,  is  a 
director's  favorite  because  of  in- 
telligent dramatic  interpretations. 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelel 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Cavalcade  of  America 
Voice  of  Firestone 

Scotland  Yard 
Charlie  Chan 

Paul  Whiteman 
Bobbv  Doyle  Show 
Phil  Silvers 

Inner  Sanctum 
Talent  Scouts 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Dr.  1.  Q. 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Real  Stories 

Did  Justice  Triumph 

Sammy  Kaye 

Lux  Radio  Theater 

10:00 
10:15 
in-^n 

Contented  Program 

■TroH  Warinn 

Fishing  and  Hunting 
Club 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Buddy  Weed  Trio 

My  Friend  Irma 
Bob  Hawk  Show 

M cuds'  WiUon 


— is  heard  on  CBS.  Mondays  at 
10:00  P.M..  EST,  as  My  Friend 
Irma,  the  kindest,  sweetest,  dumb- 
est blonde  ever  to  wander  across 
leai^r^ves.  Marie  left  Anaheim,  Calif.,  for  Holly- 
wood when  she  was  fifteen,  to  become  a  dramatic 
actr-'ss.  Fate  handed  her  a  comedy  part  in  "Miss 
Pacific  Fleet"  and  she  has  played  sad-eyed  lovable 
nitwits  ever  since,  on  the  screen,  and  now  on  the  air 


Yi    E    D    H    E    S    D   AY 

A.M. 

NBC 

IViBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  In  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


8:30 
8:45 


9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 


10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 


11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 


T    U    E    S    D   A    Y 


NBC 


Do  You  Remember 

News 


Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 


Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 


Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 


MBS 


Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 


Cecil  Brown 
Faith  in  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 


Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 


ABC 


Breakfast  Club 


My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker.  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Club  Time 


Tom  Breneman 


Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 


CBS 


The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 


CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 


Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 


Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 


AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Service  Bands 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Red  Hook.  31 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Mnggi  McNeills 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Song  of  the  Stranger 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Toby  Reed  Stories 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

6:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farroll 

Melody  Theater 
Adventure  Parade 
Hop  Harrigan 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Service  Bands 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 

Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

NBC  Concert  Orch. 

Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Red  Hook.  31 
Merv  Griffin 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  in  White 
Masquerade 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 

The  Martin  Block 
Show 

Maggi  McNellis 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Song  of  the  Stranger 
Jackie  Hill  Show 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  Or  Nothing 
Winner  Take  All 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
The  Johnson  Family 
Two  Ton  Baker 
Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Eddy  Duchin 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Give  and  Take 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Melody  Theater 
Adventure  Parade 
Hop  Harrigan 
Tom  Mix 

Terry  and  Pirates 
Sky  King 
Jack  Armstrong 
Tennessee  Jed 

House  Party 
Treasury  Bandstand 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 

John  Mac  Vane 

Eric  Sevareid 

6:15 

Serenade  to  America 

Talks 

6:30 

Local  Programs 

Red  Barber 

6:45 

Sunoco  News 

Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 

Chesterfield  Club 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 

Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week 

7:15 

News  of  the  World 

Dance  Orchestra 

Elmer  Davis 

Jack  Smith 

7:30 

Manor  House  Party 

Leiand  Stowe 

Lone  Ranger 

Bob  Crosby  Show 

7:45 

H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Inside  of  Sports 

Bob  Trout 

8:00 

Dennis  Day 

Crime  Club 

Mayor  of  The  Town 

American  Melody 

8:15 

Hour 

8:30 

The  Great 
Gildersleeve 

Johnny  Madero 

Vox  Pop 

Dr.  Christian 

8:45 

9:00 

Duffy's  Tavern 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Abbott  and  Costello 

Rhapsody  in  Rhythm 

9:15 

Real  Stories 

9:30 

Mr.  District  Attorney 

What's  the  Name 

Jack  Parr 

Ford  Showroom  with 

9:45 

of  That  Song 

Meredith  Wilson 

10:00 

The  Big  Story 

Shadows  of  the  Mind 

Bing  Crosby 

r.ie  Whistler 

10:15 

10:30 

Jimmy  Durante 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Henry  Morgan 

Doorway  to  Life 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 

John  MacVane 

Eric  Sevareid 

6:15 

Serenade  to  America 

In  My  Opinion 

6:30 

Local  Programs 

Red  Barber 

6:45 

Sunoco  News 

Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 

Chesterfield  Club 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 

Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week 

7:15 

News  of  the  World 

Dance  Orch. 

Elmer  Davis 

Jack  Smith 

7:30 

Manor  House  ('arty 

Arthur  Hale 

Green  Hornet  Drama 

Bob  Crosby  Show 

7:45 

H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Inside  of  Sports 

Bob  Trout 

8:00 

Milton  Berte 

Warren's  Crime 
Cases 

Honey  Dreamers 

Big  Town 

8:15 

Official  Detective 

Erwin  D.  Canham 

8:30 

A  Date  With  Judy 

Adventures  of  the 

America's  Town 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  North 

8:45 

Falcon 

9:00 

Amos  'n'  Andy 

Gabriel  Heatter 

We,  The  People 

9:15 

Real  Stories 

Boston  Symphony 

9:30 

Fibber  McGee  and 

American  Forum 

Studio  One 

9:45 

Molly 

10.00 

Bob  Hope 

10:15 

Scout  About  Town 

10:30 

Red  Skelton 

California  Melodies 

Local  Programs 

-well  past  his  seven-year  mark 
as  Mr.  District  Attorney,  has  be- 
come a  symbol  to  all  Americans 
whose  dream  it  is  to  bust  rackets. 
It  was  while  he  was  a  youngster  on  tour  with  the 
Oscar  O'Shea  Stock  Company  that  a  Los  Angeles 
studio  executive  persuaded  him  to  do  a  radio  show. 
His  network  assignments  once  piled  up  to  a  high 
of  36  script  shows— and  48  characters— in  one  week. 
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AM. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Dorothy  Kilgallen 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

Jia/i^uf  Mcf^cuic^ta^^^ 


—  hroiighl  hih  -while  (ambition  and 
Brilihli  yrcent  to  radio  in  1*'33, 
aUo  hi^  "1  Hrt\f-  r<  F'leni"  louline. 
wiiich  i'-  now  suoh  an  iiujiortnv.i 
part  of  It  Pa\?  to  Be  Ijinoi\>nt.  Fri- 
duys  at  10  HM..  EST,  o\«^-r  <.;BS. 
Wlit-n  Harrj  jrot  out  of  th«  Briti'-li  Armv  after  World 
War  f  he  <;ime  to  th.e  Lnited  State;  lo  tour  in  "Th<» 
Better  Oie"  for  I\no  )rar<-;  Jater  ho  \v>k-.  in  tlu^  Winfer 
(iardoH  iind  on  the  ro«id  with  J)e^oif  lloppor. 


AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


R 
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12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jennv 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormIck 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

Jackie  Hill  Show 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Toby  Reed  Stories 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45? 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Serenade  to  America 
Clem  McCarthy 
Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Grand  Marquee 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 
Arthur  Hale 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Challenge  of  The 
Yukon 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Aldrich  Family 

Geo.  Burns  and 
Grade  Allen 

Let's  Go  to  the 

Movies 
Scarlet  Queen 

Treasury  Agent 
Erwin  D.  Canham 
The_Clock 

Suspense 
Mr.  Keen 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Al  Jolson 

Jack  Carson  and 
Eve  Arden 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Mutual  Block  Party 

Willie  Piper 
Darts  for  Dough 

Dick  Haymes 
Crime  Photographer 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Bob  Hawk  Show 
Eddie  Cantor 

Family  Theatre 

Mr.  President 
Ralph  Norman 

Reader's  Digest 
Radio  Edition 
Man  Called  X 

\ 


Ma/iika  R.iHUih.ee 


— -prodacer,  began  her  <rareer  in  a 
newspaper  office,  went  on  to  script 
writing,  talent  casting,  supervision 
of  engineers  and  studio  direction. 
Anned  with  .sound  technical  knowl- 
edge of  radio,  she  took  an  idea  for 
a  program  to  Phil  Carlin  of  Mutual  in  the  spring  of 
1946.  He  gave  her  the  green  light  and  the  result  was 
Leave  It  to  the  Girls,  heard  over  MBS,  Saturdays  at 
9:30  P.M.,  EST.  Meet  the  Press  is  also  hers. 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 

Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Fred  Waring 

Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

This  Week  in  History 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Merv  Griffin 

Young  Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Masquerade 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Winner  Take  All 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Eddy  Duchin 

Give  and  Take 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Quaker  City 
Serenade 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Melody  Theater 

Terry  and  Pirates 

House  Party 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Adventure  Parade 

Sky  King 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Hop  Harrigan 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 
6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From  The 
United  Nations 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Richard  C.  Hottelet 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Bob  Trout 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Highways  in  Melody 
Can  You  Top  This 

Burl  Ives 

Holly  House 

Leave  It  To  The  Girls 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Baby  Snooks 
Thin  Man 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

People  Are  Funny 
Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Bulldog  Drummond 

Break  the  Bank 
The  Sheriff 

Arthur's  Place 

FBI  In  Peace  and 
War 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theater 
Sports 

Meet  The  Press 
Date  Night 

Boxing  Bouts 

it  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
Eileen  Farrell, 

Soprano 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  Shop 

Coffee  With  Congress 
BHISHerson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Bobby  N orris 

Al  Pearce  and  His 
Gang 

CBS  Morning  News 
Renfro  Valley  Folks 

The  Garden  Gate 

110:00 
|10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Frank  Merriwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Bill  Harrington 
Shady  Valley  Folk 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

Barnyard  Follies 
Lee  Adams 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
'11:45 

Meet  the  IVIeeks 
Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 

Pauline  Alpert 
Say  It  With  Music 

Piano  Playhouse 
Junior  Junction 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurer's  Club 

12:00 
12:15 


12:30 
112:45 


1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 


2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 


3m 

3:15 
3:30 
3:45 


4:00 
4:15 
4:30 


6:00 
5:15 
5:30 
6:45 


6:00 
6:15 


6:30 
6:45 


7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 


9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 


10:00 
10:15 
10:30 


AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


Arthur  Barriault 
Public  Affairs 

Home  is  what  you 
Make  It 


Nat'l  Farm  Home 


Veterans'  Aid 
Elmer  Peterson 


Naf  I  Farm  Home 

The  Baxters 

Camp  Meetin'  Choir 


Your  Hosts  Buffalo 


Musicana 


Edward  Tomlinson 
Three,  Suns  Shine 
Torme  Time 
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—may  be  "Skipper"  to  One  Man'.s 
Family  listeners  when  that  show  is 
aired  on  Sundays  at  3:30  R  M.. 
EST,  but  at  heart  he's  a  cowboy, 
the  owner  of  a  fine  horse  and 
commander  of  the  neighborhood's 
mounted, troops.  His  parents  have  been  wise  enough  to 
buy  a  small  ranch  about  20  miles  from  Hollywood  so 
that  the  young  actor  may  have  a  completely  normal 
and  bilaridus  boyhood  when  he  is  off-mike. 


Of¥  WE  AIR 


EVERYBODY  has  to  start  someplace,  but  did  you 
know  that  music's  most  famous  drummer,  Gene 
Krupa,  started  out  as  a  soda  jerker?  He  was  only 
in  his  teens  and  was  dishing  out  the  sodas  and  sun- 
daes at  a  summer  resort.  One  night  the  regular 
drummer  with  the  band  got  sick  and  Krupa  begged 
for  a  chance  to  fill  in  for  him.  The  other  musicians 
liked  his  style  and  when  the  regular  drummer  was 
better,  the  two  switched  jobs.  Krupa  went  behind 
the  bass  drum — and  the  drummer  went  behind  the 
soda  fountain. 

*  *         * 

We  hear  that  cosmetic  sponsors  are  bowing  out  of 
radio.    Reason — the  unsteady  market. 

*  *         * 

By  now  the  records  should  be  on  the  market.  Burl 
Ives  and  the  Andrews  Sisters  have  teamed  up  to  make 
a  platter  of  "Blue  Tail  Fly"  in  rhythm  tempo.  Burl, 
of  course,  is  the  lad  who  made  the  tune  one  of  the 
most  popular  folk  tunes  in  the  country. 

*  *         * 

Frank  Sinatra  wasn't  supposed  to  sing  in  the  film 
"Miracle  of  the  Bells."  It  was  to  be  a  special  venture 
for  Frankie  and  he  still  plans  to  give  the  money  he 
makes  from  it  to  fight  intolerance.  But  the  studio 
heads  changed  their  minds  about  his  singing.  When 
you  see  it,  Frankie  will  be  singing  cne  number. 

*  *         * 

You'd  think  that  a  couple  of  rating  outfits  like 
Crosley  and  Hooper  would  be  enough  to  cover  the 
whole  of  radio.  But  gossip  has  it  that  George  Gallup, 
of  Gallup  Poll  fame,  is  going  to  start  a  radio  rating 
agency.  Wonder  whether  he'll  use  the  telephone, 
like  Hooper,  or  whether  he'll  stick  to  his  well  estab- 
lished technique  of  door-to-door  canvassers? 

*  *         * 

Murray  Burnett,  who  scripts  and  directs  True 
Detective  Mysteries,  says  that  his  stories  point  up 
the  moral  that  the  criminal,  no  matter  how  clever,  is 
always  nabbed.  But,  despite  this  warning  note  to  the 
underworld  personalities.  Burnett  says  he's  heard 
that  the  boys  who  live  in  the  shadow  of  the  law  look 
on  his  program  as  "Who's  Who." 

*  *         * 

Golf  games  have  been  kicked  around  so  much  by 
radio  stars  as  gags  that  it's  pleasant  to  hear  that  Jim 
Backus  plays  a  game  of  golf  that  will  never  make  him 
the  butt  of  anyone's  jokes — on  the  radio  or  anywhere 
else.  Jim's  one  of  the  best  golfers  in  radio.  He 
shoots  in  the  low  70's  and,  if  he  gets  tired  of  making 
like  a  comic  and  writing  his  own  scripts,  he  can 
always  make  a  nice  dollar  as  a  golf  pro. 

*  *         * 

Have  you  been  listening  to  the  Candid  Microphone 
show  on  Sundays  at  seven  over  WJZ-ABC?  Listen. 
For  our  money,  it's  one  of  the  most  grown-up  comedy 
shows  we've  ever  heard.  It's  really  funny  because  it's 
involved  with  real  people,  real  everyday  people  who 
unwittingly  are  placed  for  a  few  moments  in  strange 
situations.  Their  responses  are  hilarious  as  well  as 
surprising.  And  what  a  relief  it  is  to  listen  to  a  show 
that  wasn't  sweated  out  through  a  week  of  story  con- 
ferences by  a  group  of  gag-weary  gag  writers. 

Pretty  soon,  now,  some  lucky  Boy  Scout  in  the 
country  will  be  setting  out  on  a  round  the  world  flight 
with  Bill  Odom.  The  lucky  boy  is  being  chosen  from 
among  the  listeners  to  the  Hop  Harrigan  program. 
Odom,  who  piloted  pen  manufacturer  Milton  Reynolds 
in  an  A-26  recently  around  the  world,  will  circle  the 
globe  on  this  November  flight  by  way  of  the  North 
and  South  Poles. 

*  *         * 

Jan  August,  lightning-fingered  piano  magician,  is 
being  ribbed  by  his  friends  and  called,  in  jest,  ""The 
Sandman."  It  seems  that  Jan,  whose  particular  brand 
of  music  is  excellent  around  dinner  time,  has  been 
getting  lots  of  letters  from  grateful  mothers,  who 
claim  that  his  restful  tunes  have  served  to  calm 
down  their  pepped  up  youngsters  so  much  that  get- 
ting to  bed  is  now  a  swift  and  easy  task. 
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"fl LEASE  send  a  picture  of  the  Down  Homers?"  Ten 
V  thousand  requests  (9,990  to  be  exact)  like  that 
M.  were  received  in  a  single  month  recently  by  Guy 
Campbell  and  Everett  "Shorty"  Cook,  co-bosses  of 
WTIC's  cowboy  quintet,  and  the  requests  came  in  re- 
sponse to  an  announcement  made  only  between  5:30 
and  6:00  o'clock  each  morning  over  WTIC  and  the  New 
England  Regional  Network.  "Such  popularity  must  be 
deserved,"  you  tell  the  boys,  but  they  just  grin  mod- 
estly and  reply,  "It's  all  on  account  of  our  purty  outfits." 
Blond-haired  Shorty  Cook,  of  German-Irish  descent, 
hails  from  the  Hoosier  state,  the  offspring  of  parents 
who  were  talented  musicians.  His  mother  was  a  pianist 
and  his  father  a  cellist,  but  Shorty,  always  a  rugged 
individualist,  started  his  professional  career  in  minstrel 
shows.  His  versatility,  however,  has  proven  that  you 
just  can't  keep  a  good  musical  inheritance  down.  He 
plays  either  Spanish  or  Hawaiian  guitar,  sings  lead 
tenor  or  baritone,  calls  the  figures  for  square  dances, 
and  is  a  prolific  composer  of  hillbilly,  cowboy  and  Ha- 
waiian numbers. 

Guy  Campbell,  tall,  dark,  et  cetera,  the  son  of  a  full- 
blooded  Cherokee  Indian  mother  and  English  father, 
was  born  in  the  Blue  Hills  of  Virginia.  It  wasn't  Horace 
Greeley  who  influenced  his  migration  westward,  but 
rather  the  decision  of  his  parents  to  settle  in  Oklahoma. 
Therefore,  unlike  many  cowboys  of  the  modern  sing- 
ing variety,   Guy  actually  spent  most  of  his  days  on 


the  prairie.  His  father  was  also  a  musician,  playing 
the  violin  as  an  avocation  with  a  preference  for  the 
classics.  So  Guy's  early  musical  background  stands  him 
in  good  stead  too.  He  plays  sweet  fiddle,  hot  guitar 
and  bass,  sings  of  course,  and  spends  his  spare  time 
composing  and  arranging. 

The  other  members  of  the  quintet  are  Rusty  Rogers 
and  Slim  and  Rocky  Coxx.  Rusty,  also  of  English 
ancestry,  is  a  handsome,  mustachioed  Missourian  who 
plays  a  mean  guitar  and  emits  fancy  yodels.  Brothers 
Slim  and  Rocky,  of  French  extraction,  and  known  as 
the  boys  of  no  bad  habits,  are  Vermonters,  born  down 
in  Maine.  Six-footer  Slim  is  one  of  the  best  fiddlers 
in  the  business.  He  performs  all  kinds  of  outlandish 
tricks  with  the  fiddle  in  hoe-down  tunes  and  plays 
swing  or  the  light  classics  with  equal  facility.  He  also 
doubles  on  the  banjo.  Rocky  plays  the  guitar,  but  his 
real  forte  is  a  good,  solid  bass,  the  like  of  which  one 
seldom  hears. 

The  Down  Homers  are  responsible  for  almost  two 
hundred  original  compositions,  most  of  which  are  pub- 
lished and  at  least  seventy-five  transcribed  for  radio 
use.  In  addition  they  have  made  a  hundred  and  forty- 
four  transcriptions  of  stock  numbers. 

They  are  heard  daily  at  9:45  A.M.  over  WTIC  and  the 
New  England  Regional  Network,  including  WBZ,  Boston; 
WJAR,  Providence;  WCSH,  Portland;  WLBZ,  Bangor, 
and  WRDO,  Augusta. 


THIS  WONDERFUL  NEW  WAY  TO  COLOR  LIPS 


Not  Greasy  — IS ot  Dry 

Nothing  on  Your  Lips  at  All  But 

Lovely,  Smooth  Color 

•Something  very  different  and  heavenly  has  been 
created!  A  completely  new,  much  more 
attractive  kind  of  beauty  for  your  lips— beauty  so 
exquisite,  so  perfect,  there  has  never  been  anything 
like  it  and  you'll  never  again  be  content  with 
anything  less  eye-catching,  less  flattering.  I  have 
worked  seven  long  years  to  perfect  my  LIPCOLOR 
principle  of  lip  make-up.  Now  it  is  ready  for 
you  to  enjoy. 

So  Very  Different  from  'Lipstick' 

It  looks  like  lipstick  and  you  apply  it  like  lipstick^ 
but  oh!  how  beautifully  different  it  is!  Imagine! 
With  my  LIPCOLORS  your  lips  will  no  longer  wear 
a  thick,  pasty  coating.  They  will  wear  nothing  but 
concentrated  color  that  stays  and  stays  and  STAYS, 
never  piling  up,  never  caking— never,  never, 
NEVER  deserting  your  lips  in  patches.  Just  sheer, 
flattering  beauty,  and  every  minute  of  every 
hour— right  thru  cocktails— right  thru  dinner— 
your  lips  will  look  and  feel  very  well  dressed, 
and  much  softer,  much  smoother  than  ever  before! 
How  to  Discover  Your  Most  Flattering  Lipcolor 

I  have  fashioned  my  'LIPCOLORS'  in  seven  really 
breath-taking  shades.  Read  about  them  here,  then 
ask  to  see  the  Lady  Esther  Lipcolor 
card  at  your  favorite  department 
or  drug  store.  This  card  shows 
exactly  how  each  Lady  Esther 
Lipcolor  will  look  on  vour 
own  lips. 


Lipcolors 


lovelier,  by  far,  than  lipstick 


TAX  EXTRA 
There  are  Seven 

Beavenly  LiRCOLOBS  ...  STARDUST-For  night  only-stanlingly  beautiful  on  anyone  under  electric  light . . .  REDDER  THAN-So  clear, so  very  red!  Oh, so  provocative... 
STAR  RUBY  —  An  exquisite  gem  ruby  hue  sprinkled  with  the  blue  from  sapphires  .  .  .  CRIMSON  BRONZE  —  A  quietly  racey  brown  red  that  sings  clearly  but  sojtly  .  .  . 
BKlDAhPlJiK— The Ireshest.rosiestpinh ever... MOOyi>VST-A soft luchsiathatgathersgolderiglamourundernighuimelights.. .coy  SIREK— An  audacious  scarlet— withadisarrning aire. 

©1947,  Lidy  E>lh«r 


Both  are  lovely  on  the  table . . . 

can  you  tell  which  set  costs  the  most? 


OF  COURSE  you  like  fresh,  colorful  Place  Mats  for  your  table!  But  don't 
think  that  such  sets  must  be  expensive.  The  blue  set,  as  illustrated 
above,  cost  $17.50  .  .  .  the  yellow  cost  $34.50.  Yet,  because  they  were 
both  luxury  starched  with  unit*,  they  look  equally  smart  and  inviting. 
You'll  like  unit,  the  superior  starch  that  makes  cotton  look  and  feel  like 
linen.  Use  unit  for  all  washables  .  . .  easy  directions  are  on  every  package. 


LINIT   IS   A   REGISTERED 

TRADE-HARK  OF 

CORN    PRODUCTS 

REFINING   COMPANY, 

NEW  YORK.  N.  Y. 
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Shining  Knight 

{Continued  from  page  35) 


grew  so  jealous  of  music,  the  demand- 
ing career  with  which  he  competed  for 
his  mother's  time  and  affection,  that  he 
refused  to  allow  her  to  play  the  radio 
in  the  house.  He  grew  morose  if  Evelyn 
so  much  as  hummed  a  tune  in  his 
presence. 

Andy  and  the  doctors  ganged  up  at 
this  point  and  Evelyn  cut  out  part  of 
the  schedule.  Short  wave,  theatres  and 
transcriptions  were  out.  (But  she  was 
scooped  up  immediately  for  guest  shots 
with  the  Theatre  of  Romance,  Paul 
Whiteman,  and  Ed  Wynn.)  Andy  did 
have  his  mama  at  supper  and  story 
time  and  he  stopped  hating  music. 
Mama  started  liking  it  better  herself. 

Now  that  she  is  living  the  leisurely 
life  in  California  she  finds  singing  is 
fun  once  more.  Life  is  worth  living 
again — that's  what  she  says  the  change 
really  amounts  to. 

She  giggles  recalling  the  enthusiasm 
with  which — last  March — she  turned 
Californian.  For  her  four  years  in  New 
York  she  had  lived  in  evening  clothes, 
dinner  dresses,  dressmaker  suits.  The 
first  day  in  Hollywood  she  took  a  cab  to 
Magnin's  and  bought  a  supply  of  sports 
skirts  and  blouses,  striped  blazers, 
slacks  and  shorts,  and  bathing  suits, 
flat  shoes  and  shoulder-strap  bags. 
They're  as  much  a  California  "uniform" 
as  the  glamorous  evening  gowns  were 
standard  in  her  New  York  circles. 

SHE  wangled  a  priority  for  a  new  car, 
a  sleek  black  Buick  convertible. 

She  drove  it  home,  parked  it  in  front 
of  the  house.  Andy  and  the  family 
and  the  neighbors  converged  at  the 
curbing  to  admire  it. 

"Boy,"  Andy  said,  "no  roof." 

The  car  stayed  sleek  for  about  twen- 
ty-four hours.  Now  it  is  so  full  of 
wet  bathing  suits,  plus  sand  and  salt 
water,  fresh  vegetables  from  the  Farm- 
er's Market,  fruit  by  the  lug  from  the 
San  Fernando  valley,  and  Andy's  kites 
and  beach  equipment  that  it  might  as 
well  be  a  station  wagon.  Or  a  truck. 
But  Evelyn  loves  it. 

The  silliest  thing  she  did,  she  says, 
was  to  buy  a  complete  set  of  golf  clubs. 
She  doesn't  know  how  to  play  the 
game. 

"I  wouldn't  walk  a  block  in  the  city 
if  I  could  ride,  but  I  thought  I  really 
should  do  something  athletic,"  she  says. 
The  clubs  thus  far  are  unused.  Evelyn 
swears  she  hasn't  been  able  to  find  an 
instructor. 

She  is  living  in  a  hotel  now,  but  for 
the  summer  months — when  Andy,  now 
in  school  in  the  East,  and  Evelyn's 
mother  and  sister  were  on  the  Coast^ 
she  rented  a  small  California  furnished 
house. 

The  house  reflected  little  more  of 
Evelyn's  personality  than  a  standard 
hotel  room — but  there  was  room  to 
spread  out. 

She  added 'little  "Knight  touches."  A 
red,  blue  and  yellow  radio  was  tied 
over  her  pillow  on  the  bed.  It  stayed 
there,  defying  the  laws  of  gravity. 
Evelyn  continued  to  "live"  out  of  her 
wardrobe  trunk — it  was  easier  than 
transferring  things  to  drawers.  Besides 
all  the  closets  were  full  of  the  new 
sports  clothes. 

The  letters  of  the  musical  notes  were 
penciled  on  the  piano  keys  for  the  sake 
of  six-year-old  Andy,  who  was  taking 
his  first  lessons. 

Andy  plastered  little  gold  stickers— 


supplied  by  a  fan  named  Knight  who 
makes  a  hobby  of  them — in  appropriate 
places:  Knight  Bell,  Knight  Club, 
Knight  Heir,  Knight  Shift.  But  you  get 
the  idea. 

Formal  rooms  in  the  front  of  the 
house  echoed  empty  and  deserted,  while 
a  tiny  but  cheerful  sun  room  at  the 
back  became  a  jungle  of  press  clippings, 
fan  mail,  and  Andy's  toys.  A  permanent 
card  table  displayed  the  always  half- 
finished  checker  game. 

"Honey,"  says  Andy,  using  his 
mother's  family  nickname,  "plays  a 
mean  game  of  checkers." 

For  the  demure  little  California  bun- 
galow, it  can  be  imagined,  it  was  quite 
a  summer. 

Evelyn,  who  insists  that  she  hates  en- 
tertaining and  being  entertained,  never- 
theless found  a  hundred  reasons  for  im- 
promptu barbecue  parties  and  buffet 
suppers. 

The  family's  "private  chapter  of  Kap- 
pa Sig,"  four  friends  of  Evelyn's  and 
her  sister  June's  from  Washington  took 
their  summer's  stay  in  California  as  an 
opportunity  to  repay  Evelyn  for  her 
help  with  fraternity  functions  during 
the  college  year. 

THEY  would  turn  up  at  the  house  reg- 
ularly with  bundles  of  food,  shoo  the 
family  out  of  the  kitchen  and  two  hours 
later  invite  everyone  to  dine  royally 
on  two  inch  charcoal  broiled  steaks, 
corn  roasted  in  the  husk,  masterful 
salads  and  ice  cream. 

The  volunteer  chefs'  services  were 
appreciated  particularly  by  Evelyn's 
mother,  who  has  had  her  family's  gar- 
gantuan appetites  to  worry  about  for 
more  Thanksgivings  and  Christmases. 
and  other  "special"  days  than  she  can 
remember.  She  didn't  come  all  the 
way  to  California  to  cook,  she  an- 
nounced early  in  her  visit.  She  came  to 
see  all  the  radio  shows  she  listens  to 
regularly,  particularly  Tom  Brene- 
man's  Breakfast  Club.  V/hich  was  all 
right  with  Evelyn  until  she  found  out 
that  she,  too,  was  expected  to  bounce 
out  of  bed  at  six  a.m.  and  put  on  her 
silliest  hat  to  accompany  her  energetic 
mama  to  the  broadcast. 

June  also  laid  down  a  no-cookin£  ulti- 
matum. June  is  in  her  third  year  at 
Mary  Washington  college,  where  she  is 
majoring  in  dietetics. 

"You've  heard  of  Oscar  of  the  Wal- 
dorf," she  says.  "Well,  I'm  going  to  be 
June  of  the  Statler.  Until  then  I'm 
strictly  a  non-professional." 

Honey  herself  is  a  wonderful  cook, 
and — luckily — likes  it. 

She  decided  to  go  back  to  hotel  life 
again  not  to  escape  the  hot  stove,  but 
because,  as  she  puts  it,  she  is  "real 
estate  wacky." 

She  owns  a  beautiful  early  Amer- 
ican home  in  Arlington,  Virginia,  just 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  Potomac, 
which  she  bought  just  before  her  over- 
night triumph  in  New  York.  She  is 
too  much  in  love  with  the  place — with 
its  red  brick  and  white  siding  exterior, 
and  the  combination  of  antiques  with 
modern  upholstered  pieces  with  which 
she  had  just  completely  furnished  it 
before  her  work  dragged  her  away 
from  Washington — to  consider  selling  it. 
Besides  it  is  too  much  trouble.  She 
commuted  to  New  York  four  times  the 
first  month  she  was  •  in  California 
to  dispose  of  her  New  York  apartment, 
transfer  the  lease  and  store  the  furni- 
ture. She  figures  that  by  the  time  she 
had  managed  the  same  fate  for  the 
Arlington  house  she  would  be  an  old 
lady  and  ready  to  retire  to  her  estates. 
(Continued  on  page  70) 


NEW!  Color  with  COME-ON!  Color  with  FLARE! 


powder  and  lipstick! 

Two  parts  feminine,  one 
part  fire— F/'esfa,  the 
most  talked-about  powder 
shade  that  ever  came  out 
of  Hollywood!  On  your 
skin,  it  glows  like  an  angel 
—yet  Fiesta  kindles 
thai  glini  in  his  eye! 
Add  Woodbury 
color-freshness,  last- 
ing cling,  heavenly 
fragronce...and  say 
yes  to  Fiesta  today! 
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"UPWARD 
TO   THE   STARS' 


Woodbury  fJ^j.^h  Powder 


/       FIESTA    POWDER 
plus 

^  FIESTA   LIPSTICK 

^^T^  both  for  $1.00 

Large-size  WoocJbury  Powder  and  match- 
ing Lipsticl<  come  boxed  together  —  a 
double  value!  — for  only  $I.OO.  "Purse" 
size  Powder  25c  and  lOc.  In  Fiesta  and 
8  other  exciting  shades,    (all  prices  plus  tax) 


Seeing's  believing!  See  Fiesta's  sparkle  on  your  skin.  Send 
for  free  Woodbury  Powder  Sampler;  get  Fiesta,  eight 
other  flattering  shades,  plus  Hollywood  Make-up  Chart. 
Print  name,  address  clearly.  Moil*  to  Box  45,  Cincinnati 
14,  Ohio.  {In  Canada;  JohnH. Woodbury,  Ltd.,  Perth,  Ont.) 
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NAME 

STREET 

CITY STATE 

*Paste  coupon  on  penny  postcard  if  you  wish. 
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fo  meef  every  woman's  needs 


•  ModeS^'KegUhr  i,-,  the  familiar  blue  box.  Ideal  for 
average  needs  .  .  .  it's  the  size  most  women  use.  A  luxury 
napkin — so  soft,  so  comfortable,  8  ovit  of  10  women  in  a  re- 
cent test  reported:  7io  chafing  with  Modess!  And  wonder- 
fully absorbent! 


•  MO^^SS  vJWniOr  i„  the  green  box.  A  slightly  nar- 
rower napkin.  For  women  and  girls  of  all  ages  who  find 
a  smaller  napkin  more  comfortable  and  amply  pro- 
tective. Modess  Junior  size  gives  you  the  same  luxury 
softness  and  so-safe  protection  as  Regular  size  Modess. 


•  Mw^SS  oUp^r  in  the  orchid  box.  Extra  absorbent, 
extra  protective — yet  soft  and  light  as  a  cloud.  Ideal  for 
days  when  you  need  above-average  protection.  Every 
Modess  Super  (Regular  and  Junior  sizes,  too)  has  a 
triple,  full-length  safety  shield. 


Product  of  Personal  Products  Corporation      •      Makers  of  Modess,  Meds,  Co-els,  Yes  Tissues,  Sanitary  Belts 

AW  3  s'l^s  -  Non/  on  %9\e  af  your  favorite  ^ore 


By 

Marji  Jane  Fulton 


Portrait  from  an  album — a  very  new  album — is  Maggi  McNellis  with 
her  shoulder-length  hair  piled  high  for  formal  dazzle.  Jeweled  pins 
in    the    right   places    give    the    soft    upsweep    security    and    sparkle. 


For  most  important  daytime  dates, 
style-setting  Maggi  balances  a  side- 
swept    coiffure    with    a    huge    beret. 


At    Maggi's    Latin     Quarter    luncheon    program,    hairstylist 
John    Hall    describes    the    newest    trends    in    hair    fashion. 


USE  YOUR  head  as  part  of  the  new  fashion  picture. 
John  Hall,  noted  New  York  hairstylist,  has  intro- 
duced many  coiffure  "firsts."  Hair  lengths  from  three 
to  seven  inches,  he  says,  are  most  adaptable  to  new  day 
and  evening  styles.  But  without  sacrificing  a  shoulder 
length  bob,  he  claims,  you  can  wear  hair  in  several  ways. 

Maggi  McNellis,  one  of  John's  customers,  has  been 
voted  radio's  best-dressed  woman.  Recently,  as  her  guest 
on  the  Luncheon  with  Maggi  and  Herb  program,  he  dis- 
cussed his  theory  with  her,  and  later  demonstrated  it. 

For  formal  evening  wear,  John  arranged  her  lustrous 
locks  in  a  sleeker,  softer  version  of  the  updo.  From  the 
merest  suggestion  of  a  temple  part,  he  swept  her  hair 
smoothly  up,  crossed  it  in  back,  piled  the  curled  ends 
on  top,  and  dotted  her  coiffure  with  jeweled  pins. 

To  go  with  her  huge,  side-swooping  velvet  beret,  he 
swirled  her  hair  to  one  side  and  over  her  ear  in  full 
curls — clearing  her  neck.  This  one-sided  hairdo  is  high 
fashion.  But  for  daytime  casual  wear,  Maggi  likes  her 
hair  brushed  loosely,  with  the  ends  slightly  curled. 

One  of  these  coiffures  should  become  you.  Combs, 
bobby  pins,  hair  pins,  or  fancy  hair  clips  will  help  to 
anchor  it  securely.  Hair  lacquer  will  keep  stray  ends 
smoothly  in  place.  But  unless  you  keep  your  hair  clean 
and  free  from  dandruff,  and  it  is  permanent-waved  to 
give  it  body,  it  won't  be  a  complete  success.  Hair  rinses 
are  nice  to  use  to  bring  out  natural  highlights,  or  to  tint. 
When  using  one,  be  sure  to  follow  directions  carefully. 


RADIO     MIRROR     for     Better     Living 
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You  keep  embraceable  with  Jergens 
Dryad,  a  new  kind  of  cream  deodorant. 
Already  approved  by  leading  skin  special- 
ists, new  Dryad  actually  prevents  under- 
arm odor  safely,  helps  check  perspiration 
more  daintily.  A  secret  ingredient  keeps  it 
smooth  as  face  cream  to  the  bottom  of 
the  largest  jar.  Dryad  is  harmless  to  cloth- 
ing—has a  more  luxurious  fragrance.  Pre- 
ferred by  fastidious  women  everywhere. 
Be  sweet  to  hold  with  Dryad,  i  o<*,  2  5<*,  50*. 


DKYAD 


**   Guaranteed  by   "^  ^ 

I  Good  Housekeeping  JL  ^ 

«««BIISt&j^^>'^  ■'^^^j^  ^^^  _,_^^ 

DRYAD 

New  Kind  of  Cream  Deodorant  —  by  Makers 
of  Jergens  Lotion. 

FREE:  GIFT  JAR  — SO  you  can  try  this 
new  kind  of  cream  deodorant— free. 

Simply  fill  out  and  mail  coupon  to: 

Box  97,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio  675 

Name 
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Address- 
City_ 


.State  ^ 


(Paste  coupon  on  penny  postcard  it  you  wish.) 
(Print  name,  address  plainly  .  .  .  Sorry,  offer  lood  in  U.S.A.  only.) 


(Continued  from  page  67)  As  for  the 
inconveniences  of  living  in  a  hotel, 
Honey  just  shuts  her  eyes  to  them. 
Possible  for  a  girl  who  says  she  had  a 
"nice,  quiet  time"  in  her  New  York 
apartment.  The  apartment  was  at 
52nd  and  Park,  just  across  the  street 
from  CBS  anci  chaos.  But  Evelyn 
says  she  just  shut  off  the  buzzer 
and  the  phone  bell,  after  the  doc- 
tors clamped  down  on  her  activities, 
and  took  it  easy. 

After  a  few  months  of  "the  first  nor- 
mal living  in  ten  years,"  Evelyn  is  be- 
ginning to  want  to  stay  up  after  dark 
occasionally  again. 

The  swimming,  sight-seeing,  and  kite- 
flying of  the  summer  months  made  for 
an  early-to-bed  schedule  but  now  the 
invitations  from  her  coterie  of  "nice, 
tall  guys" — Evelyn  is  five  feet  eight  in 
her  stocking  feet — are  beginning  to 
seem  attractive.  She  loves  to  dance, 
and  is  a  beautiful  dancer,  and  the  sup- 
ply of  tall  men  apparently  is  limitless. 

"But  nobody  special,"  Evelyn  insists. 
"I'm  a  fickle  girl."  • 

For  a  girl  who  has  been  swamped 
with  personal  publicity  since  her  fame 
first  swept  New  York,  Evelyn  has  been 
able  remarkably  to  soft-pedal  news- 
paper chatter  about  her  romances. 

Everyone  knows  that  her  five-year 
marriage  to  Andy  Knight,  picture  edi- 
tor of  the  Washington  Times  Herald 
ended  in  divorce  when  young  Andy 
was  one.  What  plans  she  has  for  a 
second  try  have  been  strictly  her  secret. 

Her  "partnership"  with  her  little  son 
is  unique  in  many  ways.  Andy  knows 
that  anything  Honey  has  is  half  his. 
This  goes  for  the  "best"  thing  she  has, 
the  roof-less  Buick.  Andy  took  his 
half-ownership  of  the  car  very  seriously 
from  the  start,  demanded  a  monogram 
on  "his  side." 

Evelyn  complied,  but  Andy  wasn't 
satisfied.  The  intertwined  initials  were 
very  pretty,  but  you  couldn't  see  'em. 
His  mother  thinks  he  had  envisioned 
something  like  the  lettering  on  a 
butcher-shop  truck. 

During  the  school  term,  when  Andy 
attends  Oakley  Hall  in  Morristown, 
New  Jersey,  Evelyn  talks  to  him  every 
Sunday  night  by  long  distance  phone. 

"I  have  a  knot  on  my  head,"  he  re- 
ported a  few  weeks  ago,  "This  big." 

"However  did  you  get  that?"  his 
mother  asked. 


"I  guess  the  other  kids  were  mad  be- 
cause I'm  in  the  third  grade,"  he  said. 
Not  a  mean  accomplishment  for  a  boy 
who  just  turned  seven  in  October.  The 
grade,  that  is,  not  the  knot. 

Evelyn  says  she  misses  Andy  terribly 
when  they  are  apart.  She  comes  in 
from  a  sweltering  California  sun  to 
hear  his  reports  of  sliding  on  his  new 
sled — "big  enough  for  both  of  us" — and 
gets   positively   homesick. 

She  cheers  up,  though,  at  rehearsals 
when  the  musicians  whistle  at  her  ap- 
proach and  Victor  Young  snatches  her 
up  in  his  arms  for  her  weekly  kiss,  re- 
ward for  "Singing  like  an  angel." 

Professionally,  although  she  considers 
herself  still  on  vacation,  Evelyn's  stock 
continues  to  climb.  Her  first  album  of 
records,  "The  Lass  With  the  Delicate 
Air"  is  selling  spectacularly,  as  are  all 
of  her  new  record  releases. 

New  York  night  clubs  are  hammer- 
ing at  her  to  come  on  home,  all  is  for- 
given— but  Evelyn  remembers  the  col- 
lapsed lung  and  so  far  has  held  off.  She's 
had  enough  of  working  double  and 
triple  shifts.  It's  completely  foreign, 
she  says,  to  a  girl  who  was  born  in 
Reedville,  Virginia. 

Evelyn  first  sang  professionally  when 
she  was  fifteen,  and  traveling  through 
the  south  with  her  mother  and  step- 
father. A  band  leader  she  met — he  was 
"smitten,"  June  explains — gave  her  her 
first  chance  as  a  singer,  and  she  clicked. 

Back  in  Washington  she  won  a  con- 
test for  a  night  club  engagement,  but 
was  disappointed  when  she  found  out 
that  she  was  too  young  to  accept  the 
prize. 

Defiant,  she  went  across  town  to 
Radio  Station  WRC. 

"I  am  a  singer,"  she  told  the  man- 
ager, "and  I'm  good.    I  want  a  job." 

Much  to  her  amazement,  she  got  it. 

The  year  she  was  eighteen — old 
enough  to  sing  in  a  club — she  was 
signed  for  a  two-week  engagement  in 
the  King  Cole  Room.  She  left  after  five 
years!  And  she  kept  up  the  radio  work 
the  whole  time. 

It  is  not  surprising  now  that  she  is 
unimpressed  with  proximity  of  the 
movie,  business — with  its  enticements 
for  women  with  her  beauty  and  talent. 
"Movies  are  too  much  like  work." 

No  more  nervous  breakdowns  for  this 
lazy  girl.  She's  found  out  that  a  work- 
ing girl  can  have  fun. 
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■  This  is  what  one  woman  writes  of 
"MY  TRUE  STORY"  Radio  Program, 
brought  to  you  in  cooperation  with  the 
editors  of  True  Story  Magazine.  Others 
love  this  greatest  of  morning  shows  be- 
cause it  gives  them  a  complete  drama  every 
morning,  Monday  thru  Friday.  Thousands 
praise  it  because  it's  true-to-life!  Listen — 
over  your  American  Broadcasting  Station 
—10:00  EST,  9:00  CST,  11:30  MST,  10:30 
PST. 
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Woodbury  'Ssau^-'S^Ka!e^ Lotion 

is  actually  2-lotions-in-l 


1.  A  softening  lotion  that  helps  bring 
hands  endearing  natural  softness.  Its 
luxury  lanolin  (just  one  of  its  soften- 
ing ingredients)  is  the  "first  cousin" 
of  your  skin's  own  natural  moisture. 


2.  A  protective  lotion  that  helps  "glove" 
your  hands  against  roughness,  redness, 
drying,  chapping.  Helps  keep  hands  soft, 
lovely  .  .  .  despite  wind  and  cold,  daily 
dishwashing  and  soap  and  water  cleansing. 

PROTECTS   AS    IT    SOFTENS... 

CONTAINS   LUXURY   LANOLIN 


You  start  falling  In  love  with  it,  the  first  wonder- 
ful moment  you  feel  its  luscious  touch  on  your 
skin.  So  rich.  So  creamy.  (Never  sticky  or 
greasy!)  So  new — Woodbury  Lotion  is  beauty- 
blended  to  protect  as  it  softens.  At  drug  and 
cosmetic  counters,  10c,  25c  &  50c — plus  tax. 
Or  write  for  free  see-how-wonderful  sample. 
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MAIL  COUPON  FOR  PURSE-SIZE  BOHLE 

Your  own   hands  will   show  you  the   wonderful 
difference  in  Woodbury  Beauty-Blended  Lotion. 

Mail  to  Box  56,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio. 

(Paste  on  penny  postcard  if  you  wish.)    (566) 

Name 
Street 


MADE  BY  THE   MAKERS  OF  FAMOUS    WOODBURY  FACIAL   SOAP  AND  OTHER  AIDS  TO  LOVELINESS 
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An  EXTRA  Package,  Like  a  Spare 
Saves  You  Trouble,  Time  and  Care 


Next  time  your  victuals  disagree 
And  qa$e$  ^tart  to  i'i$e, 
H'y  Alka-Seltzer  foi'  RELIEF, 
And  get  a  big  5ui'pi'i5e. 


!  go  foK  Alka-Seltzei' 
When  headache^  pick  on  me. 
The  $ooneK  I  get  rid  of  them. 

The  happier  I'll  be. 


Stock  up  on  Alka-Seltzei', 
That'$  what  folks  do  today. 
To  le^$en  their  discomforts 
When  COLDS  are  holding  $way. 


So  many  times  ...  so  many  ways 
your  family  will  need  Alka-Seltzer! 
So  here's  the  wisest  thing  to  do: 
Instead  of  buying  one,  buy  two. 


Alka-Seltzer 


In  the  Name  of  Love 

(Continued  from,  page  55) 


The  girl's  face — it  had  been  almost 
pretty,  all  filled  with  animation  and  ex- 
citement— turned  sober.  "We'll  have 
to  stay  with  Vic's  parents  for  awhile, 
anyway,"  she  said.  "We've  looked  and 
looked,  and  we  can't  find  a  house  either 
here  or  in  Tilton." 

Amelia  clucked  sympathy.  "I  sup- 
pose that's  where  you  and  Vic  were 
going  the  other  night,"  she  said.  "To 
Tilton,  I  mean,  to  look  for  a  house." 

"The  other  night?  Why,  no,"  Ellen 
said  blankly.  "We  haven't  been  to  Til- 
ton for  more  than  a  week.  Did  you 
think  you  saw  us?" 

"I  did  see  you,"  Amelia  answered 
firmly.  "Now,  let  me  think  back— yes, 
it  was  Tuesday,  and  Tom  and  I  were 
driving  to  Tilton  to  the  movies.  We 
were  just  at  that  gasoline  station  out- 
side Tilton  when  you  and  Vic  passed 
us.  I  recognized  Vic's  car — he's  the 
only  one  around  here  that's  got  a  new 
roadster  that  shade  of  green — and  I 
rec'lect  saying  to  Tom,  "There  go  Vic 
Thacker  and  Ellen  Winston,'  and  I 
waved,  but  I  guess  you  didn't  see  us 
because  neither  you  nor  Vic  turned 
around — " 

She  stopped  suddenly,  halted  by  the 
stricken  look  on  Ellen's  face. 

"You  must  have  been  mistaken," 
Ellen  said  in  a  queer  soft  voice.  "I 
didn't  even  see  Vic  Tuesday  night.  He 
— he  called  up  and  said  he  had  to — 
work." 

"Oh,"  Amelia  said,  and  for  a  moment 
couldn't  say  anything  more.  "Well,  I 
thought  it  was  Vic  and  you,"  she  stam- 
mered finally.  "But  I  s'pose  I  mistook 
somebody  else — that  is —  Mercy,  it's 
late!    I've  got  to  be  running  along." 

After  Amelia  had  beaten  a  worried, 
ignominious  retreat,  Ellen  walked 
slowly  home — a  tall,  sweet-faced  girl 
with  sensitive  lips  and  grave  eyes. 

She  knew  she  wasn't  pretty.  She  had 
always  known  it,  ever  since  she  was 
old  enough  to  know  anything  at  all. 
She  wasn't  pretty,  and  she  was  pain- 
fully shy  and  uncertain  of  herself.  A 
year  earlier,  when  Vic  Thacker  first 
began  to  take  her  out,  she  hadn't  been 
able  to  believe  that  he  was  really  in- 
terested in  her.  But  he  asked  her  for 
one  date  after  another,  and  slowly  a 
strange  thing  happened.  She  discovered 
that  whenever  she  was  with  Vic  they 
had  such  a  good  time  together  that  she 
forgot  about  her  plain  face  and  her 
shyness.      She    was    just    happy. 


One  night  the  miracle  happened.  He 
leaned  toward  her,  whispering,  "Ellen 
— you're  beautiful.  I'm  in  love  with 
you."  She  had  been  afraid  to  believe 
him,  but  later  when  she  got  home  she 
looked  in  her  mirror  and  was  almost 
persuaded  that  what  he'd  said  was  true. 
Her  cheeks  were  flushed,  her  eyes 
shining,  her  brown  hair  soft  and  flatter- 
ing against  her  cheeks.  She  had  stared 
into  the  mirror  for  a  long  time,  and  at 
last  she'd  said,  "I  don't  care  whether 
I'm  pretty  or  not.  If  Vic  thinks  I  am, 
that's  good  enough." 

And  it  had  been  good  enough,  ever 
since — until  this  moment.  If  he  had 
lied  to  her,  if  he  had  gone  to  Tilton 
with  another  girl,  it  must  mean  that  he 
was  beginning  to  be  sorry  he'd  asked 
her  to  marry  him.  At  the  thought,  she 
felt  ill  and  faint.  But  she  had  to  know. 
She  had  to  find  out. 

That  evening  when  Vic  came  to  see 
her,  she  forced  herself  to  be  bright  and 
casual  and  unconcerned  as  long  as  her 
parents  were  with  them.  But  she  wasn't 
skillful  at  pretending,  and  by  the  time 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Winston  tactfully  went 
upstairs  she  could  tell  that  Vic  knew 
something  was  wrong.  His  gray,  deep- 
set  eyes  were  troubled,  and  as  he  drew 
her  close  to  him  on  the  sofa  he  said, 
"Tired,  EUie?" 

"No.  Not  particularly."  An  impulse 
to  forget  what  Amelia  had  said  swept 
over  her.  It  would  be  so  pleasant  to 
forget,  to  persuade  herself  that  Amelia 
had  seen  some  other  green  car,  some 
other  couple. 

"You're  so  quiet,"  Vic  said.  "As  if 
you    had    something    on    your    mind." 

Ellen  shivered.  It  was  the  wrong 
thing  for  him  to  say — it  sounded  as  if 
he  had  something  on  his  conscience. 

"I  have,"  she  said,  and  turned  her 
head  so  she  could  watch  his  face.  "Vic, 
you  told  me  you  had  to  work  last  Tues- 
day night,  didn't  you?" 

"Tuesday?"  He  wrinkled  his  fore- 
head. "Oh  yes  .  .  .  Yes,  I  did."  But  al- 
ready he  was  on  his  guard — or  did  she 
just  imagine  that  he  was? 

"Somebody  saw  you  driving  to  Tilton 
that  night.  With — with  a  girl.  They 
thought  the  girl  was  me." 

Vic  sat  without  moving,  his  arm  still 
around  her  shoulders.  And  watching 
his  face  didn't  tell  her  anything,  be- 
cause it  stayed  unchanged. 

"Vic — "  she  said,  when  he  did  not 
answer.    "I'm  waiting  fGr  you  to  tell 


Do  Dreams  Come  True? 

MjtLt^I  Find  out  how  you  can 
get  your  fondest  wish.  Fabulous  gifts 
awarded  daily. 

I.ISTEX  TO  HEART'S  DESIRE 

Daytime — Monday  through  Friday 
on  the  Mutual  Network 


Ben   Alexander,   granter  of 
heart's  desires. 
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Do  you  wan'l'  your  dream  fo  come  true?     Read  the   HEART'S   DESIRE  feature  !n  fh!s  month's 

TRUE   ROMANCE   Magazine 


me  if  it  really  was  you.  And  if  it  was 
— ^please  don't  lie  to  me.   Not  again." 

He  took  his  arm  away  and  stood  up. 
"I  don't  like  that  word  lie,"  he  said 
curtly. 

"I  don't  like  it  either,  Vic,  but — but 
what  else  can  I  say?  You  did  tell  me 
you  were  going  to  work,  and- — the  per- 
son that  told  me  was  certain  it  was  you. 
With  a  girl." 

Vic  looked  down  at  her,  and  all  at 
once  he  seemed  to  reach  a  decision. 
"Oh,  it  was  me  all  right,"  he  said,  "and 
I  had  a  girl  with  me." 

"Vic!"  She  had  known  it  all  along, 
but  to  hear  him  say  the  words  aloud 
was  like  receiving  sharp  knives  in  her 
ears. 

"That's  what  you  expected,  wasn't 
it?"  he  asked  ironically.  "After  all,  you 
asked  me  not  to  lie  to  you — again.  So 
I  didn't.  I  can  tell  you  this,  though — 
there's  no  reason,  no  reason  in  the 
world  for  you  to  be  jealous  of  that  girl." 

"I'm  not  jealous  of  her!"  Ellen  flared 
angrily.  "I'm  simply  hurt — terribly 
hurt — because  you  took  her  out  when 
you  told  me  you  were  going  to  work." 
It  wasn't  true,  but  at  that  moment 
Ellen  thought  it  was. 

"CJHE  could  have  been  a  client,"  Vic 
u    suggested. 

"Was  she?"  Her  question  was  so 
eager  that  Vic  gave  a  furious  laugh. 

"No,  she  wasn't!"  he  said.  "She  wasn't 
a  client  at  all,  but  exactly  who  she  was, 
and  exactly  why  I  took  her  to  Tilton — 
that's  my  business,  not  yours." 

"If  there's  some  explanation,  Vic — " 
Ellen  was  crying,  the  tears  running 
down  her  cheeks  unheeded. 

"I  don't  intend  to  explain  everything 
I  do,  Ellen,"  Vic  told  her.  "There  are 
some  things  you'll  just  have  to  take  on 
trust,  and  this  is  one  of  them." 

"How  can  I?"  Ellen  sobbed.  "I  was 
so  humiliated  this  afternoon,  when 
Amelia  Daggett  said  she'd  seen  us — " 
She  broke  off;  she  hadn't  intended  to 
let  Amelia's  name  slip  out. 

"I  might  have  known  it  was  Amelia," 
Vic  said  grimly.  "Well,  for  once  she's 
got  her  facts  straight."  He  started 
toward  the  door.  "This  whole  business 
makes  me  mad,  Ellen.  I  think  I'd  bet- 
ter go  home  before  I  say  something  I'll 
be  sorry  for." 

Ellen  lifted  her  head.  Shakily,  she 
said,  "If  you  go  home  now,  Vic,  with- 
out explaining — if  you  can  explain, 
that  is,  and  I'm  beginning  to  doubt  it — 
well,  then  I  guess  maybe  you'd  better 
not  come  back." 

Vic  stopped,  his  hand  on  the  door- 
knob, and  looked  at  her  for  a  long 
moment.  "All  right,"  he  said  heavily. 
"I  won't." 

Ellen  slept  very  little  that  night.  One 
minute  she  was  wishing  she  had  run 
after  him,  begged  him  to  stay;  the  next 
she  was  assuring  herself  drearily  that 
it  was  better  to  have  it  happen  now 
than  after  their  marriage.  She  could 
never  hold  a  man  like  Vic  Thacker, 
anyway.  She  was  too  dull  and  plain. 
So  it  was  a  good  thing,  really,  to  have 
the  break  now.  It  was  a  good  thing, 
but  that  didn't  keep  it  from  hurting 
terribly. 

It  wasn't  until  the  next  afternoon 
that  she  remembered  Amelia  had  said 
she  would  put  a  story  about  the  wed- 
ding plans  in  the  Sentinel.  In  a  panic, 
she  called  the  Sentinel  office. 

"Is  Amelia  there,  Mr.  Foster?"  she 
asked  Henry.  "Well,  may  I  speak  to 
her,  please?  Amelia,  this  is  Ellen  Win- 
ston. I  called  to  tell  you  not  to  run  any 
story  about  my  wedding,  because  there 
— there  isn't  going  to  be  any  wedding!" 

"Isn't  going  to  (Continued  on  paqe  75.) 


BORDERUNE  ANEMIA' 

can  put  ugly/  tired  lines  on  your  face! 


Thousands  who  are  tired  and  pale  may  find  renewed  energy- 
restore  healthy  good  looks — with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 


Q?0  many  young  girls  watch  the  fresh 
color  and  beauty  fade  from  their 
faces  —  wonder  why  tired,  unflattering 
lines  appear.  They  should  know  that 
such  effects  can  come  from  a  blood 
condition.  If  you  have  them,  you  may 
have  a  Borderline  Anemia,  due  to  a 
ferro-nutritional  blood  deficiency. 

Yes,  your  red  blood  cells  may  have 
shrunk  and  faded— they  may  be  weak- 
ened to  the  point  where  they  cannot 
transmit  full  energy  to  all  your  body. 

Borderline  Anemia  steals  your 
energy,  endurance!  And  results  of  med- 
ical surveys  show  that  up  to  68%  of 
the  women  examined— many  men  and 
children— have  it 

How  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 
Build  Up  Your  Blood  and  Vigor 

If  your  color  and  "pep"  are  waning 
—and  this  common  blood  condition's 
to  blame,  take  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets. 
They  are  formulated  to  help  build  up 
faded  red  blood  cells  to  healthy  color 
and  size.  Continuing  tiredness  and  pal- 
lor may  be  due  to  other  conditions— so 


consult  your  doctor  regularly.  But  in 
this  Borderline  Anemia,  take  Ironized 
Yeast  Tablets  to  help  build  up  your 
blood.  Take  them  to  start  your  energy 
shifting  back  into  "high"— to  help  re- 
store your  natural  color.  Take  them  so 
you  can  enjoy  life  again! 

*  Resulting  from  ferro-nutriiional  blood  deficiency 


BORDERLINE  ANEMIA 

why  it  can  make  you 
TIRED  •  PALE  •  LISTLESS 


Energy-Building  Blood.  This 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 
blood  rich  in  energy  ele- 
nnents.  Here  are  big, 
plentiful  red  cells  that 
release  energy  to  every 
muscle,  limb,  tissue. 


Borderline  Anemia.  Many 
have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells  are 
puny,  faded.  Blood  like 
this  can't  release  the 
energy  you  need  to  feel 
and  look  your  best. 


Ironized  Yeast 


TABLETS 


1% 


Where  you  ask  your  questions — where  we  do  our  best  to  give  the  answers 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— If  there's  something  you  want 
to   know   about   radio,   write   to   Information   Booth,   Radio 
Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  St.,  N.  Y.  We'll  answer  if  we  can,  either 
in  Information  Booth  or  by  mail — but  be  sure  to  sign  full  name 
and  address,  and  attach  this  box  to  your  letter. 
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MORE  ON  DAYTIME  SERIALS 

Dear  Editor: 

A  constant  reader  of  your  fine  magazine,  I  recently  ordered  a 
year's  subscription  so  that  I  might  find  out  what  the  faces  behind 
the  familiar  voices  look  like.  Your  magazine  furnished  most  of 
the  answers.  Information  Booth  seems  to  be  an  outlet  of  praise 
for  the  daytime  serials,  and  I'd  like  to  add  my  opinion.  Since  all 
of  the  good  things  I  could  say  have  been  said  by  others,  I  will 
list  a  few  of  the  ingredients  of  the  King-sized  beef  I've  built  up. 
Some  of  the  actors  make  my  ears  ache  with  their  distortions  of 
some  of  the  commonest  words  in  the  language,  like  because,  can't, 
murder.  Nobody  ever  got  the  operator  by  frantically  jiggling  the 
hook.  Yet  in  radio  every  time  a  phone  is  used,  the  user  has  an 
urge  to  jiggle  and  shout  "operator"  or  "hello".  A  heroine  is 
described  as  being  just  everything  a  man  could  wish  for.  She 
marries.  Immediately  after  the  wedding,  the  husband  becomes 
prey  for  anything  in  a  skirt  and  indulges  in  an  orgy  of  being 
pursued  by  a  long  list  of  females  from  whom  he  fails  to  run..  Of 
course  he  never  returns  their  love— he  just  can't  help  being  irre- 
sistible, I  guess.  I  could  go  on  for  pages  but  I  don't  pretend  to 
be  able  to  change  any  of  the  above.  I'U  go  on  listening  and  enjoy- 
ing or  writhing,  as  the  case  may  be.   Mine  is  just  one  small  voice. 

Mrs.  R.  J. 
Chicago,  111. 

FIRST  TRY  FREEMAN 

Dear  Editor: 

Please  tell  me  something  about  the 
actress  who  plays  Wendy  Warren  on  the 
serial  of  that  name.  She  sounds  very  fa- 
miliar. Could  you  also  tell  me  the  names 
of  the  other  cast  members? 

Mrs.  H.  H. 
Crescent,  Mo. 

Florence  Freeman,  alias  Young  Widder 
Brown,  alias  Wendy  Warren,  came  close 
to  not  realizing  her  early  ambitions  in  dra- 
matics. After  collecting  her  Master's  de- 
gree, she  taught  English  in  a  small  town 
for  almost  a  year  and  a  half,  and  only 
when  a  friend  said  she  would  never  make  it,  did  she  try  for  a 
radio  audition.  She  made  it!  After  accumulating  enough  ex- 
perience she  headed  back  to  New  York  City — where  she  was  born, 
by  the  way,  and  has  been  a  steady  radio  performer  ever  since. 
Les  Tremayne  is  Gil  Kendal,  and  Lamont  Johnson  is  Mark  Doug- 
las.   Watch  for  a  story  on  this  program  soon. 

CORRECTION  TIME 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  been  reading  your  magazine  for  a  long  time  now  and 
enjoy  every  page  of  it.  But  as  I  was  reading  the  July  Information 
Booth  page,  I  noticed  that  you  said  that  the  Lone  Ranger's 
identity  must  be  kept  a  secret.  That  would  be  all  right,  except 
that  I'm  almost  sure  that  I've  heard  or  read  the  identity.  Would 
you  please  clear  that  up. 

Miss  D.  H. 
Sherwood,  Ohio 

This  is  another  thing  which  caused  a  deluge  of  mail  here — for 
all  of  you  who  wrote  in  to  tell  us  that  we  were  wrong — we  admit 
it  now:  we  were.  Brace  Beamer  is  the  Lone  Ranger.  And  while 
we're  retracting,  we'd  also  like  to  say  that  it  is  not  possible  to 
get  tickets  to  the  Mr.  District  Attorney  broadcast.  There  is  no 
audience  for  that  program.    Sorry  for  both  errors. 


FtOBENCE 
FREEMAN 


LATE  TRAIN  TO  FAME 

Dear  Editor: 

The  actor  I  am  interested  in  is  Karl 
Weber,  whom  I  have  heard  on  various  plays 
and  think  has  a  very  pleasing  voice.  I 
would  greatly  appreciate  any  information 
you  may  give  me. 

Miss  V.  M. 
New  Haven,  Conn. 


KARIi    WEBEB 


Born  in  Iowa,  Karl  Weber  went  to  Chi- 
cago not  long  after  his  graduation  from 
the  University  of  Iowa  to  catch  a  train  to 
New  York  where  he  hoped  to  get  a  break 
on  Broadway.  While  waiting  for  the  train, 
which  was  late,  a  friend  talked  him  into  a  radio  audition,  and 
four  hours  later  he  started  a  Chicago  radio  career  which  was  to 
last  six  years.  When  he  finally  left  for  New  York,  casting  agents 
and  Broadway  came  to  him.  He's  tall,  dark,  and  handsome — as 
you  can  see.  Also,  he's  married.  There  was  a  full  color  picture 
of  him  in  our  May  issue  as  Gary  Bennet  on  the  CBS  program. 
The  Strange  Romance  of  Evelyn  Winters,  heard  at  10:30  A.M., 
EST  over  CBS  stations. 


WOULD  DADDY  LIKE  IT? 

Dear  Editor; 

I  would  like  to  know  about  the  girl 
who  does  such  a  wonderful  job  as  Pam 
on  the  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North  program. 

Miss  N.  S. 
Johnson  City,  Tenn. 

Having  for  a  father  a  Lutheran  minister 
who   was   not   too    happy   about   a   stage 
career  for  his  daughter,  Alice  Frost,  after 
winning  him  over,  decided  that  the  touch- 
AL,ICE  FROST  Stone    of    every    role    would    be    "Would 

daddy  like  it?"  Daddy  probably  never 
had  cause  to  complain,  for  Alice  had 
many  stage  successes,  and  her  list  of  shows  on  the  air  runs  an 
imposing  gamut—from  being  the  comic  stooge  of  men  like  Colonel 
Stoopnagle,  to  appearances  on  Suspense,  to  heavy  dramatic  parts 
like  that  of  the  neurotic  girl  on  a  Columbia  Workshop  play  which 
won  an  award  as  the  best  radio  drama  of  the  year.  She  loves  to 
work  in  clay,  design  clothing,  her  own  and  her  friends,  and 
jewelry, 

MORNING  STAR 

Dear  Editor: 

Just  as  a  change  from  stories  on  day- 
time serials,  could  you  please  give  me  a 
little  information  on  Fred  Waring,  who 
brightens  my  mornings  so?  How  did  he 
get  the  idea  for  his  glee  club? 
^  Miss  E.  J. 

New  York  City 

Although  his  original  idea  was  to  study 
engineering   at   Penn   State,   Fred    Waring 

soon  found  that  music,  and  one  idea  espe-  FRED  WARING 

daily,  dominated  his  whole  life.    While  at 
college,  he,  together  with  his  brother  and 

two  friends,  formed'  a  rhythm  band  in  which  Fred  played  the 
banjo.  All  the  men  sang  the  melodies,  and  thus  was  formed  the 
nucleus  of  his  Glee  Club  idea.  Though  everyone  scoffed  at  the 
idea,  choral  singing  caught  on,  and  is  today  heard  on  many  pro- 
grams— which  pleases  Fred  no  end.  He  feels  that  it's  good,  clean, 
easy  fun,  and  welcome  entertainment,  and  ought  to  be  promoted 
in  every  way. 


(Continued  from  page  73)  be  any — " 
Amelia  said  in  shocked  amazement. 
"Why  ever  not?  Ellen!  Oh  dear,  she 
hung  up."  She  held  the  telephone  away 
from  her,  staring  at  it  reproachfully. 

Mary,  who  had  dropped  into  the 
Sentinel  office  on  her  way  home  from 
work,  said  in  amusement,  "What's  the 
matter,  Amelia?  You  look  as  if  some- 
body had  just  told  you  the  date  of  your 
own  funeral." 

Amelia  lifted  tragic  eyes.  "Some- 
body just  about  did!  Mary,  I  feel  just 
dreadful!  That  was  Ellen  Winston,  call- 
ing to  say  she  isn't  going  to  marry  Vic 
Thacker." 

"Oh,  no!"  Mary  said  in  dismay.  "Oh, 
what  a  shame!" 

"And  I'm  sure  it's  all  my  fault." 
Henry  laid  down  the  pencil  with  which 
he'd  been  writing  an  editorial  for  the 
next  issue,  and  listened.  "I  happened 
to  meet  Ellen  yesterday,"  Amelia  con- 
tinued, "and  I  just  casually  mentioned 
that  Tom  and  I  saw  her  and  Vic  driving 
to  Tilton  last  Tuesday  night.  But  Ellen 
said  it  couldn't  have  been  them,  because 
she  didn't  even  see  Vic  that  night.  I 
noticed  she  looked  mighty  white  around 
the  lips,  and  I  was  sorry  then  I'd  said 
anything." 

"But  I  don't  see — "  Henry  began. 

"It  was  Vic,  I'll  bet,"  Amelia  cried, 
"but  it  wasn't  Ellen  with  him!  I  didn't 
get  a  good  look  at  the  girl,  I  just  s'posed 
it  must  be  Ellen.  And  now  he  and  Ellen 
have  had  a  fight,  and  they  aren't  going 
to  be  married!"  Suddenly,  recollecting 
her  husband's  presence  in  the  shop  be- 
hind the  office,  she  clapped  a  hand  to 
her  mouth.  "Mercy,  if  Tom  finds  out 
about  this  he'll  jump  all  over  me!  He's 
always  saying  I  talk  too  much  anyway." 

"IFE'S  settin'  up  the  story  you  wrote 
Ir  about  the  wedding  right  this  min- 
ute," Henry  said.  "I  better  tell  him  to 
kill  it — but  I'll  do  my  best  to  protect 
you,  Amelia."  He  stood  up  and  went 
into  the  shop. 

"Mary,  I've  got  to  do  something  to 
help  those  two  get  together  again!" 
Amelia  said  earnestly.  "Do  you  suppose 
if  I  went  to  Ellen  and  talked  to  her  I 
could  make  her  see  that  she  mustn't 
pay  any  attention  to  a  little  thing  like 
this?  Men — oh,  they're  all  alike,  but 
once  thej^'re  married  they'll  usually 
settle  down  and  behave  themselves — " 

"I  don't  think  that  would  do  any  good 
at  all,  Amelia,"  Mary  said,  rather 
sternly  for  her.  Listening  to  Amelia's 
agitated  narration,  she  had  felt  her 
heart  go  out  in  sympathy  to  Ellen  Win- 
ston— and  she  had  had  another  thought, 
not  a  welcome  one.  Suppose  this  should 
happen  to  me?  Suppose  I  discovered 
that  Bill  were  running  around  with 
another  girl?  What  would  I  do  about 
it? 

Impatiently,  she  brushed  the  idea 
aside.  Dr.  Bill  Nelson,  the  man  she 
loved  and  had  promised  to  marry,  was 
good  and  honest  and  he  adored  her. 
(But  everyone  had  thought  that  Vic 
adored  Ellen,  who  had  blossomed  out 
into  a  kind  of  serene  beauty  during 
the  year  of  their  courtship.) 

"Leave  them  alone,  Amelia,"  she  said. 
"I  expect  they'll  make  up,  in  a  day  or 
two." 

"Well,  I  hope  so,  I'm  sure,"  Amelia 
said  dolefully. 

But  Ellen  and  Vic  did  not  make  up, 
either  in  a  day  or  two  or  in  a  week. 
By  that  time,  all  of  Valley  Springs 
knew  of  the  broken  engagement,  and 
more  or  less  why  it  had  been  broken. 
More  or  less,  because  one  version  had 
it  that  Ellen  had  discovered  Vic  mak- 
ing love  to  the  pretty  waitress  at  the 
Mansion    House.     Ellen's    parents    had 
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stopped  speaking  to  Vic's,  and  Mattie 
Willinghouse  the  dressmaker,  who  had 
already  started  work  on  Ellen's  wed- 
ding gown,  told  anyone  who  would 
listen  that  she  expected  to  be  paid  for 
what  she  had  done. 

"Seems  like  people  just  can't  help 
choosin'  up  sides  when  a  thing  like  this 
happens,"  Henry  Foster  said  soberly 
to  Mary.  "Half  the  folks  you  talk  to 
claim  that  Vic's  no  good  and  Ellen's 
better  off  without  him,  and  the  other 
half  say  Ellen's  too  strait-laced,  always 
was,  and  it's  a  good  thing  for  Vic  he's 
found  it  out  ahead  of  time,  'stead  of 
after  he  married  her.  All  I  wish  is  that 
Amelia  and  Tom  had  picked  out  some 
other  night  to  go  to  the  movies  in  Til- 
ton.  If  Amelia  hadn't  caught  sight  of 
Vic's  car,  none  of  all  this  would've 
happened." 

Mary  nodded.  "I  dropped  in  to  see 
Ellen  this  afternoon,"  she  said.  "It  was 
dreadful  to  see  how  pale  and  miserable 
she  looked.  And  Bill  says  Vic  hardly 
ever  bothers  to  come  to  his  office  any 
more."  Bill  Nelson  and  Vic  both  had 
office  space  on  the  second  floor  of  the 
bank  building. 

"You  and  Bill  talked  much  about 
Ellen  and  Vic?"  Henry  asked,  and  Mary 
shook  her  head. 

"No — not  very  much." 

The  truth  was  that  she  and  Bill  had 
come  uncomfortably  close  to  a  quarrel, 
the  only  time  they  had  discussed  the 
subject.  Bill  had  said  frankly  that  as 
far  as  he  was  concerned,  Ellen  was 
making  a  lot  of  fuss  over  nothing.  "Sup- 
pose he  was  out  with  another  girl?  He 
and  Ellen  aren't  married  yet,  and  a 
man's  got  a  right  to  some  freedom  as 
long  as  he's  single." 

"Bill!  You  don't  mean  that!"  Mary 
had  exclaimed. 

"Sure  I  do." 

"Then  you  must  think  that  even 
though  you  and  I  are  engaged,  you 
have  a  perfect  right  to  take  out  another 
girl  if  you  feel  like  it!" 

"AF  course  I  have.  Only — "  And  Bill 
U  had  laid  his  big  hand  over  hers  and 
smiled  his  utterly  disarming  grin.  "Only 
I  don't  feel  like  it,  and  never  expect 
to!" 

It  wasn't  a  completely  satisfying  an- 
swer, Mary  had  felt  at  the  time. 
Still,  she  supposed  men  were  always 
loyal  to  each  other  in  a  situation  like 
this,  and  besides,  Bill  and  Vic  had  be- 
come good  friends  during  the  months 
when  their  offices  were  next  door  to 
each  other. 

Quickly,  Mary  had  changed  the  sub- 
ject, and  they  hadn't  mentioned  Ellen 
nor  Vic  again. 

That  same  evening,  though,  when 
Bill  called  to  take  Mary  for  a  drive,  he 
said,  "I  had  a  talk  with  Vic  today.  He's 
planning  on  closing  up  his  office  here 
and  moving  to  Boston." 

"Because  of  Ellen?"  Mary  asked,  and 
Bill  nodded  glumly. 

"He  told  me  who  he  had  had  with 
him  in  the  car  that  night,"  he  said  after 
a  moment.    "And  why." 

Mary  gasped.  Past  Bill's  regular, 
strong-featured  profile  as  he  drove  she 
could  see  moonlit  autumn  fields,  with 
their  Indian  tepees  of  stacked  corn.  She 
waited  for  him  to  go  on,  and  when  he 
was  silent  she  exclaimed  impatiently, 
"Well,  tell  me!" 

"I  can't,"  Bill  said.  "Vic  made  me 
promise  not  to  tell  anyone."  Abruptly, 
he  pulled  the  car  to  the  side  of  the  road 
and  stopped.  "Mary,  Vic's  crazy  about 
*'  Ellen.  He  doesn't  give  a  hoot  about 
anybody  else.  And  he  could  get  her 
back  just  by  going  to  her  and  telling 
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her    the    truth — but   he    won't    do    it." 

"I  don't  understand — " 

"What  happened  that  Tuesday  night 
was  perfectly  innocent.  Even  Ellen 
would  believe  that." 

"Then  why  doesn't  he?  Is  he  insane?" 

"I  don't  think  so,"  Bill  said  quietly. 
"AH  he  wants  is  for  Ellen  to  believe  in 
him — to  have  faith  in  him." 

"But  if  he  refuses  to  give  her  any 
reason  for  having  faith — " 

"That's  just  it,"  Bill  said.  "He  wants 
her  to  have  faith  without  any  reason. 
Simply  because  she  loves  him. 

"IIAYBE  I'm  trying  to  say  that  Vic's 
ill  an  idealist.  He'd  rather  not  have 
Ellen  at  all,  than  have  only  part  of  her." 
Bill  passed  a  hand  over  his  forehead.  "I 
hope  I  can  make  you  see  it,  because  if 
something  like  this  should  ever  happen 
to  us,  I  don't  think  I'd  have  the  courage 
to  do  what  Vic  has  done.  It  would  seem 
so  easy  to  clear  up  the  misunderstand- 
ing instead." 

"That's  all  it  was?"  Mary  demanded. 
"Only  a  misunderstanding?" 

Bill  nodded  gravely.  "That's  all.  But 
don't  you  see — Vic's  stubborn.  I  sup- 
pose he's  too  stubborn,  but  that's  the 
way  he's  made.  When  Ellen  accused 
him  of  lying  to  her,  something  hap- 
pened to  him.  He  couldn't  say  the  few 
words  that  would  have  cleared  every- 
thing up.  He  still  can't.  But  he  needs 
Ellen,  and  she  needs  him.  Mary — "  He 
was  leaning  forward,  and  she  felt  his 
intensity  like  a  powerful  current  be- 
tween them.  "Will  you  go  to  Ellen  and 
tell  her  Vic  intends  to  leave  town?  Tell 
her  she  has  to  have  faith  in  him,  if  she 
wants  to  be  happy.  See  if  you  can't  ntiake 
her  call  him — right  away,  tonight." 

Mary  sat  staring  at  him,  unable  to 
move.  A  shaft  of  moonlight  slanted 
across  his  cheek,  and  above  it  his  eyes 
were  in  darkness.  She  knew  those  eyes 
so  well  she  didn't  have  to  see  them — 
she  knew  they  were  pleading  with  her, 
silently,  powerfully.  Faith — the  word 
rang  in  her  brain  like  the  sweet  note 
of  a  bell,  struck  repeatedly. 

"Yes,"  she  said  faintly.  "Yes— I'll  go 
to  see  Ellen.  I'll  ask  her  to  call  Vic." 
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Bill  bent  his  head  and  kissed  her, 
swiftly,  on  the  lips.  Then  he  started  the 
car,  spun  it  around  in  the  road,  and 
gathered  speed  on  the  way  back  to  Val- 
ley Springs. 

In  front  of  Ellen's  house  he  stopped. 
"I'll  wait,"  he  said. 

It  was  less  than  half  an  hour  later 
when  Mary  came  out  of  the  house 
again.  She  was  smiling — a  tender, 
misty  smile  that  wasn't  far  from  tears. 
She  ran  to  Bill's  car,  slipped  through 
the  door  he'd  already  opened,  sat  down. 

"She  called  him,"  she  said  softly. 
"And  he's  coming  over — he's  on  his  way 
now.  Oh  Bill,  she's  so  happy — and  I'm 
so  glad  you  made  me  go  to  see  her!" 

"What  happened?"  Bill  sounded 
deeply  content  as  he  put  the  car 
into  gear  and  went  slowly  down  the 
street. 

"Well — when  I  told  her  Vic  was  giv- 
ing up  his  law  practice  and  leaving 
town,  she  started  to  cry.  And  we  talked, 
and  I  told  her  what  you  said — that  I 
couldn't  believe  Vic  would  have  done 
anything  wrong.  You  know.  Bill,"  Mary 
said  earnestly,  "I  think  she  ^vanted  to 
hear  somebody  say  that!  She  wanted 
somebody  to  disagree  with  her,  and  tell 
her  she  was  Avrong!" 

"Of  course  she  did."  Bill  smiled. 

"So  I  said  no  couple  could  be  happy 
unless  they  trusted  each  other  fully, 
and  that  she  had  to  call  him  up  right 
away  and  say  she  loved  him  and  ask 
him  to  come  over.  ...  I  guess,"  Mary 
said,  "he  didn't  need  so  very  much 
urging." 

A  pair  of  headlights  came  along  the 
street  toward  them,  and  whizzed  past. 
Bill  glanced  into  the  rear-view  nnirror. 
"That  would  be  Vic  right  now,"  he  said 
with  satisfaction,  "losing  no  time." 

"Bill — "  Mary  said  timidly.  "Can  you 
tell  me  now  who  Vic  was  with  that 
night?" 

"Sure.  I  don't  see  why  not.  In  a  min- 
ute or  two,  Vic  will  be  telling  Ellen. 
It  was  Wilma  Kenyon." 

"Wilma  Kenyon?  Why,  but  she's 
Ellen's  best  friend!  She's  going  to  be 
the  maid  of  honor!" 

"fTHAT'S  exactly  why  Vic  asked  her  to 
I  go  with  him  and  look  at  a  house  he 
found  in  Tilton.  He  wanted  to  surprise 
Ellen,  but  he  didn't  want  to  buy  it  with- 
out being  pretty  sure  she'd  like  it.  So 
he  figured  that  if  Wilma  liked  it,  the 
chances  were  Ellen  would  too."  Bill 
slid  down  more  comfortably  behind  the 
wheel,  and  put  one  arm  around  Mary's 
shoulders,  pulling  her  nearer. 

Mary  didn't  relax  completely  against 
him.  "But  why  hasn't  Wilma  told  Ellen 
she  was  the  girl?  .  .  .  Oh,  I  forgot — she's 
visiting  her  aunt  in  Boston,  isn't  she?" 

"Right.  And  I  don't  suppose  she  even 
knows  the  wedding's  been  called  off,  or 
if  she  does  know  it,  she  doesn't  know 
why.  But  she'll  be  home  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  of  course  the  minute  she  found 
out  what  had  happened,  she'd  be  telling 
Ellen  she  was  Vic's  mysterious  girl- 
friend." 

"Then — but  then  everything  would 
have  been  cleared  up  anyhow,"  Mary 
said.  "I  don't  see  why  you  insisted  on 
having  me  talk  to  Ellen  tonight,  if  to- 
morrow she  was  going  to  find  out  the 
truth." 

"Don't  you?"  His  eyes  left  the  road 
long  enough  to  smile  at  her.  "Because 
Ellen  had  to  call  Vic  back  on  faith.  She 
had  to  believe  in  him  without  having 
any  reason  to  believe  in  him.  That's 
love." 

Mary  sighed,  and  now  she  let  her 
head  droop  on  Bill's  shoulder.  "Yes," 
she  agreed.   "I  guess  that's  love." 
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Big  Fruit  Cake ...  little  Fruit  Cakes...  and  a  Pudding— «//  made 
with  the  same  wonderful  KARO''  S}Tup  recipe!  Every  one  of 
them  rich  and  moist  and  with  that  delicious  flavor  KARO  always 
gives.  My  Mom  says  it's  a  grand  idea  because  you  can  make  'em 
all  ahead  of  the  Christmas  excitement.  (Just  wrap  well  and  store 
in  airtight  container.)  I  say,  "Better  not  let  me  know  where  you 
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*KARO  is  a  re^stered  trade-mark  distinguishing  this 
product  of  the  Corn  Products  Refining  Co..  New  York,  N.Y. 


A  true  lacquer-r-genuine  as 
jewels,  Chen  Yu  adorns 
your  nails  with  the  clinging 
devotion  that  spurns 
chipping.  Equally  faithful  are 
Chen  Yu  matching  lipsticlcs. 
Thus  will  the  finger-tips 
and  lips  of  enduring 
beauty  become  your  own. 
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Come  and  Visit 
Jack  Benny 

(Continued  from  page   31) 

distracting,  in  the  script  session. 

Jack  sent  Producer  Bob  Allen  to 
Joannie's  suite  with  a  message. 

"Your  daddy,"  he  said,  "wants  you 
to  practice  downstairs." 

Joannie  sighed,  Junior  Miss  Ag- 
grieved. 

"I  thought  he  would,"  she  said.  Un- 
said was  Career  Woman's  age-old 
complaint.  "And  my  work,  I  suppose, 
has  no  importance  around  here." 

But  she  went. 

Mary  Benny  often  sits  in  with  the 
writers  and  Jack  on  the  radio  con- 
ferences. 

So,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  does  Joan. 

What's  more,  Joan  isn't  afraid  to 
criticize  her  Daddy's  jokes — ^^and  her 
Daddy  isn't  too  proud,  sometimes,  to 
accept  her  criticism. 

Once  recently,  -however,  when  Joan 
objected  to  a  particular  boffola  on  the 
grounds  that  it  was  "corny"  her  father 
overruled  her. 

"Keep  it  in,"  he  ordered.  "It  may  be 
corny  but  it's  funny." 

THAT'S  what  you  think,"  Joan— not 
easily  abashed — argued.  "But  you 
should  be  in  my  shoes.  On  Mondays, 
I  have  to  face  my  friends!" 

The  joke  was  blue-penciled. 

Jack's  big  room  is  a  sort  of  bed-sitting 
room  with  a  desk  almost  as  big  as  the 
bed,  with  shelves  for  scripts  and  ref- 
erence books,  and  big,  bright  working 
lights,  comfortable  chairs,  man-sized 
tables  at  the  bedside  with  sharpened 
pencils  and  paper,  books  and  the  inevi- 
table box  of  sleep-promoters.  The  colors 
are  masculine  and  unbedroomy — brown 
and  beige.  The  suite  includes  a  dress- 
ing room,  done  in  brown  leather,  a 
porch  overlooking  the  garden,  and 
Jack's  bath — where  he  may  leave  the 
top  off  the  toothpaste  tube  if  he  feels 
like  it. 

Joan,  who  is  the  smallest  member  of 
the  family,  rates  the  biggest  suite — 
because  her  activities  are  so  varied  she 
needs  plenty  of  room  to  blow  off  steam. 

Her  "apartment"  has  a  big  bedroom 
— with  two  beds,  one  for  her  frequent 
overnight  guests — a  dressing  room  with 
one  whole  wall  of  perfume  bottles,  a 
private  bath,  and  a  huge  playroom,  this 
room  farthest  away  from  the  family. 
The  playroom  is  the  heart  of  the  place. 
It  has  the  phonograph  and  record  col- 
lection, the  spinet  piano,  Joan's  collec- 
tion of  dolls  and  toy  horses,  her  books, 
the  photographs  of  her  friends,  the 
clutter  which  goes  with  being  young 
and  alert  and  busy.  Joan's  governess, 
Julia  Vallance,  who  has  shared  her  life 
for  five  years,  is  the  sort  of  calm,  im- 
perturbable woman  who  likes  children 
and  doesn't  mind  messes  and  who  can 
provide  efficiently  for  a  little  girl's 
health  and  safety  without  imposing  too 
rigid  a  set  of  rules.  As  Joan  would  put 
it,  "She  doesn't  go  around  saying  no 
and  shushing  you  all  the  time." 

Joan  prefers  to  think  of  Miss  Vallance 
as  her  "secretary."  Not  many  of  her 
schoolmates  at  public  school  can  afford 
the  luxury  of  a  "governess"  and  Joan 
thinks  the  whole  custom  a  little  snob- 
bish. 

Mary  Benny's  personal  rooms,  in 
noticeable  contradiction,  are  never  clut- 
tered, and  they  certainly  are  the 
prettiest  rooms  of  all.  The  bedroom,  in 
soft  blue,  rose  and  white  is  Victorian  in 


The  playroom  is  the  keynote  room — 
if  there  is  such  a  thing  in  a  house.  It 
expresses  life  as  the  Bennys  like  it — 
when  convivial  friends  are  about,  and 
the  pressure  of  work  is  off,  and  one  can 
relax  and  play  games,  sit  by  the  fire 
in  winter  or  wander  in  and  out  of  doors 
on  a  warm  summer  night.  It  is  the 
gayest  room  in  the  house,  with  a  huge 
brick  fireplace  taking  up  half  of  the 
wall,  the  walls  paneled  with  mellow 
walnut  and  the  sofa  and  big  chairs 
upholstered  in  a  splashy  red  and  white 
apple  print.  In  front  of  the  fire  are  two 
deep  chairs,  also  one  in  the  apple  print, 
and  a  massive  red  ottoman  on  which 
people  can  sit  without  crowding.  The 
big  rag  hand-braided  rug  also  is  pre- 
dominantly red.  There  are  the  inevi- 
table card  table  and  chairs  and  some 
early  American  Windsor  pieces. 

As  in  all  California  homes  the  out- 
doors is  part  of  the  living  space — back- 
ground for  many  of  the  family's  hap- 
piest hours.  The  house  is  set  well  for- 
ward on  a  commercial  acre  so  there  is 
room  at  the  back  of  the  house  for  a 
gently  sloping  lawn,  swimming  pool, 
cabana  and  terrace  and  a  barbecue  and 
complete  outdoor  kitchen  and  bar. 

The  drawing  room  and  the  big  dining 
room  get  very  lonely  during  the  good 
weather,  which  in  California  is  a  good 
part  of  the  year — for  all  of  the  Bennys 
enjoy  having  their  friends  for  al  fresco 
suppers  which  they  help  to  cook  them- 
selves. If  the  fog  comes  in — as  it  will, 
despite  all  the  pull  of  the  All  Year  Club 
— it  is  but  a  step  to  the  playroom  and 
a  warm  fire.  And  any  movie  fan  who 
could  find  his  way  into  that  room  would 
reap  a  harvest  of  autographs — Barbara 
Stanwyck  and  Bob  Taylor  would  prob- 
ably be  there,  and  the  Tyrone  Powers, 
Annie  Sothern,  the  Bill  Goetzes,  George 
Burns  and  Gracie  Allen,  plus  a  noisy 
crowd  of  Joannie's  school  friends. 

And  if  the  unexpected  callers  were 
invited  to  stay  they'd  have  a  wonderful 
time  and  go  home  raving  as  Holly- 
woodians  do  about  the  Bennys'  wonder- 
ful, cheerful  house  and  Mary  Benny's 
subtle  understanding  of  what  it  means 
to  be  a  good  hostess.  Mary  understands 
the  role  very  much  as  she  interprets 
her  job  as  the  woman  in  the  house — 
it  is  to  let  everyone  do  what  he  wants 
when  he  wants  to,  to  be  himself. 

The  system  needn't  be  restricted  to 
the  Bennys — or  to  the  sort  of  people 
anywhere  who  have  money  and  leisure 
space.  For  the  system  is  a  product  of 
good  thinking,  and  good  thinking  can 
be  done  in  Hollywood,  or  North  Platte, 
or  Wichita  Falls. 


m 


HAVE  A  DATE  AT  THE  POLLS 


DON'T  FORGET 

TO  CAST  YOUR  VOTES  FOR 

YOUR  FAVORITE  RADIO  PROGRAMS 

THE    SECOND    BALLOT   IN    THE 


RADIO 


1947 


MIRROR 
AWARDS 

Will  appear  in 

DECEMBER  RADIO  MIRROR 
On  sale  Wednesday,  November  12 


lAV^'" 


\ 


^^  """^^y    Honev  and  Almond 

Fvagia"«  f^''=;""„  .;,,!„„  lanolin  .  .  ■        MM 

„,.„„  wan.  l.m^.^^,^  ,„,,„_ 

•''»''^-    "7,  v«tmel<.rge. "Beauty 
it's  now  m  a  !»'"  ^^„e  of  Vi 

convenient  sizes, 


79 


;y  ;/»'  -r: 


Maybe  you've  tried  a  can  or 
two  already  and  wondered  at  the 
finer,  fresher  flavor  and  the  firmer 
texture.  It's  a  brand-new  Dole  dis- 
covery —  this  ingenious  method  of 
cutting  the  pineapple  so  that  each 
tiny  golden  cubeiet  keeps  its  field- 
fresh  taste  delight.  Try  the  new 
Dole  Crushed  Pineapple  soon  ...  by 
itself,  as  a  breakfast  fruit  or  dessert 
...  or  as  suggested  here  by  Patricia 
Collier,  Dole  Home  Economist. 


PINEAPPLE  MOLDED  SALAD 

Eyes  will  sparkle  when  you  serve  this 
molded  salad.  Make  your  favorite  lemon 
gelatin.  When  it  begins  to  thicken,  fold 
in  plenty  of  the  new  Dole  Crushed  Pine- 
apple (drained),  plus  diced  celery,  red 
apples,  sweet  pickles,  and  walnuts  as  you 
like.  Chill  until  firm.  Serve  on  lettuce 
with  mayonnaise  or  a  creamy  dressing. 


feeling — without  being  stiff.  The  fire- 
place of  black  marble  is  for  real  fires- 
friendly  and  inviting.  The  chintz  dra- 
peries and  upholstery  are  in  a  cheerful 
floral  pattern,  which  is  repeated  in  the 
wall  paper  -on  two  ends  of  the  room. 
The  blue-tufted  oversized  bed  is  pure 
feminine  heaven,  where  a  substitution 
of  fat  pillows  for  flat  ones  makes  it 
easily  as  inviting  for  staying  awake  as 
for  dropping  off  to  sleep.  Mary  has,  in 
addition,  her  private  mirrored  dressing 
room  where  vast  cedarlined  closets 
house  what  Howard  Greer  has  called 
the  smartest  wardrobe  in  favorite  bath 
oils  and  perfumes. 

With  such  a  plan,  it  is  plain  to  see, 
there  need  never  be  any  conflict  of 
personalities — any  reason  for  any  of 
the  members  of  the  household  to  be 
uncomfortable  for  the  sake  of  any  of 
the  others.  A  reconnaissance  flight 
over  the  Benny  home  at  any  eleven 
A.M. — which  caught  Jack  hard  at  work 
on  a  script,  Joan  practicing  for  her 
piano  lesson,  and  Mary  blissfully  asleep 
— would  prove  incontrovertibly  that 
planning  makes  perfect.  Planning 
makes  freedom,  too,  complete  freedom 
for  every  member  of  the  family  to  do 
what  he  likes,  when  he  likes — to  be 
himself.  And  that  makes  for  an  ad- 
justed,  happy  family. 

THE  rest  of  the  house  is  planned  just 
as  systematically  for  living  happily 
together — and  don't  think  for  a  mo- 
ment just  because  the  upstairs  levels 
are  designed  as  they  are  that  the 
Bennys  live  in  complete  isolation  with 
no  traffic  from  one  "apartment"  to 
another.  It  is  here  that  Mary's  im- 
peccable butler,  Oscar,  has  his  innings. 
Oscar  is  the  perfect  butler,  English, 
proper,  and — and  this  is  unusual — 
always  affable.  Oscar  is  always  smil- 
ing. (He  doesn't  know,  fortunately, 
that  Jack's  writers  with  typical  lack  of 
reverence  for  the  Way  Things  Are  Done 
refer  to  him  always  as  "Smiley.")  And 
here,  too,  the  rooms  have  as  many 
moods  as  there  are  occasions  which  the 
Bennys  enjoy  as  a  family. 

The  drawing  room  is  quite  formal, 
its  furnishings  handsome,  some  of  them 
rare  and  priceless  since  the  Bennys  have 
not  had  to  consider  a  strict  budget  in 
planning  their  home.  Mary  Benny 
would  be  the  first,  however,  to  concede 
that  a  formal  living  room  can  be  just 
as  lovely  without  real  antiques,  with- 
out Chinese  jade  lamp  bases,  and  real 
collectors'  items  among  the  objets  d'art. 
She  has  gone  to  a  great  deal  of  trouble, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  to  detract  from  the 
museum  aura  of  such  fabulous  pieces 
by  doing  her  upholstered  pieces  with 
her  first  thought  for  comfort,  and  by  a 
subtle  use  of  color — pale  green,  rose, 
and  ivory,  and  a  real  fire's  happiest 
companion,  brass. 

It  is  in  this  room  that  the  Bennys 
welcome  guests  at  their  more  elaborate 
parties.  The  drawing  room's  comple- 
ment in  character  and  style  is  the  for- 
mal dining  room,  a  beautiful  room  done 
in  grey  and  gold,  with  a  long  table 
which  comfortably  will  seat  twenty, 
with  massive  silver  pieces  from  old 
England  and  a  crystal  chandelier.  These 
two  rooms,  along  with  a  panelled 
library  with  dark  blue  oriental  rugs 
and  a  Dutch  tile  fireplace  are  among 
the  show  spots  of  Hollywood. 

A  pair  of  rooms  all  three  Bennys  like 
much  better,  and  live  in  much  more, 
are  the  big,  rambling  playroom  which 
faces  on  the  garden  and  a  sunny  yellow 
and  pale  grey  breakfast  room  in  which 
green  vines  in  silver  urns  bring  the 
garden  indoors. 
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luck.  Or  the  girls  were — for  we'd  ar- 
rive at  Mt.  Holyoke  looking  like  doubles 
for  wet  drips.  In  our  Senior  year,  a  few 
of  us  chipped  in  and  bought  a  Model-T 
Ford,  in  which  we'd  ride — when  the 
wind  was  high  or  the  road  bumpy — 
holding  down  the  roof.  This  was  our 
commutation  to  Mt.  Holyoke. 

Most  of  our  dates,  Louise's  and  mine, 
were  spent  in  the  recreation  rooms — and 
very  charming  places,  too — of  Mt. 
Holyoke's  Sorority  Houses.  Or  we'd 
take  long  walks  in  all  kinds  of  weather. 
(We  still  do.)  Or  we'd  meet  in  little 
tearooms,  have  coffee  and  conversation. 
Or  colas  and  conversation.  Or  we'd  go 
dancing.  Or  to  the  movies. 

We  used  to  study  together,  too.  (Had 
to,  or  we'd  both  have  been  kicked  out.) 
I  guess  I  knew  more  about  Louise's 
courses  of  study  than  I  did  about  my 
own  and  she  knew  more  about  my  sub- 
jects than  she  did  hers.  I  often  say  I 
don't  know  whether  I  got  a  degree  from 
Amherst  or  from  Mt.  Holyoke. 

People  who  follow  patterns,  Louise 
and  I  still  study  together,  at  home  in 
White  Plains.  Still  pursue  our  study  of 
Economics,  begun  in  college;  are  toying 
with  the  idea  of  getting  us  a  pair  of 
Ph.D.  degrees.  We  probably  won't,  but 
we  plug  along,  on  my  two  or  three 
leisure  nights  a  week,  taking  Business 
School  extension  courses,  Columbia 
University  extension  courses  .  .  . 

In  addition,  Louise  has  put  our  five- 
year-old  son,  Stephen  Dana,  through 
the  first  grade.  Using  the  Calvert  sys- 
tem, she's  taught  him  (by  request — 
Steve's  request!)  to  read  and  write. 
He'd  been  needling  us,  for  over  a  year, 
to  teach  him  to  read  and  write.  "I  won't 
wait  any  longer,"  he  announced  to  me, 
one  night,  a  few  months  ago.  "You're 
going  to  teach  me  to  read  right  now. 
What  do  you  want  me  to  do?"  he  added 
menacingly.  "Grow  up  to  be  a  dope?" 
So  Louise  sent  for  the  Calvert  System 
and  Steve  went  to  work.  Steve,  looks 
like,  is  a  Brain  .  .  . 

But  this  is  advanced  stuff  .  .  . 

BACK  where  I  belong,  in  1934,  I  don't 
believe  I  ever  really  proposed  to 
Louise.  Not  formally,  that  is.  From  the 
beginning,  which  was  the  first  night  of 
the  Dance  Weekend,  we  just  took  it  for' 
granted  that  we  would  be  married.  It 
was  a  matter  of  "when,"  that's  all. 

Actually,  I  just  said  one  night,  during 
the  Spring  vacation  of  my  Senior  year, 
"Think  we'd  better  be  married."  Louise 
said  "When?"  I  said,  "Right  now." 
Louise  said,  "Good  idea."  The  next 
day,  we  streaked  down  to  Boston,  got 
our  license.  Couple  of  days  later,  we  ran 
off — to  Boston — and  got  married. 

Naturally,  we  had  to  keep  it  secret 
for  a  time — would  have  been  kicked  out 
of  college  if  we'd  told,  or  been  found 
out.  Which  would  have  been  a  fatality 
since,  workmg  my  way  through  college, 
as  I  was,  broke  as  I  was,  if  we  had  been 
kicked  out,  our  first  home  would  have 
been  a  park  bench. 

We  literally  got  married  on  minus 
nothing.  V  We  got  married  on  an  idea. 
We  got  married  on  love  and  nothing 
more  substantial.  Or  isn't  there  any- 
thing more  substantial? 

Come  graduation,  Louise  went  home 
to  Detroit  for  a  month — still  mum  on 
the  subject  of  our  marriage.  When  she 
came  back,  we  broke  the  news  to  our 
families  .  .  .  and  to  say  there  was  con- 
sternation is  to  put  it  gently.  Pan- 
demonium, in  fact,  is  a  pretty  word  for 


it.  Louise's  father,  a  solid  and  success- 
ful Detroit  businessman,  was  particu- 
larly bitter.  What  would  we  live  on? 
Twenty-two  fifty  a  week?  How?  Where? 
A  would-be  actor  ...  a  jobless  would- 
be  actor  .  .  .  well,  a  radio  announcer, 
whatever  that  was  .  .  .  what  kind  of  an 
existence  was  this  for  his  well-brought- 
up  daughter? 

For  in  the  meantime — while  Louise 
was  in  Detroit — I'd  got  a  job.  Gradu- 
ated from  college  on  a  Monday,  in  fact, 
got  a  job  on  Tuesday  (still  my  proudest 
brag) — a  job  as  an  announcer  on  the 
Yankee  network  in  Boston,  at  $22.50 
a  week. 

I'D  wanted  to  go  into  the  theater — but 
had  an  idea  that,  if  I  did,  we  wouldn't 
eat  very  regularly.  A  few  fifteen  min- 
ute guest  recitals  on  Station  WBZA,  in 
Springfield,  was  the  extent  of  my  knowl- 
edge of  radio.  But  I  liked  it.  Felt  it 
was  the  nearest  thing  to  the  theater. 
And  heard  that,  in  radio,  you  got  jobs 
that  lasted.  What  with  the  Aunt  Jenny 
show  going  into  its  twelfth  year  (and 
me  with  it)  what  I  "heard"  was,  I  often 
think,  somewhat  less  than  the  truth. 

Here's  how  I  broke  in:  a  friend  of 
mine  gave  me  a  letter  of  introduction 
to  John  Sheperd,  the  owner  of  the  Yan- 
kee network,  in  Boston.  John  Sheperd 
granted  me  an  interviev/,  asked  "What's 
on  your  mind?"  I  said,  "To  get  into 
radio.  I'll  sweep  floors,  run  errands, 
empty  wastebaskets,  do  anything,  just 
to  learn  how  radio  operates."  Where- 
upon, and  for  an  hour  and  a  half.  Eas- 
tern Standard  Time,  John  Sheperd  gave 
me  a  post-graduate  course  in  radio,  con- 
cluding by  asking  me  how  I  would  like 
to  be  an  announcer?  Whereupon,  I  said 
to  him — and  I  wasn't  kidding! — "What 
does  an  announcer  do?"  "An  announcer 
reads  lines,"  John  Sheperd  barked  in 
my  face,  adding,  "Damn  it,  you  can  read, 
can't  you?" 

Before  I  had  time  to  answer  this 
purely  rhetorical  question,  he  handed 
me  a  piece  of  copy,  told  me  to  read  it, 
which  I  did — -very  nervously,  as  I  re- 
call— and  "You're  hired,"  snapped  Sal- 
vation, in  the  body  of  John  Sheperd. 

When  Louise  got  back  from  Detroit — 
and  got  a  job  in  Boston's  Corner  Book- 
shop— we  set  up  housekeeping.  In  an 
unfurnished  one-room  apartment.  In 
which  all  we  had,  at  first  and  for  some 
weeks,  was  a  studio  bed  and  Louise's 
trunk.  Louise's  trunk  served  as  dining 
room  table,  was  our  desk,  our  bureau, 
was  all-purpose.  Later,  we  went  down 
to  a  department  store  (not  in  the  de 
luxe  brackets)  and  bought  our  furni- 
ture on  time.    Quite  a  lot  of  time  .  .  . 

We  lived  in  our  one-room  apartment 
for  five  months,  for  although  I  was  soon 
doing  about  forty  commercial  shows,  I 
was  still  making  the  initial  $22.50  a 
week.  At  that  time,  it  must  be  remem- 
bered (and  is  well  remembered  by  me) 
announcers  were  merely  part  of  the  net- 
work's service  to  the  sponsors  and,  as 
such,  were  definitely  not  in  the  folding 
money;  were  always — and  I  was  no  ex- 
ception— dead  broke. 

At  the  end  of  our  first  year  in  Boston, 
however,  CBS  sold  a  big  series  called 
The  Community  Sing,  with  Milton 
Berle,  Wendell  Hall  and  The  Happiness 
Boys,  to  Gillette.  It  was  tested  on  the 
Yankee  networks.  Auditions  were  held 
for  an  announcer  and  straight  man  to 
Berle — and  I  got  the  job.  This  boosted 
me.  As  to  morale  as  well  as  to  money — 
for  they  paid  me  $25.00  a  week  extra 
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ADA  LEONARD,  famous  stage  beouty 

instantly . . . 

niafte  YOUR  lips  more  thrilling! 

Here  is  the  most  important  charm 
discovery  since  the  beginnlns  of 
beauty.  A  "lipstick,"  at  last,  that 
actually  can't  smear — that  really  won't 
rub  off — and  that  will  keep  your  lips 
satin  smooth  and  lovely.  It  isn't  a 
lipstick  at  all.  It's 
a  lush  liquid  in  the 
most  romantic  shades 
ever!  And  so  perma- 
nent! Put  it  on  at  dusk 
— it  stays  till  dav^'n  or 
longer.  At  better 
stores  everywhere  $1. 


Mail  Coupon  for  Generous  Trial  Sizes 

PRINCESS  PAT,  Dept.  714B 

2709  South  Wells  St.,  Chicago  16,  lU. 
Send  Trial  Sizes.  I  enclose  12«  (2<  Fed.  tax)  for  each. 
Cfiecfc  shades  wonfed: 
n  Medium — Natural  true  red — very  Flattering. 

□  Gypsy — Vibrant  deep  red — ravishing. 

□  Regal — Glamorous  rich  burgundy. 

n  Scarlet — Flaming  red — definitely  tempting. 
D  Orchid — Exotic  pink — romantic  for  evening. 
D  English  Tin! — Inviting  coral-pink. 

Nome   (print) 

Address . 

City State 
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Rounded  end 
like  this 

One  glance  at  the  gently  rounded  end  of 
Fibs  and  you  know  insertion's  bound  to  be 
easy  with  this  tampon.  And  your  first 
experience  proves  it's  so !  Next  month, 
switch  to  FIBS. 


AND  FIBS  are  quilted! 

Only  Fibs  are  quilted  to  control  expansion 
.  .  .  keep  them  from  fluffing  up  to  an  un- 
comfortable size  which  might  cause  pres- 
sure, irritation,  difficult  removal.  And 
quilting  helps  prevent  cotton  particles  from 
clinging  to  delicate  internal  tissues  ...  a 
FIBS  safety  feature  women  always  appre- 
ciate. For  comfort,  for  safety  in  internal 
protection — switch  to  FIBS  tampons. 
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and  Louise  and  I  moved,  forthwith,  into 
a  truo-room  apartment.  Which,  w^ith 
Nancy  Louise  on  her  way  into  our  home, 
was  a  basic  necessity. 

".  .  .  whetted  my  ambition,"  I  said  of 
Louise,  a  while  back.  That  she  did. 
That  she  does.  That  she  has  always 
done,  from  the  night  we  met  to  this 
present  hour.  To  Louise,  in  fact,  I  give, 
I  hereby  give  and  bequeath,  the  credit 
for  the  radio  "credits"  I've  had,  and 
have. 

It  was  Louise  who  said  "don't  be  silly" 
when  I  doubted  I'd  have  a  chance  for 
the  spot  on  The  Community  Sing. 

It  was  Louise  who  actually  insisted 
that  I  go  to  New  York  for  a  week  and 
look  around — this  during  the  week  be- 
fore The  Community  Sing,  which  was 
only  going  to  be  on  the  Yankee  network 
thirteen  weeks,  went  on  the  air  .  .  . 

When  I  got  back  from  New  York,  it 
was  to  find  the  apartment  stripped  and 
Louise  (and  baby  Nancy  Louise)  all 
packed  and  ready  to  leave  for  New 
York! 

"But  you  didn't  know,"  I  said,  aghast 
at  the  extremity  of  this  evidence  of  faith 
in  me.  "You  didn't  know,  because  I 
haven't  called  you,  that  I'd  have  a  job!" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  did,"  said  Louise. 

"The  job,"  I  said,  "is  that  of  staff  an- 
liouncer  for  CBS." 

"Fine,"  said  Louise,  serenely. 

No  questions  about  "How  much?"  No 
anxiety  as  to  where  we,  and  Nancy 
Louise  (born  March  26,  1936,  in  Phillips 
House,  in  Boston)  would  live.  There's 
a  girl  for  you!  There's  a  wife  for  you! 
There's  the  stujf  of  which  a  man's 'suc- 
cess is  made,  for  you! 

It  was  Louise  who  literally  kicked  me 
out  of  the  house,  m,ade  me  go  down  and 
audition  for  the  spot  of  announcer  on 
the  Major  Bowes  Show.  The  Major 
Bowes  Show  was,  at  that  time,  the 
greatest  show  on  the  air.  The  biggest. 
Everyone  in  New  York  auditioned  for 
it.  When  I  was  told  by  my  boss  at  CBS 
that  he'd  included  my  name  on  the  list 
of  those  to  be  auditioned,  I  just  gargled. 
When  I  got  home,  told  Louise,  said  "I 
can't  do  it.  Besides,  I  have  a  terrible 
cold"  it  was  then  Louise  kicked  me,  and 
I  do  mean  pushed  me,  with  her  bare 
hands,  out  of  the  house.  And  I  made 
the  audition.  And  was  bowled  over 
when,  a  week  later,  I  was  told  I'd  won! 

Not  an  inordinately  modest  man,  I  be- 
lieve I  evaluate  myself,  and  what  I  can 
do,  pretty  honestly.  I  haven't  a  very 
good  voice.  And  know  it.  I  just  try  to 
read  my  lines  intelligently,  sincerely.  I 
do  believe  it's  the  sincerity  and  friend- 
liness in  a  radio  voice — and  particularly 
in  a  radio  announcer's  voice — that  pays 
off.    After  all,   you're   an   announcer — 


you're  kicking  your  way  into  someone's 
home,  saying  "Lady,  buy  these  brushes!" 
Or  this  cemetery  lot.  Or  that  course  of 
learning  to  play  like  Rachmaninoff  in 
ten  ten-minute  lessons.  I  mean,  you — 
like  the  Fuller  Brush  man  or  any  other 
salesman — you've  got  to  mean  what  you 
say,  and  say  it  "friendly"  .  .  . 

It's  Louise  who  stood  back  of  me 
when,  soon  after  we  came  to  New  York, 
I  was  tossed  right  into  the  Jiopper — 
went  to  Hollywood,  with  Milton  Berle, 
who  had  signed  to  do  a  picture  there, 
stayed  in  Hollywood  eight  months  and 
might  have  stayed  permanently  except 
that,  just  before  I  left,  I'd  signed  up 
with  Aunt  Jenny.  It  was  Louise's  im- 
plicit— for  she  isn't  the  kind  that  makes 
speeches — faith  in  me  that  made  it 
doing  the  what  comes  naturally  when, 
after  the  Major  Bowes  show,  I  barn- 
stormed the  country  with  Benny  Good- 
man; had  my  own  show,  called  Young 
Man  With  A  Band,  on  the  air;  did  Mary 
Martin's  first  network  show,  Hilde- 
garde's  first  network  show;  did  a  won- 
derful series  with  Andre  Kostelanetz; 
went  on  as  announcer,  am  still  announc- 
ing on  We,  The  People;  worked  for,  and 
with,  Bing  Crosby,  Bob  Hope,  Ingrid 
Bergman,  Al  Jolson — with,  in  fact, 
every  top  personality  in  the  business. 

Our  first  months  in  New  York  we 
lived  in  an  apartment  in  Jackson 
Heights,  then  moved  to  Great  Neck, 
Long  Island,  rented  a  house  there  for  a 
year.  Then,  in  1940,  went  to  White 
Plains,  New  York,  rented  a  house  there 
and,  a  year  later,  bought  it.  Dutch 
Colonial,  nine  rooms  and  four  baths, 
built  on  different  levels,  on  a  little  over 
an  acre  of  land,  the  house  in  White 
Plains  has  been  home  ever  since — for 
Louise  and  me,  for  Nancy  Louise;  for 
Judith  Ann,  born  in  1938  and  for  Steve, 
born  in  January,  of  1942.  Also  for  the 
houseful  of  dogs,  which  we  always  have 
(love  dogs,  all  of  us,  can't  have  enough 
of  them)  and  for  the  assorted  turtles, 
white  mice,  goldfish,  rabbits,  guinea 
pigs,  infant  alligators  and  cats  (alley) 
accumulated  and  passionately  loved  by 
the  children — and  their  parents. 

We  really  build  our  lives  around  our 
kids,  Louise  and  I.  It's  a  very  close  or- 
ganijation,  our  family;  it's  a  very  close- 
knit  fabric,  our  family  life. 

The  only  drawback  to  what  is — and  if 
this  sounds  smug,  can't  help  it,  it's  the 
truth — our  perfect  '  contentment  and 
happiness,  is  that  I  don't  have  as  much 
time  as  I  need,  and  want,  at  home.  A 
few  weeks  ago,  for  instance,  I  had  the 
first  free  weekend — due  to  the  fact 
that  We,  The  People  changed  from  Sun- 
day night  to  Tuesday  night — I've  had  in 
eleven  years.    During  the  week,  I  get 
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LISTEN  IN  AS  REAL  CRIMES  ARE  SOLVED 

EVERY  SUNDAY  AFTERNOON 

ON  "TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES" 

Every  week  the  files  of  TRUE  DETECTIVE  Magaiine  are  opened  on 
another  famous  case.  Then  you  join  the  police  or  FBI  as  they  gather 
clues,  question  witnesses,  and  bring  another  dangerous  criminal  to 
justice.  It's  an  exciting  half-hour,  extra  interesting  because  every  story 
is  true  and  believable. 
Be  ready  for  action  and  a  full  quota  of  thrills, 

EVERY  SUNDAY  AFTERNOON 

ON     "TRUE  DETECTIVE  MYSTERIES" 

ON  ALL  MUTUAL  STATIONS 

See    your   newspaper   for    time    and    station. 
$500    REWARD  for  information  on  wanted  criminals;  tune  in  for  details. 


home  to  dinner  about  three  times  (when 
I  can't  get  home  to  dinner,  Louise  comes 
into  town  and  has  dinner  with  me)  — 
and  into  these  three  nights,  we  pack  the 
things  we  all  do  together  .  .  . 

If  it's  a  night  in  the  spring  or  early 
autumn  (in  the  summers,  Louise  and 
the  children  go  to  Cape  Cod  and  I  go 
up  when  I  can)  we  do  a  lot  of  outdoor 
cooking — steaks  and  chops,  charcoal 
broiled.  In  the  winter,  if  I'm  home  on 
cook's  night  out — and  "cook"  is  our  big, 
black,  jolly  and  lohat-a-cook,  Alberta — 
we  get  dinner  together,  Louise,  the  kids 
and  I.  I  love  to  bake,  blueberry  muffins 
being  my  specialty.  Gradually,  how- 
ever, and  thanks  to  Alberta,  I'm  in- 
creasing my  repertoire.  Louise  is  a 
splendid  housekeeper,  a  crackerjack 
cook,  but  when  she  mixes  in  the  kitchen, 
Alberta  doesn't  go  for  it.  When  I  come 
in,  however,  she's  all  smiles  and  sug- 
gestions .  .  . 

Now  and  again,  on  a  free  night,  Louise 
and  I  "dress,"  go  to  a  party,  go  to  a 
show.  Whenever  I  send  a  corsage  to 
Louise,  I  always  include  two  small  ones 
for  the  girls.  Now,  of  course,  Steve  and 
I  send  the  corsages,  together  .  .  . 

BOTH  of  us  like  informal  living,  prefer 
sports  clothes,  like  our  dinners  served 
buffet  .  .  .  and  ours  is  an  "open"  house, 
always,  or  almost  always,  with  eight  or 
ten  kids  in  it,  or  very  hot  baseball,  or 
badminton  games  (in  which  I  partici- 
pate) going  on  in  the  backyard.  On  a 
Saturday,  it's  seldom,  indeed,  that  I 
serve  less  than  30  to  40  hot  dogs  to  the 
kids,  less  than  .  30  to  40  ice-cream 
cones  .  .  . 

We're  bed-readers,  Louise  and  I — 
read  in  bed  every  night  and  far  into 
every  night.  We're  great  Double  Crostic 
fans,  with  Louise  quite  a  whizz  at  them 
and  me  a  runner-up  to  a  whizz! 

And,  of  course,  we  study  .  .  .  our 
Economics.  Our  American  Economic 
History  which  is  what  we  are,  specific- 
ally, most  interested  in.  On  our  fifth 
anniversary,  we  took  our  honeymoon 
.  .  .  drove  down  to  Virginia,  drove  all 
through  Williamsburg,  saw  all  the 
battlefields  made  memorable  by  the 
Civil  War  .  .  . 

And,  as  at  college,  we  spend  long  eve- 
nings over  coffee  and  conversation.  We 
talk,  mostly,  about  the  children,  our 
plans  for  them,  our  hope  that  we  are 
bringing  them  up  right.  We  talk  about 
my  work — the  Aunt  Jenny  show.  We, 
The  People,  the  Mystery  Theatre  of  the 
Air,  the  show  I  m.c.  with  Gordon  Mac- 
rae, which  is  my  present  curriculum. 
We  play  records  and  talk  about  the 
record  company  in  which  I  have,  al- 
though quite  modestly,  invested  .  .  . 

I'm  pretty  satisfied  with  my  life.  If, 
again,  this  sounds  smug,  I'm  sorry — but 
it's  the  truth.  I'm  pretty  satisfied  (and 
this,  can't  you  guess,  is  an  understate- 
ment) with  my  wife.  I'm  one  of  the  too 
few  men  who,  if  I  had  it  to  do  all  over 
again,  would  do  exactly  what  I  did  do — 
from  the  moment  I  cut  in,  and  fell  in 
love,  to  the  moment  I  sign  off  this  page, 
and  am  in  love.  .  .  . 
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You  will  enjoy  using  these  lovely  new  occasional  dishes  by  Federal— they  are 
popular  and  practical  for  many  uses.  Unusually  attractive  in  pattern  and  contour, 
they  have  all  the  lustre  and  sparkle  of  clear,  brilliant  crystal,  for  which  Federal 
is  justly  famous.  Really,  they  are  so  lovely,  and  so  very  inexpensive  that  you  will 
want  several  of  them.  You  will  find  them,  too— at  your  favorite  store — for  as 
little  as  5c  to  10c  each. 
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TWO  PIECE  SUIT! 

New  Longer  length 


Here  it  is— your  loveliest, 
most  important  suit,  to 
invite  the  loveliest,  most  important  events  in  your 
life!  New,  longer  jacket,  flaring  out  at  the  hips  in 
a  full,  flirtatious,  double  peplum.  The  top  tier  of 
the  peplum  and  the  jaunty  collar  smartly  match 
the  skirt.  New,  longer  skirt  with  zipper  closing. 
Superbly  tailored  of  sleek,  rich  rayon  faille.  In 
enchanting  colors: 

Kelly  Greaa  ind  Black;  Royal  Blua  and  Black;  Scarlet  Red  and 
Black;  Kelly  Green  and  Brown.  Sizes  9-11-13-15-17. 
eOME  IN  OR  MAIL  COUPON 
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275  SEVENTH  AVE.,  NEW  YORK  CITY 
Retail  Shop,  19th  Floor 


>  PREVIEW  FASHIONS,  oept.  mfsii  W 

III  275.  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  1,  N.  Y.  PI 

Z  Send  this  lovely  dress  on  approval.  I'll  pay  postman  * 

Q  $7,98  plus  postage  ond  C.O.D.  chorges.  If  not  delighted,  H 

^  I  may  return  dress  for  refund  within  ten  days.  If  prepaid,  -^ 

«  wepay  postage.  In  New  York  City  add  2%  Soles  Tax.  O 
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The  Thing  Called  Faith 

(Continued  from  page  23) 


floors  for  a  living — and  she  was  plainly 
far  from  such  measures — to  keep  the 
youngster  with  her. 

"But  why,"  I  asked  gently,  "don't 
you  want  your  daughter  with  you?" 

"She's  not  my  daughter!"  The 
words  erupted  with  shocking  ve- 
hemence. Then  she  caught  herself, 
went  on  with  forced  calmness.  "Oh, 
she's  legally  mine.  Her  father  was 
my  husband,  and  she  has  no  other  rela- 
tives. But  I'm  a  widow,  Dr  Matthews, 
and  I  can't  afford  to  keep  her,  can't  give 
her  the  things  she  needs.  She'd  be  bet- 
ter off  with  someone  else.  The  board- 
ing house  is  no  place  for  her — " 

She  wasn't  telling  the  truth — at  least, 
not  all  of  it.  I  hesitated,  searching  for 
the  best  way  of  arriving  at  the  truth. 

"As  I  understand  it,  she  is  your  late 
husband's  ohild.  How  long  have  you 
had  her  with  you,  Mrs.  Gordon?" 

"Six  years.  Jim — Mr.  Gordon  and  I 
were  married  when  she  was  two.  Her 
mother  died  when  Carol  was  born." 

"Six  years,"  I  repeated.  "Surely 
you  can't  want  to  give  her  up  now. 
There  must  be  another  solution — " 

"rTHERE  isn't  any  other  way!  She's 
I  got  to  go!"  she  said  fiercely.  Her  eyes 
avoided  mine,  looked  everywhere  but 
at  me.  "I — I  just  can't  stand  the  sight 
of  her,  any  more,"  she  added,  almost 
in  a  whisper. 

I  waited.  The  wind  stirred  in  the 
trees,  carried  to  us  the  low,  wordless 
murmur  of  Winifred's  voice,  and  Carol's 
laugh.  "Then,"  I  said  finally,  "it  isn't 
really  a  question  of  money,  or  a  place 
to  live — " 

She  moved  uncomfortably.  "No. 
Jim  left  some  insurance — enough  to 
keep  us  fairly  comfortable.  And  we 
had  a  nice  apartment  in  San  Francisco 
all  through  the  war.  We  lost  it  just 
recently,  when  the  building  was  torn 
down  to  make  room  for  an  office  build- 
ing. That's  when  we  came  down  here. 
We  took  the  room  at  Mrs.  Olson's  with 
the  expectation  of  moving  into  a  house 
that  friends  of  mine  in  San  Pedro  are 
vacating.  It's  small,  but  in  a  nice  neigh- 
borhood and  near  the  school.  It  would 
be  perfect  for  Carol,  if  I  could  be  a 
mother  to  her.  But  I  can't  be,  any 
more." 

She  flung  back  her  head,  looked  me 
squarely  in  the  eyes.  "I  worshipped 
Jim,  her  father,"  she  said  a  touch 
defiantly.  "He  was  several  years  older 
than  I,  and  a  widower,  and  he  had 
Carol,  and  some  of  my  friends  said 
that  our  marriage  would  never  work. 
But  it  did.  We  were  marvelously 
happy.  He  was  a  big  man  with  a  big 
heart,  always  gay  and  generous  and  full 
of  fun.  We  traveled  a  lot — he  was  a 
diesel  engineer  and  worked  on  con- 
struction jobs  in  different  parts  of  the 
country — and  wherever  we  went  we 
had  a  wonderful  time. 

"When  war  came,  he  tried  to  enlist, 
but  he  was  over  age  for  the  services, 
and  the  closest  he  could  get  to  action 
was  a  construction  job  with  a  com- 
pany that  was  building  Army  bases  in 
North  Africa.  That  was  when  he 
settled  Carol,  and  me  in  the  apartment 
in  San  Francisco,  and  went  on  to  the 
company  offices  in  New  York.  He  was 
there — "  her  voice  suddenly  became 
crisp,  hard — "about  two  months,  wait- 
ing for  a  ship  that  would  take  him  and 
the  rest  of  the  men  overseas.  They 
sailed  sometime  in  January  of  1943. 
Two  years  later,  just  when  the  work 


was  finished  and  he  was  about  to  come 
home,  he  was  killed  on  the  job.  Six 
\yeeks  ago — "  her  hand  plunged  into 
her  purse,  came  out  with  a  small,  flat 
packet — "I  got  these." 

The  packet  landed  on  my  desk.  She 
brushed  her  fingers  against  her  palm 
as  if  the  very  touch  of  it  had  con- 
taminated her.  I  hesitated,  then 
picked  it  up — a  pack  of  letters,  stained, 
wrinkled,  the  envelopes  canceled  and 
recanceled  and  blackened  with  nota- 
tions and  censors'  marks. 

"Look  at  them,"  she  encouraged  in 
the  same  hard  voice.  "They're  let- 
ters— and  you  won't  have  to  read  far. 
Jim's  clothes  and  other  belongings  were 
sent  to  me  shortly  after  he  died,  but 
somehow  his  letters  and  papers  were 
misplaced  by  the  company  officials  and 
didn't  reach  me  until  last  month." 

The  letters  all  seemed  to  bear  the 
same  return  address,  that  of  a  Ruth 
Deane,  in  New  York  City.  Still  hesi- 
tant, I  slipped  the  top  one  out  of  its 
envelope  and  glanced  at  it. 

Dear  Jim: 

You  don't  know  how  much  it 
means  to  me  to  be  able  to  look 
forward  to  your  letters.  The 
latest  one  came  today,  just  when 
I  was  thinking  the  last  night  you 
were  here,  when  you  and  Tom  and 
I  had  dinner  at  the  Grill.  I'd  read 
your  old  letters  over  for  the 
hundredth  time,  and  I  was  wishing 
— oh,  so  hard! — to  hear  from  you 
again  .  .  . 

Margaret  Gordon  sat  forward  tensely, 
her  hands  knotted  together  in  her  lap. 
"Now  do  you  see?"  she  demanded. 
"He  was  there  in  New  York  for  over 
two  months,  all  the  while  writing  me, 
calling  me  long  distance,  saying  how 
much  he  missed  me.  I  wanted  to  take 
Carol  and  join  him  for  whatever  time 
he  had  left,  but  he  said  it  was  too  un- 
certain, that  any  day  they  might  get  a 
ship.  And  all  the  time  he  was — he  was 
— "  She  had  to  stop.  Her  mouth  was 
shaking  violently. 

I  SAID,  soothingly,  because  I  didn't 
know  what  else  to  say,  "But  it  was 
probably  very  true.  There  weren't 
ships  enough  at  that  time.  And  in  any 
case,  he  wouldn't  have  been  told  when 
he  was  to  sail,  for  security  reasons — " 

"Oh,  I  know  all  that!"  Her  mouth 
had  stopped  shaking,  but  her  voice  was 
high  and  sharp.  "It  just  seems  like  a 
lie  now,  our  whole  married  life  seems 
like  a  lie.  The  calls,  the  letters  he 
wrote  from  New  York,  the  letters  from 
Africa,  all  saying  how  much  he  loved 
me  and  missed  me  and  wanted  to  be 
back  with  Carol  and  me — all  lies! 
And  I  believed  them  so  completely — 
that's  what  hurts.  He  didn't  have  to 
take  that  job,  but  he  wanted  to  feel 
that  he  was  doing  his  part,  and  I  didn't 
try  to  stop  him  because  I  wanted  him  to 
do  what  he  felt  he  should  do.  I  didn't 
feel  that  time  or  distance  separated  us. 
Even  after  he  was  killed,  I  still  felt 
close  to  him,  as  if  he  were  still  with 
me,  telling  me  what  to  do,  helping  me 
— my  Jim,  who  was  still  a  part  of  me 
even  after  his  body  was  dead.  And 
now  it's  all  gone.  I've  been  a  fool  all 
along,  a  blind,  credulous,  simple  fool. 
Until  those  letters  came,  I  believed — " 

Yes,  I  thought,  she  had  believed. 
She  had  come  close  to  the  faith  I 
talked  about  from  the  pulpit  on  Sunday 


mornings.  I  spoke  of  immortality  often 
— to  the  few  who  understood  and  be- 
lieved, to  the  many  who  only  wanted 
to  believe.  Margaret  Gordon  had 
been  one  of  the  few  who  had  that 
understanding,  and  now  she  had  lost 
it. 

For  a  moment,  it  seemed  almost  a 
personal  loss  to  me  also;  the  very 
sight  of  the  letters  pained  me.  I  had 
to  force  myself  to  touch  them,  to  read 
more.  I  had  to  remind  myself  that 
real  faith  is  not  blind;  it  is  the  clearest 
sight  we  have. 

"Have  you  thought,"  I  asked,  "that 
there  might  be  an  innocent  explana- 
tion— " 

"Have  I  thought  of  it!"  She  laughed 
bitterly.  "I  didn't — wouldn't — think 
anything  else  at  first.  I  combed  those 
letters  for  the  smallest  hint  of  some- 
thing that  would  tell  me  it  wasn't  true. 
But  it  is.  They're  love  letters  all 
right;  they  can't  be  anything  else." 

AND  so  it  seemed,  from  the  hasty 
but  inclusive  scanning  I  gave  them. 
There  were  mentions  of  Tom  and  other 
names  which  appeared  to  be  those  of 
construction  company  employees;  there 
were  little  anecdotes,  the  sort  of  thing 
a  woman  writes  to  amuse  and  to  warm 
the  heart  of  a  man  who  is  far  from 
his  homeland.  But  mostly  Ruth  Deane 
had  written  of  how  much  knowing  Jim 
Gordon  had  meant  to  her,  how  much 
she  thought  of  him  and  looked  forward 
to  seeing  him  again. 

"Who  is  this  Tom?"  I  asked. 

She  shrugged.  "Someone  they  ran 
around  with,  obviously.  If  you  read 
far  enough,  you'll  see  that  Tom  and 
some  girl  went  with  them  to  this  place 
and  that  place,  and  sometimes  Tom 
alone  went  with  them.  I  suppose  it 
looked  better  to  have  an  extra  man 
along."  She  laughed,  and  the  short, 
brittle  note  echoed  in  the  quiet  study 
like  a  bell  out  of  tune.  I  began  to  put 
the  letters  together.  I  didn't  want  to 
read  any  more,  not  then. 

"And  all  this,"  I  said,  "has  changed 
your  feelings   toward   the   little   girl?" 

She  gave  a  taut  little  nod.  "She's  Jim 
all  over  again — her  eyes,  her  smile, 
her  laugh.  I  loved  her  for  it  at  first, 
almost  as  much  as  I  loved  her  for  her- 
self. After  he  was  killed,  she  was 
all  I  had  of  him  that  I  could  touch  and 
see  and  hear.  Now — every  time  I 
look  at  her,  I  see  lies  and  treachery. 
I've  tried  to  fight  it,  but  it  isn't  any 
use.  Each  day  it  gets  worse.  She 
hasn't  felt  it  yet,  but  she  will  soon,  and 
that's  why  she's  got  to  go.  But  I  have 
to  be  sure  she  has  a  good  home,  with 
people  who  love  her.  If  you'll  only 
help  me.  Dr.  Matthews!  I'll  rely  upon 
your  judgment — " 

I  didn't  think  that  she  would.  That 
was  why  I  didn't  try  to  reason  with 
her.  She  was  too  tense,  too  absorbed 
in  her  own  hurt  to  listen. 

"Let  me  think  about  it  for  a  few 
days,"  I  asked.  "And  then  I'll  talk 
with  you  again.  In  the  meantime, 
would  you  mind  if  I  kept  these?  I'd  like 
to  go  through  them  more  thoroughly — " 

She  sent  the  letters  a  shrinking 
glance,  as  though  they  were  something 
vile.  "Keep  them.  I'll  be  glad  to  be 
rid  of  them." 

After  she  had  gone,  stopping  to  take 
Carol  from  Winifred  in  the  sunshine - 
filled  garden,  I  turned  back  to  my  desk. 
My  eyes  fell  upon  the  notes  for  the 
Thanksgiving  sermon. 

"This  peace  in  whioh  there  is  no 
peace,"  I  had  written.  "There  is  still 
warfare  in  the  world,  open  and  secret. 
There    is    enmity    and    bitterness    and 
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'The  giVl  ui\\o  can't  say  no ! 


That's  Betsy,  all  right!  Hasn't  said  "No"  to  good- 
tasting  Gerber's  since  the  doctor  started  her  right 
from  the  first  on  Gerber's  Cereals.  And  how  she  goes 
for  Gerber's  Strained  Foods— {rom  carrots  to  custard! 

But  a  girl's  never  too  young  to 

watch   her   figure.   So,   when  Betsy's 
ready  for  Junior  Foods  she'll  get  just 
-mH^^     the  right-size  portions— with  Gerber's. 
•^  "^   \  Only  Gerber's  Junior  Foods  come  in 

the  same  size  container  at  the  same 
low  price  as  Strained  Foods. 

Thousands  of  babies  can't  say  "No"  to  good- 
tasting  Gerber's.  And,  more  doctors  approve  them. 
So  start  Baby  on  Gerber's— keep  Baby  on  Gerber's! 

For  FREE  SAMPLES  of  Gerber's  3  Cereals,  write  to  Gerber's, 
Dept.W  11-7,  Fremont,  Mich. 


1947,  G.  P.  C. 


n  Sabies  are  our 
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our  only, 


erber's 

BABY  FOODS 

Fremont,  Mich.— Oakland,  Cal!f. 
3  CEREALS        18  STRAINED  FOODS        13  JUNIOR  FOODS 
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Greaseless  Suppository  Assures  Hours 

Of  Continuous  Medication  —  Easy  To 

Carry  If  Away  From  Home! 

Zonitors  are  one  of  the  most  satisfac- 
tory methods  ever  used  for  intimate 
feminine  cleanliness.  They  are  being 
more  and  more  widely  vised  among 
the  intelligent  women  in  the  U.  S. 
Easier,  daintier,  more  convenient — so 
powerfully  germicidal  yet  harmless. 

Positively  No  Bum— No  Smart 

Zonitors  are  greaseless,  stainless, 
snow-white  vaginal  suppositories. 
They  are  not  the  type  which  quickly 
melt  away.  Instead — when  inserted — 
Zonitors  instantly  release  their  pow- 
erful germicidal  properties  and  con~ 
tinue  to  do  so  for  hours.  They  are 
positively  non-poisonous,  non-irritat- 
ing, non-burning. 

Leave  No  Sticlcy  Residue 

Zonitors  actually  destroy  offending 
odor.  Help  guard  against  infection. 
They  are  so  powerfully  effective  they 
immediately  kill  every  germ  they 
touch.  You  know  it's  not  always  pos- 
sible to  contact  all  the  germs  in  the 
tract.  BUT  YOU  can  be  sure  Zonitors 
kill  every  reachable  germ  and  keep 
them  from  multiplying. 


FREE:  Mall  this  coupon  today  for 
free  booklet  sent  In  plain  wrap- 
per. Reveals  frank  Intimate  facts. 
Zonitors,  Dept.  ZRM-117,  370  Lex- 
ington Avenue,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
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fear.  But  for  every  breach,  there  is  a 
growing  sense  of  the  brotherhood  of 
man.  For  every  betrayal,  there  is  a 
strengthening  of  faith.  For  this  we  can 
be  thankful—" 

Words — they  sounded  hollow  and 
pretentious  now.  There  was  truth  be- 
hind them;  there  had  to  be — and  yet 
where  in  this  instance  was  it?  Mar- 
garet Gordon  had  been  betrayed  and 
no  resurgence  of  faith  had  come  of 
it,  only  bitterness  and  wrong. 

Winifred  stuck  her  head  in  the  door, 
smiling  as  at  the  memory  of  something 
very  pleasant.  "I  had  a  lovely  after- 
noon," she  said.  "Isn't  Carol  a  darling, 
Charles?     I'd  like  to  keep  her." 

"Apparently  you  can,"  I  said  heavily. 
"It  seems  she's  up  for  adoption."  I 
went  on  to  tell  her  the  purpose  of 
Margaret's  visit.  She  was  as  shocked 
and  horrified  as  I  had  been. 

"DUT  Charles — that  adorable  child! 
D  And  that  poor  woman!  I  thought 
there  was  something  odd,"  she  reflected. 
"That's  why  I  sent  her  in  to  you.  She 
looked  so — so — " 

"Desperate,"  I  supplied.  "That's 
what  I'm  afraid  of.  It  won't  do  the 
child  any  good  to  be  separated  from 
the  only  mother  she's  ever  known,  and 
it  won't  help  Margaret  herself.  She'll 
only  be  covering  over  the  wound,  not 
healing  it.  She's  like  a  hurt  animal, 
trying  anything,  frantically,  to  escape 
the  pain.    I'm  afraid — " 

I  didn't  know  what,  specifically,  I  was 
afraid  of.  But  I  felt  that  there  was 
need  for  haste.  Margaret  had  already 
gone  so  far  as  to  approach  me  on  the 
matter  of  having  Carol  adopted;  she 
could  easily  be  impatient  enough  to 
talk  to  someone  else,  someone  whose 
feelings  on  the  subject  might  be  very 
different  from  my  own. 

That  night  I  read  and  reread  the  let- 
ters almost  as  searchingly  as  Mar- 
garet herself  must  have  done.  And  I 
showed  them  to  Winifred,  hoping  that 
in  doing  so  I  wasn't  betraying  a  con- 
fidence. But  Margaret  hadn't  bound 
me  to  secrecy,  and  in  this  matter  I 
needed  a  woman's  opinion.  Winifred 
agreed  with  me.  We  both  felt  that  if 
Ruth  Deane  had  been  in  love  with 
Margaret's  husband,  it  had  been  a 
decent  love — a  decent  love  for  a  decent 
man. 

"If  you  could  only  talk  with  the  girl," 
she  said.  "Do  you  suppose  you  could 
call  her  or  write — " 

I  shook  my  head.  "Even  if  we  lo- 
cated her,  it's  hardly  the  sort  of  thing 
to  discuss  over  the  telephone,  or  by 
mail.  No,  the  only  way  would  be  to 
see  her  in  person — "  And  at  that  we 
exchanged  wry  smiles.  It  would  take 
a  great  deal  to  move  me  from  Selby 
Flats  and  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Samaritan.  But  there  are  disadvan- 
tages. My  income  doesn't  cover  flying 
trans-continental  trips,  especially  when 
they  could  easily  turn  out  to  be  so 
much  chasing  after  wild  geese. 

It  was  Winifred  who  found  the  an- 
swer that  had  been  right  under  our 
noses  all  along.  "Twin  Valleys,"  she 
said,  frowning  over  a  page  in  which 
Ruth  Deane  had  mentioned  what  we 
took  to  be  her  home  town.  "Isn't  there 
a  Twin  Valleys  in  California,  Charles? 
And  isn't  it  near  here?" 

There  was,  and  it  was,  and  Ruth 
Deane  lived  there.  She  was  surprised, 
understandably,  that  a  stranger,  and 
a  clergyman  at  that,  was  calling  to  ask 
to  see  her,  but  she  agreed  readily  and 
without  question.  She  was  only  sorry 
that  the  interview  must  be  put  off 
until  next  week;  in  the  meantime,  she 


would  be  out  of  town,  visiting  friends. 

I  hung  up  the  phone  feeling  almost 
elated.  I  would  be  seeing  her  next 
Tuesday  morning,  and  although  I  would 
have  wished  it  to  be  sooner,  I  couldn't 
help  feeling  that  everything  was  going 
to  be  all  right.  Miss  Deane's  low, 
pleasant  voice  was  reassuring.  She 
seemed  well  bred  and  well  poised,  not 
at  all  the  sort  of  girl  who  would  be 
interested  in  breaking  up  a  home,  cer- 
tainly not  the  sort  of  girl  who  could  be 
deceived. 

And  then,  on  Monday  night,  Margaret 
Gordon  called  me. 

"Dr.  Matthews,"  she  demanded  ex- 
citedly, "do  you  know  a  family  named 
Caldwell— Emory   Caldwell?" 

My  heart  dropped  sickeningly.  I 
didn't  know  the  Caldwells,  but  I  knew 
who  they  were.  Almost  everyone  did. 
A  wealthy,  conservative,  public- 
spirited  couple,  childless  and  fairly 
young — the  perfect  foster-parents.  "I've 
heard  of  them,"  I  answered. 

"One  of  the  men  at  Mrs.  Olson's 
has  worked  for  them  at  their  country 
place,"  she  went  on.  "He  told  me 
about  them — that  they  are  anxious  to 
adopt  a  child,  and  that  they'd  like  a 
little  girl!  It  sounds  perfect  for 
Carol." 

"Have  you  spoken  to  them?"  I  asked. 

"No.  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  first, 
of  course." 

But  she'd  called  me  only  out  of 
courtesy;  she  had  her  heart  set  on  the 
Caldwells.  "I  had  something  else  in 
mind"  I  said  carefully.  "There's  some- 
one I'd  like  you  to  meet  before  you  take 
any  definite  steps.  Would  it  be  pos- 
sible for  you  to  leave  Carol  with  some- 
one, and  take  a  short  trip  with  me 
tomorrow  morning?" 

She  said  yes,  not  very  eagerly,  and  I 
turned  from  the  telephone  wondering 
at  my  own  daring.  If  I  were  wrong,  it 
would  be  the  height  of  folly  to  bring 
Margaret  Gordon  and  Ruth  Deane  to- 
gether. But  it  was  a  risk  I'd  had  to 
take.  Margaret  was  desperate,  and  the 
Caldwells  were  a  tempting  solution. 
I  couldn't  let  one  day  go  by  and  be 
sure  that  she  wouldn't  go  to  them. 

1  DIDN'T  want  to  tell  her  where  we 
were  going.  She  might  flatly  refuse  to 
go  at  all,  and  even  if  she  could  be 
persuaded — well,  seventy-odd  miles 
was  plenty  of  time  in  which  to  preju- 
dice herself  completely  against  any- 
thing Ruth  Deane  might  have  to  say. 
I  was  relieved  the  next  morning  when 
she  showed  only  the  most  cursory  in- 
terest in  our  trip. 

"We're  going  to  visit  this  woman 
you've  talked  to?"  she  repeated,  frown- 
ing. "Does  she  live  alone?  I  want  a 
family  to  take  Carol — " 

"I  wasn't  thinking  of  adoption."  I 
added  weakly,  "I  simply  believe  that 
this  person  will  have  something  in- 
teresting to  say — "  But  she  wasn't 
listening.  She  began  to  talk  of  the 
Caldwells,  of  their  house  in  town  and 
their  house  in  the  country  and  the  ad- 
vantages they  could  give  Carol.  Hav- 
ing convinced  herself  that  she'd  found 
the  perfect  answer  for  Carol,  she 
seemed  almost  eager  to  see  her  go. 
"I  think  they'll  want  her,"  she  said. 
"Mr.  Johnson — he's  the  man  who  used 
to  work  for  them — is  sure  that  they 
will.  And  if  they  do,  I'd  like  them  to 
take  her  right  away  so  that  she'll  be 
there  for  Thanksgiving.  There's  al- 
ways so  much  excitement  and  so  many 
things  to  do  around  a  holiday,  that 
she's  likely  to  feel  less  strange   .   .   ." 

I  pressed  the  accelerator  a  little 
closer  to  the  floor,  and  felt  sick.  I 
didn't  think  that  any  amount  of  turkey 


and  holiday  trimmings  would  ease  the 
shock  for  Carol. 

Twin  Valleys  is  a  tiny  town,  hardly 
more  than  a  crossroads,  but  it  is  ex- 
ceedingly proud  of  itself.  Five  miles 
out  signs  began  to  appear,  announc- 
ing that  we  were  approaching  it. 
Margaret  missed  the  first  of  them;  we'd 
reached  the  edge  of  town  when  she 
suddenly  straightened  in  the  seat  be- 
side me. 

"Twin  Valleys,"  she  said  in  a  strange 
voice.  "Isn't  this  where — Dr.  Matthews, 
isn't  this — " 

I  offered  up  a  short,  wordless  prayer 
and  watched  for  street  signs.  This  was 
the  street — Maple  Street.  And  this 
was  the  house,  a  small,  white-painted 
house  set  down  in  the  midst  of  a  bright, 
trim  garden. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "this  is  where  Ruth 
Deane  lives.  I — we — have  an  appoint- 
ment with  her." 

She  said  nothing,  only  gave  me  a 
long  look,  as  if  I,  too,  had  betrayed  her, 
and  allowed  herself  to  be  helped  from 
the  car. 

Ruth  Deane  was  perhaps  a  year  er 
two  younger  than  Margaret,  fair, 
pleasant  looking  rather  than  pretty, 
with  deep  blue  eyes  and  little  crinkles 
at  the  corners  that  might  have  come 
from  either  worry  or  smiles. 

"flOME  in,  Dr.  Matthews;  I've  been  ex- 
vpecting  you."  Her  eyes  went  ques- 
tioningly  to  Margaret. 

"This  is  Mrs.  Gordon,  Miss  Deane — " 
She  had  turned  to  lead  the  way  into 
the  house.  Now  she  swung  back 
quickly. 

"You're  not  Mrs.  James  Gordon?" 

"I  am,"  said  Margaret  stiffly,  and  I 
hastened  to  break  in. 

"Do  you  know.  Miss  Deane,  that  Mr. 
Gordon  was  killed — " 

"Know  it!"  She  gestured  quickly. 
"Oh,  please  sit  down!  I've  wondered 
so  much  about  you,  Mrs.  Gordon." 

Margaret  sat  down  woodenly,  her 
eyes  fixed  on  Ruth  Deane's  face. 

"I  was  one  of  the  first  to  know  about 
Jim,"  Ruth  was  saying.  "I  was  in  the 
Merritt  Company's  personnel  office 
when  they  sent  him  overseas,  and  I 
handled  all  of  the  illness  and  accident 
reports  of  the  men.  We'd  lost  other 
men  on  the  job,  but  when  that  cable 
came  with  Jim  Gordon's  name  on  it — 
well,  there  wasn't  a  person  in  the  of- 
fice who  didn't  feel  that  he'd  lost  an  old 
friend.  And  I — he'd  done  so  much  for 
me — " 

Margaret  didn't  move;  her  very 
breath  seemed  suspended. 

"You  see,"  Ruth  went  on,  "Tom — my 
brother — and  I  went  to  New  York  be- 
cause of  the  job.  Tom,  like  Jim,  was 
one  of  the  men  who  was  being  sent  to 
Africa,  and  I  was  terribly  worried 
about  him.  He's  younger  than  I — he 
was  barely  twenty-one  at  the  time — 
and  he's  always  been  high-strung  and 
restless.  He  was  under  enough  strain 
just  waiting  for  the  ship,  being  told 
one  day  that  it  was  going  to  sail,  be- 
ing told  the  next  that  it  might  not  sail 
for  weeks,  and  I  didn't  know  how  he 
was  going  to  stand  the  job  itself.  He 
thought  it  would  be  exciting  and  high 
adventure,  but  I'd  heard  enough  from 
the  men  who'd  gone  before  to  know 
that  it  was  just  dull,  hot,  miserable, 
dangerous  work. 

"And  then  Jim  came  along,  and 
when  he  found  out  that  we  were  from 
California,  and  alone  in  New  York,  he 
just  took  us  in  as  if  we'd  been  part 
of  his  family.  He  took  us  out  often, 
kept  us  from  thinking  too  much  about 
ourselves.       And     when     they     finally 
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Let's  get  rid  of  that  old,  old  notion 
that  all  silverplate  is  alike,  shall  we? 

It  just  isn't  so! 

For  instance,  there  are  the  ordinary 
kinds  of  silverplate . . .  the  extra-plated 
kind,  the  kind  that's  reinforced. 

THEN  .  .  .  there  is  Holmes  &  Edwards 
Sterling  Inlaid  silverplate,  the  really 
finer,  truly  dijferent  silverplate. 

You  see.  Holmes  &  Edwards  is  Sterling 
Inlaid  to  stay  lovely  longer.  Here' show: 

Two  blocks  of  sterling  silver  are  invisibly 
INLAID  at  backs  of  bowls  and  handles  of 
your  most  used  spoons  ^o  <s 

and  forks.  Like  this.      ^^^^1^!^''=^ ^ 

Furthermore,  our  prices  have  not 
gone  up  like  so  many  other  things. 
They're  down...\wa,y  down!  Quite  an 
achievement  in  these  times  when  you 
consider  the  extra  quality  of  Holmes 
&  Edwards. 


HOLMES  &  EDWARDS 


STERLING  INLAID" 
SILVERPLATE 


Lovely  Lady         Danish  Princess       Youth 


HERE  AND  HERE 
Wi  Sterling  Inlaid 


WHICH  PATTERN?  Three  to  choose 
from;  Lovely  Lady,  Danish  Princess  and 
Youth,  all  made  in  U.  S.  A. 
HOW  MUCH?  Only  $68.50  for  52  pieces, 
service  for  8,  with  chest  (No  Federal  Tax). 
WHERE  TO  BUY?  At  iewelry  and  de- 
portment stores. 

WHAT  ABOUT  DELIVERY?  More  and 
more  sets  are  being  delivered,  so  your 
chances  of  prompt  delivery  are  excellent. 


Copyritht  1947,  Tbe  Intematiorul  Silver  Co.,  Holmes  i  Edwaids  Div.,  Meriden,  Conn.  Sold  in  Caaada  by:  The  I.  Eaton  Co.,  Mi., 
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Choice  of  These  Heavenly  Colors: 

BLACK,  BLUE,  PINK,  or  WHITE 

Enticing!  This  dream  nightie  is  made  especially 
for  figure  flattery.  Wear  it  when  you  yearn  to 
look  most  alluring.  It's  your  feminine  bedtimer 
of  soft  rayon  sheer,  trimmed  with  expensive 
lace  and  ribbons.  You're  a  picture  of  loveliness 
when  you  slip  on  this  enchanting  gown,  with 
its  wealth  of  lace  and  gorgeous  design. 

SEND  NO  MONEY! 

Wear  This  Beautiful  Gown  at  Our  Risk 

Yes,  we  mean  it!  Send  for  this  lovely  gown  on  approval. 
Prove  to  your  own  satisfaction  that  this  dream  nightie  is 
as  gorgeous  as  we  say  it  is.  If  not  completely  delighted, 
your  money  is  returned.  Join  our  thousands  of  satisfied 
customers.  Pay  postman  C.O.D.  only  $5 .98  and  postage. 
IN   ALL   SIZES: 

Misses'  10  to  14  — Women's  32  to  42. 

Extra  large  sizes  44  to  52,  Price  $6.98. 

INTERNATIONAL  DIAMOND  CO.,  2435  South  Indiana  Ave. 

Garment  Dept.  1126,     CHICAGO  16,  ILLINOIS 

YlflcuZ  OJhJiA  COUPON  Jjo-dcu^! 

International  Diamond  Co.,  Garment  Dept.  1 1 26| 

2435  S.  Indiana  Ave.,  Chicago  16,  III. 

Please  send  me  the  "Black  Magic"  nightie. 
When  it  arrives,  I  will  pay  postman  C.O.D. 
only  $5.98  plus  postage.  It  is  understood  that 
if  I  am  not  completely  thrilled  and  delighted, 
I  may  return  gown  for  full  refund. 
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sailed,  he  promised  me  that  he'd  look 
after  Tom.  And  he  did,  for  over  two 
years,  until  he  was  killed — and  then 
it  was  almost  time  for  Tom  to  come 
home.  It  meant  everything  to  me — to 
know  that  Tom  was  with  someone  who 
was  interested  in  him,  who  cared  that 
he  stayed  on  the  job  and  didn't  do 
anything  rash  like  deserting  and  run- 
ning off  to  Cairo.  And  he  wrote  to  me, 
so  that  I  had  regular — as  regular  as 
the  mails  were  in  those  days — reports 
about  Tom. 

"It  was — wonderful  of  him,"  she 
finished  simply.  "You'd  have  to  know 
what  working  conditions  were  like 
over  there  to  understand  just  how 
wonderful.  Not  many  men  would  have 
done  it.  Most  of  them  felt  that  they 
had  enough  to  do,  just  taking  care  of 
themselves,  without  keeping  tab  on  a 
hot-headed  boy." 

Still  Margaret  hadn't  moved.  But 
her  eyes  were  very  wide,  and  very 
bright;  there  was  a  quiver  about  her 
mouth. 

"I  didn't  know,"  she  said,  as  if  to 
herself.  "He  didn't  tell  me —  Why 
didn't  he  tell  me — ?" 

Ruth  blinked,  glanced  at  me.  I  think 
she  knew  then,  something  of  what 
Margaret  had  thought  and  why  we  had 
come. 

"He  probably  didn't  think  it  was 
worth  writing  about,"  she  said  reason- 
ably. "He  was  the  most  generous  man 
I  ever  knew.  He  was  always  doing 
things  for  people.  He'd  done  many 
kindnesses  -for  others  in  the  office  that 
I  never  heard  about  until  after  he  was 
dead.  We  all  loved  him — and  I  think 
that  half  the  girls  in  the  office  would 
have  been  in  love  with  him  ...  if  you 
hadn't  been  as  real  to  us  as  he  was. 
He  worshipped  you.  He  talked  so 
much  about  you  and  Carol,  about  how 
you'd  taken  Carol  when  she  was  just 
a  baby,  and  what  a  wonderful  mother 
you  were — " 

Margaret  said,  "Oh!"  very  faintly. 
Ruth  seemed  not  to  have  heard. 

"As  for  Tom  and  me,"  she  went  on, 
"there  isn't  any  way  to  say  what  he 
meant  to  us, .  except  that  he  did  more 
for  us  than  our  own  father  could  have 
done.  There  wasn't  any  way  to  repay 
him — except  to  write  often  and  to  try 
to  show  how  I  felt  without  saying 
'thank  you'  over  and  over  again." 

The  last  was  for  Margaret  alone,  for 
any  questions  that  may  have  remained 
unanswered.  But  there  weren't  any. 
She  was  sitting  very  straight,  and  the 
brittle,  tense  look  was  upon  her  again 
— but  now  it  was  with  the  effort  not  to 


give  way  to  relief,  to  tears. 

Ruth  graciously  pretended  not  to  no- 
tice. She  went  to  the  window,  looked 
out  to  the  street,  and  then  turned  back 
to  us  to  say,  "You'll  stay  for  lunch, 
won't  you?  Tom  will  be  coming  home 
soon,  and  he'll  want  to  meet  you." 

I  looked  at  Margaret.  Her  head  was 
bent.    She  was  groping  in  her  bag. 

"I  think  not,"  I  said.  "But  thank 
you  very  much.  Some  other  time,  per- 
haps, if  you'll  have  us." 

There  wasn't  any  doubt  that  she'd 
have  us.  And,  when  Margaret  shook 
hands  with  her,  although  all  she  said 
was,  "Thank  you,  Miss  Deane.  Thank 
you  very  much,"  there  wasn't  any 
doubt  that  she  would  want  to  come. 

We  didn't  talk  much  on  the  way 
home.  Margaret  wept  softly,  and  I 
let  her  cry.  Once  she  said,  "I  am  so 
ashamed," — and  it  wasn't  her  tears  she 
was  ashamed  of.  Then,  as  we  neared 
the  city,  she  dried  her  eyes. 

"I  am  so  glad  we  went  out  there," 
she  said  in  a  voice  that  was  almost 
normal.  "It  isn't  only  that  everything 
■is  changed  now  about  Jim,  and  about 
Carol,  but  for  a  while  I  felt  that  he  was 
alive  again,  right  there  in  the  room  with 
us,  where  I  could  see  him.  And  I  saw 
something  about  him  I'd  never  seen  be- 
fore." She  hesitated,  groping.  "You 
see,  I'd  never  thought  of  him  as  being 
dependable,  in  a  way.  Not  that  he 
hadn't  always  cared  for  Carol  and  me, 
better  than  adequately — but  he  had 
his  adventurous  side,  too.  It  worried 
me  a  little,  because  of  Carol,  because 
she's  so  much  like  him.  I  was  afraid 
she  might  grow  up  to  be  the  sort  of 
person  who  would  come  through  beau- 
tifully in  emergencies  and  as  long  as 
things  were  exciting  around  her,  but 
who  couldn't  stand  a  long,  hard  pull.  I 
know  differently  now.  If  Jim  could 
keep  his  promise  to  look  after  that 
boy,  Tom,  for  two  long  years  .  .  .  Oh, 
Dr.  Matthews,  do  you  see?" 

I  saw,  and  I  saw  much  more,  all  of 
it  so  richly  gratifying  that  my  heart 
swelled  at  the  thought.  I  saw  that 
Carol  would  after  all  have  a  home  for 
Thanksgiving — ^her  own  home.  She 
and  Margaret  would  be  together. 
And  I  saw  the  Thanksgiving  services  at 
the  Church  of  the  Good  Samaritan, 
the  candles,  the  flowers,  the  faces 
turned  toward  me,  waiting  for  me  to 
speak  .  .  .  the  faces  of  those  who 
believed,  and  those  who  had  to  be 
heloed  to  believe.  I  would  have  the 
right  words  for  them  now,  when  I 
spoke  of  faith.  My  own  faith  had  been 
refreshed  and  renewed. 
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Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

(.Continued  from  page  45) 

the  same  routine  of  rushing  around 
here  and  there  on  high  heeled  shoes 
from  one  place  to  the  other,  without 
my  really  knowing  the  meanings  of 
them  all. 

Gradually  I  noticed  the  difference  in 
my  health.  There  were  constant  pains 
in  my  stomach.  Ached  feet  from  walk- 
ing in  shoes.  Pains  and  stiffness  after 
sitting  long  in  the  car.  Numbed  from 
the  cold. 

It  wasn't  long  after  that  when  I  was 
stricken  down  with  sickness.  The  doc- 
tor was  called  and  I  was  confined  to  the 
hospital  where  I  was  told  to  keep  quiet 
and  see  no  one.  I  had  a  serious  case 
of  nervous  breakdown.  In  those  few 
days  alone  in  the  hospital  I  had  the 
chance  to  think  over  the  life  I  have 
had  and  the  life  I  was  having.  About 
my  past,  well,  I  went  over  there  to 
forget  about  it  and  to  find  happiness 
didn't  I?  Did  I  say  happiness?  Yes, 
because  that  was  what  I  have  been 
looking  for.  My  mind  wandered  to 
the  different  people  I  have  met  over 
there.  I  had  observed  the  way  they 
carried  themselves  and  could  imitate 
them  well  myself.  But,  you  may  ask 
if  I  could  follow  what  they  have  in 
their  minds,  or  could  I  discuss  with 
them  the  same  interests  as  they  have 
in  common?  Ah,  my  answer  will  be 
nil.  I  do  not  know  what  my  white 
friends  have  in  their  minds  and  what 
interests  they  have  in  common. 

IT  least  I  realized  that  my  husband 
A  was  right  after  all.  East  and  West 
shall  never  meet.  I  could  not  understand 
his  ways  and  he  would  never  under- 
stand mine.  Also  that  I  would  never 
be  happy  over  there  in  the  civilized 
country. 

As  if  as  though  She  was  patiently 
waiting,  beckoning,  Nature  called  my 
mind  back  to  the  Island  here.  To 
where  there's  warmth  and  ease.  To 
where  my  own  people  lived  whom  I 
knew  well.  And  to  where  my  children 
are  waiting  to  be  loved  and  to  be 
teached  so  that  they  may  get  a  better 
chance  in  their  futures. 

As  soon  as  I  got  well  again  I  left 
for  the  Island  and  in  the  twelve  years 
since  I  am  the  happiest  woman  that 
lived.  With  my  two  younger  children 
— girl  and  boy — who  are  going  forward 
in  school,  and  with  my  eldest  son 
who  is  now  in  the  highest  grade  and 
is  finishing  his  schooling  this  year,  what 
else  could  I  ask  for  in  life. 

Tiare 

The  editors  of  Radio  Mirror  have 
selected  as  this  month's  $10  letters  those 
that   follow: 

FORMULA  FOR  FAITH 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Business  men  and  the  newspapers 
have  been  telling  us  that  in  a  very 
short  time  we  will  find  ourselves  in  an- 
other terrifying  depression.  I  would 
like  to  give  to  everyone  I  can  the 
formula  my  father  and  mother  used  to 
get  through  the  last  one. 

To  those  who  have  experienced  such 
a  thing,  the  word  "depression"  means 
fear,  hunger,  want,  cold,  discourage- 
ment. During  the  last  depression  I  was 
only  a  child,  but  I  remember  that 
people  went  hungry,  that  they  were 
cold  and  had  nothing  to  wear  but  the 
rags  on  their  backs.  I  remember  that 
people  murdered  for  a  few  pieces  of 
silver,    that    others    committed    suicide 
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WANT 

LONGER 

MIR? 

Make  This  Easy 

7  Day  Tost  •  •  for  brunettes,  blondes,  TITIANS 

Helps  Prevent  Brittle  Ends  from  Breaking-OflF ! 

That's  why  the  JUELENE  SYSTEM  is  such  an  effective  way  to  help  your 
hair  gain  its  normal  beauty.  You  see,  this  wonderful  SYSTEM  helps  relieve 
hair  dryness  that  is  caused  by  lack  of  natiu-al  oil.  It  helps  soften  harsh, 
brittle,  breaking- off  ends,  thus  giving  your  hair  a  chance  to  get  longer. 
So  if  your  hair  is  dry,  breaking-off,  rough  and  hard  to  keep  neat  —  try  the 
easy  JUELENE  SYSTEM  for  just  7  days . . .  see  if  its  tendency  to  soften  harsh, 
difficult-to-memage  hair  can  help  your  hair  to  become  softer,  silkier,  more 
lustrous  —  in  just  7  days !  Truly,  you  may  win  compliments  from  both 
men  and  women  who  admire  and  envy  your  hair  in  its  new  lovely  beauty. 


MARVELOUS  HELP  for 
DRY,  BRITTLE  HAIR 

TRY  JUELENE.  See  how  much 
more  beautiful  your  hair  may  be 
in  just  7  days.  Here  is  thrilling 
new  hope  to  prove  to  yourself 
that  you,  too,  may  overcome  the 
handicaps  of  hair  dryness  — have 
sparkling,  longer  hair!  Be  con- 
vinced! Send  for  JUELENE  now! 

"^/fYouDot^ant 


THRILLING  RESULTS  or 
YOUR  MONEY  BACK 

Make  the  convincing  JUELENE  test 
for  7  days.  Then,  if  you  aren't  abso- 
lutely amazed  w^ith  its  glistening 
sheen  . . .  w^iththe  ease  you  can  mem- 
age  your  hair,  we  will  refund  your 
money.  WHAT  COULD  BE  FAIRER? 

SEND  NO  MONEY!... 

So  don't  'w^ait !  Mail  the  coupon  right  now. 
Like  thousands  of  others  you  may  find  the 
thrilling  new  beauty  and  be  rightfully 
proud  of  your  hair.  You  run  no  risk— be- 
cause we  guarantee  the  wonders  of  excit- 
ing results  or  money  back.  Mail  coupon! 
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HAfR^ 

Coupon 


JUEL  COMPANY,  Dept.  T-610 
4727  North  Damen,  Chicago  25,  III. 


JUEL  COMPANY,  Dept.  T-610  ■ 

4727  North  Damen,  Chicago  25.  IIL  ■ 

I  want  easy-to-manage,  longer  hair    I  will  try  I 

JUELENE  SYSTEM  7  days.  If  my  mirror  doesn't  show  ■ 

satisfactory  results,  I  will  ask  for  my  money  back.  5 

D  I  AM  ENCLOSING  $1.00  ■ 

D  SEND  C.O.D.  PLUS  GOVT.  CHARGES  ■ 

I  JUELENE  comes    r— i  |— i  I 

!  in  2  Forms    U  POMADE    U  LIQUID  ■ 
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■  Our  Regular  Customers  are  Given  Extra  Gifts  _ 


"/  travel  a  lot  and  my  throat  couldn't  hit 
a  high  note  if  I  ever  let  acid  indigestion 
bother  me,"  says  Morton.  "So  I  carry 
Turns.  They  always  bring  me  sweet  relief 
jiffy-quick!" 

Whenever,  wherever  acid  indigestion 
pops  up,  put  it  down  fast  with  Turns. 
One  or  two  tasty  Turns  not  only  neu- 
tralize excess  acid  almost  instantly — 
Turns  also  coat  the  stomach  with  pro- 
tective medication,  so  relief  is  more 
prolonged.  Tums  settle  fluttery,  sour 
stomach.  Chase  heartburn,  gas  and  that 
bloated  feeling.  And  when  excess  acid 
keeps  you  awake,  don't  count  sheep — 
count  on  Tums!  No  soda  in  Tums — 
nothing  to  overalkalize  and  irritate 
your  delicate  stomach.  So  never  over- 
alkalize — always  neutralize  excess  acid- 
ity with  Tums.  Nothing  surer,  nothing 
faster!  Get  Tums  today — genuine  Turns 
for  the  tummy! 


Handy  Roll 


3-roll  package,  a 
quarter— -everywhere 


90 


TUMS  ARE  ANTACID— not  a  laxative.  For  a 
laxative,  use  mild,  dependable,  all-vegetable  NR 
(Nature's  Remedy).   Caution:  Take  only  as  di- 
rected. Get  a  2  5c  box  today. 


rather  than  live  through  one  more  day. 
But,  somehow,  I  can't  connect  it  with 
my  own  childhood.  It  is  more  like 
something  I  have  read. 

My  childhood  was  different — my 
father  had  no  steady  job,  and  my 
mother  didn't  work — and  there  were 
three  children  younger  than  I.  Out- 
wardly, I  guess  we  must  have  appeared 
just  like  everybody  else.  And  per- 
haps, inwardly,  we  would  have  been 
like  them,  but  my  mother  and  father 
never  gave  up.  They  never  confessed 
that  they  were  poor. 

MY  father  was  the  kind  of  man  who 
could  do  any  job — from  carpentering 
and  farming  to  oil  field  work.  My 
mother  was  a  real  artist  in  cookery 
and  with  a  needle.  She  could  make 
heaven  from  nothing.  And  she  had  a 
green  thumb.  See  how  well  equipped 
my  parents  were  to  fight  a  depression? 
Faith  was  the  only  other  ingredient 
they  needed  for  success.  And  they 
had  it.  Miraculously  every  spring 
money  appeared  from  somewhere  to 
buy  garden  seeds.  Always  there  was 
plenty  to  plant  a  huge  garden  and 
enough  left  over  for  flowers.  We  all 
worked  hard,  enjoyed  it,  and  thanked 
God  for  it  all.  And  the  vegetables  grew 
and  produced  amazingly  and  the  flowers 
bloomed  and  bloomed  beyond  their 
given  limits.  People  we'd  never  heard 
of  came  to  see  them.  For  people  who 
have  worked  so  hard  and  lovingly  to 
attain  an  end  in  any  certain  field,  this 
kind  of  success  and  appreciation  was 
certainly  bread  for  the  soul. 

Mother,  with  the  help  of  all  of  us, 
canned  everything  from  the  garden  that 
we  did  not  use  during  the  summer. 
When  we  children  grew  tired  of  shelling 
peas  or  snapping  beans,  she'd  say  to 
us,  "But  just  think  how  good  this  will 
taste  w*hen  the  snow  flies!" 

Mother  didn't  tell  us  that  we  were 
poor  and  that  all  of  us  must  work  hard 
now  to  save  every  last  bean  or  pea  or 
we  were  likely  to  starve  next  winter. 
Dad  didn't  say,  "Bring  home  every 
loose  stick  of  wood  you  can  find  or  we 
will  all  freeze  to  death  next  winter." 
No — it  was  more  or  less  a  game.  Every 
stick  added  to  the  pile  just  made  it 
grow  that  much  higher  and  it  was  fun. 

We  had  no  expensive  toys.  But  Dad 
had  tools  and  we  used  them  to  build 
our  own  from  apple  boxes.  My  sister 
and  I  made  new  clothes  from  scraps 
for  our  old  dolls,  furniture  from  paste- 
board boxes,  built  a  plaj'  store  and  had 
paper  money  to  go  with  it.  From  all 
of  this  we  gained  a  feeling  of  useful- 
ness, of  self-sufficiency.  And  our  Dad 
could  make  such  wonderful  hand 
shadows  on  the  wall.  And  he  played 
a  violin.  What  I  am  trying  to  say  Papa 
David,  is  this — we  were  not  poor.  We 
were  rich!  We  children  hardly  knew 
the  ineaning  of  the  word  "poor."  Wear- 
ing "hand-me-downs"  Was  no  disgrace 
— Mother  did  such  a  beautiful  job  of 
remaking  them. 

In  later  years  when  talking  over  the 
old  days  with  my  parents,  I  was  sur- 
prised to  hear  that  many,  many  times 
during  that  period  they  found  them- 
selves without  a  cent  between  them — 
and  four  growing  children  to  feed.  I 
didn't  know  that  more  than  once  the 
flour  barrel  was  empty  and  my  father 
had  to  go  out  to  borrow  or  find  some 
way  of  getting  at  least  enough  more  for 
one  baking  of  bread.  I  didn't  know 
that  fuel  was  really  so  hard  to  get.  I 
didn't  understand  a  lot  of  things  then 
— because  my  parents  refused  to  let  us 
children  know.  They  kept  their  faith, 
knowinsf  that   thines  would  come   out 


right  in  the  end.  And  they  always  did. 
If  you  have  faith  enough  you  can  do 
anything. 

Mrs.  M.  P. 

THE  LITTLE  DOG  LAUGHED 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Everyone  has  those  dull,  logy  days 
when  everything  goes  wrong  and  when 
all  that  happens  seems  to  dull  your 
senses.  Such  was  the  day  which  ac- 
cursed me  about  a  year  and  one-half 
ago.  After  a  bad  morning  .in  school 
and  a  brief  argument  with  a  dear 
friend,  I  headed  for  the  nearest  barber 
shop,  down  on  James  Street  in  our 
town. 

In  the  middle  of  my  haircut,  I  no- 
ticed a  small  dog  of  questionable  pedi- 
gree come  into  the  shop,  always  a 
harbor  for  strays.  After  wandering 
around  for  a  moment  or  two,  he  hap- 
pened upon  a  full-length  mirror  in  one 
corner  of  the  room.  For  a  matter  of 
seconds  it  seemed  as  though  he  was 
staring  at  his  dirty  face.  Then  he 
trotted  to  the  barber-chair,  laid  his 
paw  on  a  discarded  towel,  and  rubbed 
it  with  that  dirty  face,  apparently  striv- 
ing to  make  it  immaculate. 

All  the  barbers  started  laughing,  and 
the  customers  too.  Soon  I  joined  in 
their  laughter  at  this  canine  who  had 
so  much  vanity.  As  I  left  the  shop  all 
vestige  of  the  day's  gloom  had  left 
me,  and  I  was  as  happy  as  could  be. 

D.  A. 

GOOD  TROUPER 

Dear  Papa  David: 

During  the  war  I  was  with  a  USO- 
Camp  Shows  troupe  overseas.  In  our 
group  was  an  act  consisting  of  two 
brothers  and  the  wife  of  one  of  them. 
It  was  a  comedy  act,  one  of  the  best 
in  our  show,  and  Flora,  the  wife,  had 
recently  been  trained  to  act  as  a  stooge. 
She  was  a  pretty  shy  little  thing,  just 
off  a  Kansas  farm,  and  only  recently 
married.  The  stage,  travel,  and  mar- 
riage, too,  were  new  and  strange  to  her, 
and  more  than  any  of  us  she  minded 
the  heat,  the  filth,  and  the  inconven- 
iences of  the  Pacific.  She  had  a  dif- 
ferent reason,  too,  as  we  soon  dis- 
covered. 

WE  had  not  been  on  the  other  side  very 
long  when  Flora  shyly  confessed 
that  she  was  expecting  a  child.  At  first 
all  of  us  girls  were  dismayed,  but  when 
we  found  it  was  not  to  be  until  some 
time  after  the  tour  would  be  ended, 
we  did  everything  we  could  to  make 
life  easier  for  her.  If  any  of  us  were 
given  extra  rations,  or  came  across  a 
real  egg,  we  saw  that  Flora  (had  them. 
We  spared  her  as  much  as  possible. 
She  could,  of  course,  been  sent  home 
would  have,  in  fact,  if  the  authorities 
had  been  told  anything  about  it,  but 
she  was  firm  in  refusing  ...  as  firm  as 
the  very  timid  can  sometimes  be.  She 
would  not  leave  her  husband;  it  was 
only  to  be  with  him  that  she  had  come. 

One  night  there  was  an  especially^ 
rough  ride  out  to  an  outlying  Post,  over 
a  mountainous  road  which  seemed  to 
stretch  into  eternity.  We  thought  we'd 
never  get  there,  and  giving  the  show 
that  night  was  really  a  strain.  We 
ached  all  over,  and  dreaded  having  to 
return  that  way. 

The  next  night  when  the  Army  truck 
rolled  up  and  we  started  climbing  in, 
we  noticed  that  Flora  wasn't  there. 
Her  husband  said  that  she  had  been 
taken  to  an  Army  hospital  that 
morning.  So  somehow  we  gave  the 
show  that  night  without  her.  We  could 
hardly  wait  for  it  to  be  over  so  that 


we  could  borrow  a  jeep  and  go  to  see 
her.  She  was  sitting  up  in  an  Army 
bed,  her  face  a  little  pale  above  the 
G  I  pajamas  she  was  wearing,  but 
she  still  had  the  ghost  of  a  smile.  Her 
baby  had  been  born  prematurely,  and 
he  had  never  breathed.  We  were  close 
to  tears  when  we  remembered  how 
much  she  had  wanted  him,  and  of  the 
plans  she  had  made.  That  baby  had 
seemed  very  close  to  us.  Flora  said 
that  maybe  someday  there  would  be 
another  baby.  She  knew  she  shouldn't 
have  tried  to  have  one  under  such 
conditions. 

In  the  meantime  life,  and  the  sihow, 
"went  on.  Within  a  week  Flora  was 
back  with  us.  I  think  I  had  never 
before  known  a  real  trouper.  No  one 
sitting  out  front  could  have  guessed 
at  the  pain  behind  that  sweet,  little- 
girl  smile  of  hers. 

BACK  in  the  states,  the  troupe  dis- 
banded, and  I  haven't  heard  what  be- 
came of  Flora  in  the  several  years 
since  we  were  together.  But  to  the  end 
of  my  life  I'll  remember  and  be  in- 
spired by  the  indomitable  courage  that 
illuminated  the  life  of  that  little  girl 
from  Kansas. 

Mrs.  E.  B. 

CRUTCHES  FOR  GRANNY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

It  was  a  lovely  sunny  afternoon.  I 
was  living  out  in  the  far  west  in  a 
new  mining  camp  many  miles  from 
anywhere.  I  took  my  twenty-two  Win- 
chester and  started  out  to  hunt  jack 
rabbits,  coyotes  or  what  not.  I  had 
walked  perhaps  a  mile  when  looking 
down  in  a  deep  ravine  I  saw  a  sight  that 
fascinated  me  and  held  me  spellbound. 

Two  coyotes  were  fighting  over  a 
huge  jack  rabbit,  one  was  tearing  at  his 
head,  the  other  his  hind  legs.  I  thought 
— how  that  is  like  human  beings  fight- 
ing— tearing,  rending  to  see  who  can  get 
the  major  portion  when  in  God's  beau- 
tiful world  there  is  plenty  for  each  of 
us  and  to  spare. 

Then  as  I  walked  on  I  came  to  a 
crude  little  burying  ground.  As  I  stood 
gazing  at  the  abode  of  the  silent  ones, 
I  saw  a  young  boy  approaching,  an 
Indian  lad  of  perhaps  thirteen.  I  no- 
ticed he  carried  under  his  arm  a  long 
package  and  in  his  hand  a  small  dig- 
ging implement.  Upon  seeing  me  he 
became  confused  so  I  asked  him  if  he 
had  some  one  buried  there — with  great 
tears  streaming  down  his  brown  face 
he  said: 

"Yes,  my  grandmother,  she  raised 
me,  now  she  goes  to  the  happy  hunting 
ground — the  Great  Spirit  fastens  wings 
on  to  her  and  she  flies  away.  I  brought 
her  work  basket  and  knitting  needles 
to  put  on  her  grave  and  her  glasses  so 
she  can  see,  and,"  he  added,  "I  brought 
some  sandwiches  for  her."  "But  what 
have  you  in  the  long  package,"  I  asked 
him. 

"Oh  that,"  he  said,  "is  her  crutches. 
I  got  a  can  of  paint  and  they  are 
beautiful  and  White.  I  now  dig  two 
holes — I  put  them  in  for  markers — we 
are  too  poor  to  buy  pretty  stone  so  I 
make  them  do  it." 

So  as  I  watched  his  small  brown 
hands  dig  a  hole  at  the  head  and  foot 
of  the  sunken  grave  and  he  sank  the 
crutches  neatly  and  erectly.  "Now 
Granny,"  he  said,  "you  will  have  the 
crutches  close  if  you  get  tired."  His 
face  alight  with  satisfaction,  he  turned 
from  his  completed  task.  As  twilight 
deepened  on  the  desert  I  told  the  little 
Indian  boy  of  a  land  where  Granny 
would  need  no  crutches  and  where  all 
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JU  ABOUT  THESE 


No  smart  woman  has  to  be  sold  on 
how  important  vaginal  douching  is. 
But  she  certainly  should  learn  that 
NO  OTHER  type  liquid  antiseptic- 
germicide  tested  for  this  use  is  so 
POWERFUL  yet  SO  s.\FE  to  tissues  as 
ZONITE.  Scientists  tested  every  gener- 
ally known  antiseptic  and  germicide 
they  could  find  on  sale  for  the  douche. 
And   NO  OTHER  type   proved   to   be 

SO  POWERFUL  yet  so  HARMLESS. 

Cautions  Against  Weak 

Or  Dangerous  Products 

Pity  those  unfortunate  women  who, 
because  of  ignorant  advice  passed  on 
by  friends,  use  'kitchen  makeshifts' 
in  the  douche  such  as  vinegar,. salt,  or 
soda.   By  now  th^  certainly  should 

Zom'fe 
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eminine  n 


i^aiene 


know  better.  These  are  not  germi- 
cides  in   the  douche.   They  can't 
POSSIBLY  give  the  great  germicidal 
and  deodorizing  action  of  ZONIte. 
ZONITE     positively    contains    no 
phenol,  no  mercury — no  harsh  acids 
— over-strong  solutions  of  which  may 
damage  tissues  and  even  impair  the 
functional    activity    of    the    mucous 
glands. 

ZONITE  is  non-irritating,  non-burn- 
ing, NON-POISONOUS !  You  can  use  it 
as  directed  as  often  as  needed  without 
the  slightest  risk  of  injury. 

A  Modern  Miracle  Developed 

By  Famous  Surgeon  and  Chemist 

ZONITE  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing,  clinging  waste  sub- 
stances. Helps  guard  against  infection 
— it  immediately  kills  every  germ  it 
touches.  You  know  it's  not  always 
possible  to  contact  all  the  germs  in  the 
tract.  But  you  can  BE  sure  zonite 
DOES  kill  every  reachable  living  germ 
and  keeps  them  from  multiplying. 
Complete  directions  for  douching 
come  with  every  bottle. 

FREE!    niV^\ 

For   amazing   enlightening   new 

Booklet  containing  frank  discussion 

of   intimate    physical    facts,    recently 

published  —  mail    this    coupon    to 

Zonite   Products,   Dept.    RM-117,   370 

Lexington  Ave.,   New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
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Unguentine  is  good  for  lots 
of  things  besides  Burns. 

Skinned  knuckles  for  instance, 
scraped  knees,  scratches,  bruises 
and  skin  irritations. 
They  all  hurt  like  blazes . . .  they 
all  need  the  soothing  antiseptic 
protection  of  unguentine! 

•  ft  re/ieves  pain 

•  ft  fights  infection 
*0i    •  It  promotes  healing 

*^^:  

In  handy  tubes 
and  economical 
family  size  jars 
C  i   at  all 

drug  stores. 
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tears  are  wiped  from  little  brown  faces. 
Life  may  have  been  more  beautiful  for 
Naco  because  we  met. 

R.   P. 

MUD— OR  STARS? 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Life  certainly  can  be  beautiful.  My 
gallant  mother  taught  that  to  her  brood 
many  years  ago.  My  father  was  an 
embittered  man  who  failed  to  pro- 
vide adequately  for  his  five  children. 
Sometimes,  he  begrudged  us  the  food 
we  ate.  I  can  recall  a  whole  week  when 
the  only  food  in  the  house  was  that  pro- 
vided by  faithfully  laying  hens.  There 
was  no  bread.  We  even  ran  out  of  salt. 
During  this  time  my  mother  kept  us  out 
of  school  for  fear  we'd  faint. 

AT  the  end  of  the  week  she  took  us  for 
a  short  walk  in  the  park  next  door. 
She  showed  us  the  violets,  the  pushing 
ferns;  she  called  our  attention  to  the 
red  bird's  song.  When  we  reached 
home  again  she  nodded  toward  the 
shadow  made  by  a  telephone  pole.  It 
was  long  and  straight  and  slim.  "Look," 
she  said,  "it's  just  a  telephone  pole,  but 
see  how  cool  and  gray  the  red  earth 
becomes  when  it  throws  a  shadow." 
She  smiled  upon  us.  Compassionately 
because  of  her  awareness  of  our  gnaw- 
ing stomachs,  encouragingly  because 
she  knew  we  had  a  lesson  to  learn. 
"Children,  I'm  going  to  quote  a  bit  of 
Stevenson  to  you — and  I  want  you  to 
remember  it.    Always. 

"Two  men  looked  out  from  prison 
bars — One  saw  mud,  the  other  stars." 

Then  she  walked  to  her  father's  home 
a  mile  away.  But  her  step  was  quick 
and  her  head  high.  Soon  a  grocer's 
wagon  drew  up  at  our  gate. 

The  following  summer  days  brought 
fresh  beans  and  tomatoes.  Peach  trees 
yielded  fruit  and  the  arbor  was  heavy 
with  grapes.  Temporarily,  at  least,  our 
stomachs  were  full.  Then  the  annual 
Chautauqua  began.  Envied  women  of 
the  community  were  asked  to  take 
charge  of  the  dining  room.  In  a  day 
when  women  did  not  go  out  to  work 
such  service  was  not  only  tolerated — 
it  was  a  privilege.  And  it  paid  $2.50 
a  day.  My  mother  stood  at  the  door 
and  collected  meal  tickets.  At  the  end 
of  two  days  she  had  earned  $5.00. 

She  could  have  spent  the  money  for 
drab  necessities,  but  one  of  my  play- 
mates had  ridiculed  my  made-over  hat. 
My  mother  knew  how  to  silence  my 
tormentors  and  to  heal  my  wounds. 
She  went  into  a  store  and  came  out 
with  a  white  silk  parasol.  Pink 
chrysanthemums  trailed  across  one 
side  giving  life  to  it.  No  ruffles  marred 
its  beauty.  It  was  simple  and  unpre- 
tentious. When  I  started  off  to  church 
the  following  Sunday  my  teasing  play- 
mate and  her  satellites  hovered  about, 
begging  to  be  permitted  to  carry  it  "a 
piece." 

When  the  dwindling  family  meets  at 
Christmas  no  one  refers  to  the  poverty 
of  those  early  years,  but  some  one  al- 
ways asks,  "Do  you  remember  how 
Mama  alwaj^  doctored  us  with 
beauty?" 

Miss  A.  E. 

A  CHILD'S  NEED  BRINGS  JOY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  have  been  married  twenty  years, 
and  for  several  years  was  so  busy 
working  helping  my  husband  get 
started,  building  and  furnishing  a  new 
home  that  I  did  not  miss  children;  time 
for  that  when  we  were  comfortably 
settled,  we  said. 

Then  one  day  my  sister  came  to  live 


with  us  with  her  little  girl  three  years 
old.  My  life  changed  overnight.  I 
adored  her,  each  day  was  a  joy.  My 
sister  worked  and  my  darling  was  my 
charge.  I  took  care  of  her  clothes, 
started  her  in  to  school,  took  her  every 
place  with  me,  listened  to  all  her  little 
troubles,  shared  in  all  her  joys.  When 
my  little  sweetheart  was  eight  years 
old  she  was  stricken  with  that  dread 
disease,  cancer,  and  was  taken  from  us. 
I  was  bitter,  resentful.  What  about 
God?    I  could  no  longer  be  happy. 

Finally  I  made  a  decision.  Since  I 
haven't  had  a  child,  I  will  adopt  one. 
My  husband  and  I  talked  to  child 
agencies,  they  took  our  names.  They 
could  promise  nothing.  "You  must  be 
patient,"  they  said,  "we  have  a  long 
list." 

One  day  one  of  the  workers  in  the 
agency  came  to  us.  "We  don't  have 
a  young  baby,  but  we  have  a  little  boy 
nine  years  old  who  has  been  deserted, 
mistreated,  neglected,  who  is  starved 
for  affection,  and  needs  understanding. 
We  feel  he  would  fit  into  your  home." 

The  trials  have  been  many.  It  is  not 
easy  to  cope  with  habits  already 
formed  in  a  child  this  old.  We  had  to 
build  faith  in  us.  He  was  without  con- 
fidence in  anyone  or  anything,  unable 
to  talk  to  us  freely,  afraid,  wanting  to 
belong,  but  so  unsure  of  himself.  We 
told  him  from  the  beginning  "the 
stork  only  made  a  mistake,  he  dropped 
5'^ou  at  the  wrong  house,  but  we  finally 
found  you."  We  have  seen  our  adopted 
son  blossom  from  a  thin,  unhappy  boy 
without  friends,  who  did  not  know  how 
to  play  or  be  a  natural  American  "kid," 
to  a  strong,  happy  boy  with  many 
friends,  a  good  athlete  excelling  in 
sports,  winning  trophies,  his  room  filled 
with  footballs,  basketballs,  coming  in 
and  out  yelling,  "Mom,  Dad,  where  are 
you?" 

He  is  now  nineteen  years  old,  in 
the  proud  service  of  our  Navy.  He 
will  soon  be  home  where  Mother  and 
Dad  who  love  him  deeply  are  waiting. 

Mrs.  E.  B. 

MEMORY  OF  CAROLE 

Dear  Papa  David: 

A  really  fine  person  sometimes  be- 
comes the  ideal  of  a  whole  community. 
Thereby  setting  the  example  of  perfecl 
womanhood  or  perfect  manhood  for 
thousands  of  people.  Hollywood  for 
instance  builds  up  an  ideal  personality 
for  each  of  its  stage  and  screen  stars, 
I  knew  one  of  these  stars,  one  in  par- 
ticular that  seemed  to  have  ideal  quali- 
ties both  on  and  off  the  screen.  Let  m€ 
tell  you  about  her. 

She  was  first  off  sincere,  she  spoke 
her  mind  whether  the  person  she  wai 
speaking  to  liked  it  or  not.  She  had 
grace  and  a  deep  interesting  warmth 
for  everyone  she  met.  I  could  not  helj 
but  feel  like  a  wonderful  person  aftei 
I  had  talked  to  her  just  a  few  seconds 
She  made  me  feel  important.  Every- 
one in  Hollywood  loved  her,  botl 
women  and  men.  Her  vivaciousnesi 
made  you  always  want  to  join  in  the 
fun  she  was  having. 

I  remember  once  Bill,  my  husband 
and  a  few  friends  were  invited  over  bj 
her  husband  for  a  game  of  skeet  shoot- 
ing. I  went  along  for  the  ride,  bu 
mostly  I  think  to  meet  this  idol  o: 
stage  and  screen.  I  had  heard  she  wai 
a  peroxide  blonde  and  that  she  for- 
ever wore  flashy  clothes.  Imagine  mj 
surprise  when  I  found  a  slim  sunburnec 
girl  in  dungarees  digging  in  her  fron 
garden.  She  had  a  kerchief  around  he: 
hair  and  wthen  she  finally  removed  it  s 


few  hours  later  in  front  of  the  roaring 
fireplace  I  beheld  the  most  natural  spun 
gold  hair  I  had  ever  seen.  It  was  like 
a  child's  hanging  straight  over  her 
shoulders.  She  curled  up  on  the  end 
of  her  husband's  armchair,  never  once 
speaking  or  interrupting  his  conversa- 
tion. These  two  had  found  something 
beautiful  together.  They  had  found 
the  true  meaning  of  happiness.  They 
understood  each  other,  something  rare 
in  Hollywood  for  he  was  a  screen  star 
also.  A  very  popular  one.  When  later 
on  I  found  myself  alone  with  her  in 
the  dressing  room,  I  put  the  question  to 
her  direct.  "How  in  the  world  do 
you  manage  to  look  so  happy  all  the 
time?"  I  got  a  direct  answer.  "I  am 
happy  all  the  time.  I  feel  that  life  is 
short  and  beautiful  and  I  expect  to 
get  out  of  it  exactly  what  I  put  into 
it."  She  rumpled  my  hair  and  said, 
"Come,  my  friend,  put  on  these  pants 
and  I'll  show  you  how  to  dig  up  turnips. 
The  feel  of  the  soil  gives  you  life  and 
new  sprung  hopes." 

Mrs.  J.  F.  duT. 

"NURSING   IS  A   PROUD 
PROFESSION" 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Ever  since  I  can  remember  I  have 
wanted  to  be  a  nurse,  but  at  times,  the 
realization  of  my  dream  seemed  almost 
impossible.  As  the  eldest  of  four 
children,  my  delicate  mother  depended 
on  me  a  great  deal,  and  when  in  my 
second  year  of  high  school,  she  be- 
came very  ill,  I  had  to  leave  school  to 
care  for  her  and  our  home. 

ONE  day  the  high  school  principal  came 
to  see  me.  He  had  known  that 
I  was  eager  for  an  education  and  was 
sorry  to  see  me  give  it  up.  But  he  had 
not  lost  sight  of  our  little  family,  and 
when  he  was  sure  that  our  routine  was 
under  control,  he  suggested  that  I  finish 
my  high  school  course  by  Government 
Correspondence  School.  Although  the 
course  was  by  no  means  easy,  the 
teachers  in  the  Capitol  took  so  much 
personal  interest,  and  were  so  helpful 
in  any  difficulties  that  arose,  I  won  my 
diploma  the  same  year  as  my  former 
classmates. 

By  this  time,  mother  was  a  lot  better, 
and  my  second  sister  agreed  to  take 
over  the  home  management  and  finish 
her  schooling,  by  correspondence.  I 
was  accepted  as  a  probationer.  What 
a  thrill,  the  day  I  started  my  training! 
But  there  were  to  be  many  tears  mixed 
with  my  thrills  during  the  next  three 
years.  The  first  death  I  witnessed — a 
nine-months-old  baby  whose  parents 
had  waited  ten  long  years  for  his  com- 
ing. There  were  happy  moments,  too. 
The  look  of  joy  on  a  young  girl's  face. 
The  deep  peace  and  beauty  on  the  faces 
of  the  aged  when  they  slip  into  their 
well-earned  rest.  There  was  humor, 
too.  I  remember  the  very  excited  ex- 
pectant father  who  rushed  into  the 
hospital  one  night  and  fainted  before 
he  could  tell  us  that  his  wife  was  in 
the  car  outside.  We  had  him  on  a 
stretcher  and  on  the  way  to  the  emer- 
gency ward  when  his  wife  sauntered  in 
and  explained  that  she  was  supposed 
to  be  the  patient. 

Then  one  lovely  May  afternoon  I 
stood,  with  my  thirty  classmates  and 
repeated  the  Florence  Nightingale 
Pledge.  In  the  front  row  of  the  audi- 
torium, I  could  see  my  parents'  glow- 
ing faces  as  I  received  my  diploma,  and 
the  prize  for  surgical  nursing.  To  add 
to  my  cup  of  happiness,  my  sister  was 
seated  with  the  Junior  year  nurses. 

Mrs.  M.  W. 


A  new  kind  of  Hair  Beauty 
for  you  from  a  world-famous 
Cosmetic  House 


THIS  MAY  EASILY  BE  YOU.  Your  hair  can  look  like 
chis,  tonight — so  radiantly  alive,  so  impeccably 
groomed.  Discover,  now,  the  shampoo  created  by 
the  beauty  experts  of  Richard  Hudnut's  famed 
Fifth  Avenue  Salon. 

SPECIAL  FORMULA  with  real  egg.  This  is  one  shampoo 
that  makes  the  most  of  an  ageless  beauty  secret.  It  is 
enriched  with  egg,  real  egg,  to  bring  out  shimmering 
"lovelights"  in  your  hair — naturally. 

NOT  A  SOAP  or  drying  chemical  shampoo.  Instead, 
Richard  Hudnut  Egg  Creme  Shampoo  is  a  lavish, 
liquid  creme.  From  roots  to  ends,  your  hair  glistens 
with  new  life.  And  the  very  first  shampoo  leaves  it 
so  soft  and  manageable,  so  easy  to  groom. 

TRY  IT  TODAY  and  tonight  step  out  proudly  aware 
of  the  new-found  loveliness  of  your  hair! 


Special  offer! 
A  trial  kit  of  the 
new  Richard  Hudnut 
Hair  Beauty  Ritual 
is  yours  for  only 
$1.00  (plus  tax). 
Contains  generous- 
size  bottles  of 
Egg  Creme  Shampoo 
Creme  Rinse, 
Dandruff  Treatment 
and  Creme 
Hair  Dressing. 

At  your  druz  or 
department  store, 
$1.00  for  the  big 
family  size. 


Don't  miss  Jean  Sablon  .  .  .  every  Sunday  afternoon  over  CBS 
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If  YOU  v/ant  to  enjoy  that 

SLIM    , 


Everyday  King 

(Continued  jrom  page  47) 


feeling  .  . 


Does  a  bulging  tummy  make 
you  look  years  older  than  you 
really  are  ?  Are  ordinary  girdles 
uncomfortable  to  wear  ...  do  \ 
they  fail  to  ffatten  out  your  \ 
abdomen  the  way  you  want? 
Then  here  at  last  is  the  answer 
to  your  problem !  SLIM-MODE, 
the  wonderful  new  adjustable 
health  supporter  girdle  is 
scientifically  constructed  to 
help  you  look  and  feel  like  a 
"Slim  Sixteen". 

So  why  go  on  day  after  day 
with- a  tired  back  that  needs 
■posture  support  to  bring  relief 
Why  look  droopy  and  beyond 
your  years  because  your  mid- 
section bulges  and  your  clothes  ' 
don't  fit  right?  Read  below, 
why  SLIM-MODE  brings  you  [~,.^ 
vital  control  where  you  need 
it  most  .  .  .  how  it  helps  to  I 
"harmonize"  your  figure  to  ' 
more  stylish  lihes  .  .  .  why  it's 
so  comfortable  to  wear.  And 
remember,  you  can  have  a 
SLIM-MODE  sent  to  you  to 
wear  on  FREE  TRIAL.  See 
our  offer  in  the  coupon. 


LIFTS  AND 
FLATTENS  YOUR 
BULGING  TUMMY 

SLIM-MODE  has  a  built- 
in  front-laced  i,anel.  Ad- 
just the  laces  to  your  own 
greatest  comfort.  Your 
lummy  is  lifted  in  to  shape, 
flattened  out  .  .  .yet  you 
feel    truly    comfortable. 

NATURALLY 
CONTROLLED 
S-T-R-E-T-C-H 

SLIM-MODE  is  made  of 
two-way  S-t-r-e-t-c-h 
wonder  cloth — it  stretches 
as  you  breathe,  bend, 
stoop,  after  meals,  etc. 


HEALTH   SUPPORTER 
GIRDLE 


HEALTHFUL,  ENJOYABLE  FIGURE 
CONTROL  -  ALL  DAY  LONG! 

You  can  wear  SLIM- MODE  all  day  long.  Will  not  bind 
or  make  you  feel  constricted.  That's  because  the  two-way 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h  cloth  plus  the  front- laced  panel  brings  you 
perfect  personalized  fit.  The  design  of  SLIM-MODE  is 
based  on  scientific  facts  of  healthful  figure  control.  Matie 
by  experts  of  quality  materials.  Comes  with  detachable 
crotch  of  rayon  satin  material ;  also  4  detachable  garters, 
(Remove  garters  when  not  wearing  stockings.)  Color: 
Nude,  All  sizes.  Only  $3-98  in  regular 
sizes.  Sent  on  Free  Trial.  Give  meas- 
urements asked  for  in  coupon  below. 

rppp  "Magic"  Plastic  Laces.  For 
rnCC  your  extra  atlded  comfort 
you  get  a  pair  of  Plastic  laces  that 
stretch  gently  as  needed.  Try  them 
in  SLIM-MODE  instead  of  regular 
laces.    See  which  you  prefer. 


SEND   NO   MONEY 

YOU  TRY  IT 

BEFORE  YOU  BUY  IT! 
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RONNIE   SALES,    Inc.,   Dept.  RM-11 
13  Astor  Place.    New  York    3,   N.  Y. 

Send  me  for  10  days'  FREE  TRIAL  a  SLIM-MODE. 
I  will  pay  postman  $3.98  (plus  postage)  (sizes  38 
and  over  $4.98)  with  the  understanding  that  this 
payment  is  only  my  evidence  of  good  faith  and  is 
not  to  be  considered  a  final  purchase  unless  I  decide 
to  keep  the  garment.  In  10  days  I  will  either  return 
SLIM-MODE  to  you  and  you  will  return  my  money, 
or  otherwise  my  payment  will  be  a  full  and  final 
purchase  price. 

My  waist  measure  is.. Hips  are 

My   height   is 

Name  

Address    , , . 

City  &  Zone  State 

D  Save  Money.  We  pay  postage  if  you  enclose  pay- 
ment now.  Same  FREE  TRIAL  and  refund  privilege. 
No  Canadian  or  Foreign  CO.D/s 


rise  to  the  occasion  and  become — in 
actual  truth — a  Queen  for  a  Day. 
There's  something  about  lifting  a 
woman  out  of  the  ordinary  path  of  her 
life  and  offering  her  a  red  carpet  for 
her  feet,  the  robes  of  royalty  for  her 
shoulders,  the  magic  touch  of  a  scepter 
that  will  take  her  where  and  when  she 
would  like  to  go,  the  gift  of  her  most 
secret  desire — something  that  seems  to 
make  a  woman  more  gracious,  more 
lovely  and  more  interesting  to  know. 

That's  not  to  say  I  haven't  had  some 
very  funny  experiences.  Even  some 
embarrassing  ones. 

But  never  yet  have  I  had  to  come 
home  and,  in  talking  over  the  evening 
with  Helen,  my  wife,  had  to  admit  that 
that  day's  Queen  was  one  I  would 
rather  not  have  met.  I've  liked  them 
all  and  I  can  only  hope  they  have 
found  me  a  pleasant  host. 

IT  would  be  impossible  to  say  which 
Queen  was  my  favorite.  But  I  can  tell 
you  the  most  vivid  impression  I  retain 
is  the  sweet  little  lady,  ninety-two  years 
young,  who  wound  up  the  evening  rid- 
ing in  a  buckboard  in  the  grand  parade 
around  the  tanbark  of  Gene  Autry's 
Rodeo.  I'll  never  forget  the  way  she 
sat  there,  so  straight  and  regal  and  so 
self-possessed,  in  spite  of  the  thousands 
of  eyes  focused  on  her  and  the  cheers 
resounding  from  the  huge  ring  of  the 
amphitheater — her  eyes  tear-bright 
with  happiness  and  the  excitement  of 
this  most  unexpected,  undreamed-of 
honor.  Life  hadn't  passed  her  by — 
there  was  still  this  wonderful  moment. 

My  daily  routine  goes  something  like 
this: 

Up  early  in  the  mornings  (even 
though  my  business  hours  end  usually 
around  one  a.m.  I  have  learned  that 
sleeping  late  in  the  mornings  is  just  a 
fond,  foolish  dream.  Not  with  my 
two-and-a-half-year-old  son  Michael 
exerting  all  the  force  of  his  charm  and 
his  fists  to  get  me  up) — helping  Helen 
around  the  apartment,  catching  up  on 
the  newspapers  and  the  radio  shows 
and  answering  my  mail.  Then  a  walk 
with  Michael  or  a  roughhouse  with  him 
on  rainy  days,  before  I  leave  for  the 
studio. 

Although  it  isn't  absolutely  necessary, 
I  like  to  be  backstage  all  during  the 
broadcast  so  I  have  a  chance  to  observe 
the  contestants  and  study  them.  The 
plans  for  entertainment  are  flexible 
enough  so  I  can  switch  them  at  the  last 
moment,  depending  on  the  age  and 
tastes  and  individuality  of  the  Queen 
herself. 

And  when  the  judges  pick  the  lucky 
lady  for  the  day,  I  am  on  hand  to 
step  out  and  lead  her — robes  and  all — 
down  the  low,  curving  staircase  from 
the  stage  of  the  Earl  Carroll  Theatre — 
down  through  the  audience  of  her  sub- 
jects and  out  to  the  waiting  limousine. 

Our  first  step  from  there  is  lunch 
at  Tom  Breneman's  Restaurant.  Her 
Majesty  leaves  her  robes  of  state  at 
Earl  Carroll's  since  they  would  only 
get  in  her  way,  but  she  keeps  her  huge 
spray  of  roses — and  with  that  badge 
of  office  and  with  the  heraldic  emblem 
of  the  Queen  on  her  limousine,  wher- 
ever she  goes  that  day  she  is  the  center 
of  attention. 

It  is  very  rarely  that  a  Queen  has 
come  to  the  broadcast  alone,  so  her 
friend  or  husband  or  mother — whoever 
is  with  her — is  invited  to  come  along. 
Also    with    us    at    this    first    step    are 


usually  one  or  two  of  the  other,  un- 
luckier,  contestants  who  placed  second 
or  third  or  fourth. 

I  make  it  a  practice  during  lunch 
to  say  very  little.  In  the  first  place, 
the  Queen  is  in  a  dither.  She's  up  there 
in  the  clouds  and  she  just  wants  to  go 
over  the  whole  amazing  half -hour — just 
what  Jack  Bailey,  the  Queen-for-a- 
Day  master  of  ceremonies,  said  to  her 
when  he  stopped  by  her  table  with 
the  microphone — how  astounded  she 
was  when  Jack  decided  that  her  Wish 
made  her  a  contestant  and  ushered  her 
up  to  the  stage — how  frightened  or  how 
calm  or  how  excited  or  how  unbeliev- 
ing she  was  during  her  interview  on  the 
program — how  Jack  Bailey  teased  her 
in  front  of  all  those  people! — and  how 
could  it  possibly  have  happened — to 
her! — that  she  should  be  chosen  Queen! 

This  is  my  chance  to  get  to  know 
them  without  their  realizing  I  am 
studying  them.  If  a  Queen  looks  too 
frail  to  walk  much,  I  change  the  plans 
for  the  studio  tour — not  so  rnuch  walk- 
ing over  the  miles  of  studio  lots  and 
sets;  more  time  to  sit  quietly  in  the 
sound  stage  watching  the  shooting  of  a 
picture, 

If  she's  young  enough,  or  the  kind 
who  likes  to  dance,  I  decide  on  an 
evening  spot  with  a  roomy  dance  floor 
and  a  good  orchestra.  If  she's  more 
quiet  or  more  shy  or  along  in  years, 
then  it  calls  for  a  switch  in  plans  to 
an  opening  night  or  a  good  revue  or  a 
play,  with  just  a  stop-over  at  a  night 
club  to  give  her  a  good  view  of  the 
Hollywood  glamor  spots. 

It  doesn't  always  work  out  so  neatly. 

Of  the  four  ministers'  wives  I  have 
escorted,  none  have  demurred  at  the 
night  club  and  one  thoroughly  enjoyed 
the  first  champagne  of  her  life.  Some 
of  the  older  ladies  have  been  the  best 
and  most  enthusiastic  dancers.  A 
couple  of  the  younger  ones  have  just 
wanted  a  quiet  theater  where  they  could 
hold  hands  with  their  boy-friends. 

II OT  to  speak  of  the  eighty-four- 
11  year-old  great-grandmother  who 
brought  both  of  her  daughters — both 
grandmothers,  themselves — along  with 
her  to  Don  the  Beachcomber's.  Every 
now  and  then  one  of  her  anxious 
children  would  lean  over  to  her  and 
say,  "You  all  right,  mama?"  to  which 
she  would  reply,  stoutly — "Don't  you 
worry  none  about  me.  Just  because 
you  can't  take  it  is  no  reason  I  can't." 
The  rich,  exotic  Hawaiian-Chinese 
cuisine  of  the  famous  restaurant  she 
ate  with  great  gusto  and  the  special 
rum-and-pineapple  drinks  she  sipped 
as  if  they  were  nothing  new  in  her 
life  (though  I  knew  they  were).  And 
when  the  evening  was  ended  she  was 
still  raring  to  go;  believe  me,  if  all  the 
clubs  hadn't  been  closed  by  that  time 
I  would  have  liked  to,  too.  We  were 
having  a  wonderful  time. 

By  the  time  lunch  is  over,  the  Queen 
is  a  little  more  collected  and  able  to 
look  forward  to  the  day's  program  I 
outline  to  her.  Of  course,  her  wishes 
are  always  consulted. 

The  studio  tour  comes  next.  The 
Queens  do  appreciate  this.  Many  of 
them  are  tourists  and  they  know,  be- 
cause they've  tried,  the  absolute  impos- 
sibility of  getting  inside  those  big  mo- 
tion-picture studio  gates  on  their  own. 
These  tours  are  a  privilege  the  movie 
companies  rarely  grant. 

Let's  say  it's  the  day  Queen  Greta 


McDonough  and  I,  accompanied  by  her 
husband,  toured  Warner  Brothers.  It 
might  just  as  well  be  RKO  or  Para- 
mount or  any  of  the  others,  but  we  take 
them  in  turn. 

From  the  minute  our  limousine  draws 
up  to  the  entrance,  Queen  Greta  knows 
that  she  is,  indeed,  a  personage.  She 
is  expected.  A  phone  call  from  the 
uniformed  officer  at  the  desk:  The 
Queen  is  on  her  way!  A  studio  man 
comes  in  a  hurry  to  lead  us  through 
the  office  corridors  and  out  onto  the 
sets.  A  peek  at  the  cutting  room,  where 
the  sound  and  film  tracks  are  syn- 
chronized, then  on  to  the  sound  stage. 

The  huge,  lofty  barn-like  rooms  are 
in  what  seems — at  first  glance — to  be  a 
maelstrom  of  confusion.  But  Queen 
Greta  soon  realizes  the  business-like 
method  running  through  all  this  con- 
fusion; the  masquerade-costumed  ex- 
tras chattering  away,  drifting  around 
the  stage — yet  always  on  hand  when  the 
director   yells    "On   stage,   everybody!" 

She  meets  the  beautiful  young  star 
Janis  Paige  and  that  great  comedian 
and  star.  Jack  Carson. 

THEN  we  walk.  Down  one  street  and 
up  another  of  stage  settings,  some  of 
which  she  recognizes  as  backgrounds 
for  pictures  she  has  seen.  Onto  an- 
other, an  outdoor  woodland  setting, 
where  she  has  a  chance  to  meet  and 
talk  with  Shirley  Temple. 

Our  promenade  over,  Queen  Greta  is 
driven  to  Perc  Westmore's  nationally- 
known  beauty  salon.    . 

This  is  strictly  a  woman's  world  and 
I  have  to  take  it  from  my  wife,  who 
knows  about  such  things,  that  the  treat- 
ment and  the  shampoos  and  the  make- 
up and  such  the  Queen  gets  here  are 
not  only  a  welcome  hour  of  relaxation 
in  her  big  day,  but  also  just  what  the 
doctor  ordered  for  her  morale,  to  set 
her  up  smartly  for  the  evening. 

At  five-thirty  the  limousine  again 
picks  up  the  beautified  Queen — and 
we're  off! 

This  is  a  good  time  to  mention  that 
we  always  insist  on  a  third  party  for 
our  evening's  date.  Usually  it  is  the 
Queen's  husband,  sometimes  a  member 
of  her  family  or  just  a  friend.  If  Her 
Majesty's  husband  is  working  and  she 
has  no  friend  available  for  that  night, 
Helen  comes  along.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  my  wife  frequently  comes,  any- 
way .  .  .  whenever  we  can  get  a  baby- 
sitter for  little  Michael. 

It  was  on  such  an  evening  that  Helen 
and  I  met  a  couple  who  have  become 
very  good  friends  of  ours.  The  Queen 
brought  her  husband,  Lieutenant  Jack 
Reeves,  detective  on  the  Los  Angeles 
police  force  along,  and  we  four  dis- 
covered mutual  interests  and  hobbies; 
we  were  of  the  same  age  and  liked  to 
do  the  same  things;  and  a  fine  friend- 
ship has  developed. 

Back  to  Queen  Greta  (what  I  re- 
member most  clearly  about  her  and 
her  husband  were  their  delightful  Irish 
brogues). 

At  Don  the  Beachcomber's  that 
evening  we  dined  on  shrimp  and  spare- 
rib,  roast  duckling  and  rice,  with  a 
flaming  coffee  grog  to  follow. 

Then  on  to  the  outdoor  Greek  Theatre 
in  Griffith  Park  and  to  the  magnificent 
production    of    "Blossom    Time." 

And  we  ended  the  evening  by  a 
visit  to  the  "Chanteclair,"  the  newest 
night  spot  on  Hollywood's  famous  Sun- 
set Strip. 

This  is  a  typical  day.  We  might  end 
it  at  the  Mocambo  or  the  Ambassador 
Hotel's  Cocoanut  Grove  or  the  show  at 
Earl  Carroll's.     Sometimes   it's  varied 
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by  an  opening  night  premiere  of  a 
new  motion  picture  at  one  of  Holly- 
wood's huge  theaters.  Then  the  Queen 
knows  what  it  really  means  to  be 
a  celebrity  among  celebrities.  Her 
chauffeur  expertly  glides  the  limousine 
up  through  the  crowds  of  autograph 
hunters — her  eyes  are  dazzled  by  the 
enormous  spotlights  swinging  back  and 
forth  before  the  entrance,  lighting  up 
the  skies — she  walks  down  the  long 
carpet  from  sidewalk  to  lobby  in  com- 
pany with  all  the  famous  folk  of  stage 
and  radio  and  screen. 

I've  never  yet  met  a  Queen  who 
couldn't  "take"  it.  Who  didn't  hold  her- 
self a  little  more  proudly  than  usual — 
who  didn't  make  me  proud  to  be  seen 
in  her  company. 

I  have  said  before  there  were  em- 
barrassing moments.  Such  as  the 
Queen  with  the  hiccoughs. 

That  whole  day  was  a  riot  of  laughs 
and  the  unexpected.  She  was  such 
a  good  sport  about  it  all — she  couldn't 
help  herself  and  she  wasn't  going  to 
let  a  little  thing  like  that  spoil  her 
fun. 

THESE  were  no  ordinary  hiccoughs; 
not  properly  hiccoughs  at  all.  Years 
ago  she  had  been  wallpapering  a 
ceiling  of  her  home  and  knocked  a 
vertebra  loose  in  her  back.  It  had 
been  doctored,  but  not  entirely  suc- 
cessfully, so  that  every  time  she  turned 
her  head  a  certain  way — she  hiccoughed. 
And  loudly.     Whoppingly. 

On  the  broadcast,  the  radio  audience 
was  in  hysterics — the  Queen  laughing 
as  hard  as  anyone  else.  At  the  General 
Service  Studios  lot  that  day  we  ran 
into  Zasu  Pitts  who  had  just  ac- 
knowledged the  introduction  and  was 
smiling,  friendly — when  the  hiccough 
came.  For  once  the  famous  Zasu  Pitts 
hands  were  absolutely  motionless.  Her 
usually  so-expressive  face  was  frozen 
with  surprise. 

At  Giro's  practically  the  same  thing 
happened.  We  met  Garmen  Gavallaro, 
the  orchestra  leader,  in  the  night  club 
foyer.  Now  Gavallaro  has  always  gone 
out  of  his  way  to  make  Her  Majesty  a 
welcome  visitor;  he  has  a  high  regard 
for  the  radio  show  and  for  the  idea 
that  all  women  should  have  the  chance 
to  be  Queens  once  in  their  lives.  So 
the  hiccough  came  as  a  nasty  shock  to 
him.  He  was  being  extremely  friendly 
as  he  said  "hello':  and  for  just  a  moment 
— as  he  told  me  afterwards — he  thought 
this  nice-appearing  lady  was  crudely 
stating  her  feelings  about  him  in  a  kind 
of  raucous  Bronx  cheer. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  Queens 
was  a  girl  from  Ghina.  Her  mother 
was  French  and  Russian;  her  father 
was  Greek;  and  she  had  lived  all  her 
life  in  the  Orient.  During  the  war  she 
had  been  a  nurse  in  a  Ghinese  hospital 
there. 

This  was  one  Queen  I  did  not  have 
to  entertain.  She  entertained  me — with 
the  fascinating  story  of  her  life  and 
marriage.  It  seemed  that  while  she 
was  still  at  the  hospital,  after  the  war, 
she  met  a  young  American  soldier  in 
the  Army  Intelligence.  Tliey  had  met, 
though  she  didn't  know  it  at  the  time, 
because  he  had  been  detailed  to  watch 
her,  to  observe  her  actions  and  see  if 
there  was  anything  suspicious  about  a 
person  with  her  odd  background. 

They  fell  in  love.  He  asked  his 
Golonel  for  permission  to  marry  her — 
but  instead  Army  Intelligence  assigned 
an  FBI  man  to  watch  them  both. 

It  all  ended  happily.  The  investi- 
gator was  satisfied  they  were  just  two 
nice  kids  in  love  and  she  was  no  Mata 


Hari.  And  he — the  FBI  man — was  best 
man  at  their  wedding! 

Her  request  on  the  broadcast  was  to 
get  a  job  so  she  could  help  out  their 
finances  so  her  husband  could  continue 
his  college  studies.  But  she  had  an- 
other request  to  make  of  me.  Wistfully 
she  asked  if'  I  knew  of  anyone  in  Holly- 
wood who  spoke  Ghinese.  She  was 
homesick  for  the  sound  of  the  tongue. 

This  was  one  time  I  almost  failed  in 
my  duties  to  a  Queen.  So  sure  was  I 
that  one  of  the  waiters  or  captains  or 
headwaiters  at  Don  the  Beachcomber's, 
who  were  Hawaiian  or  Ghinese,  could 
talk  with  her — that  I  promised  rashly. 

But  I  didn't  know  about  dialects.  No 
one  at  Don  the  Beachcomber's  spoke 
Ghinese  as  she  did.  They  were  used 
to  the  Gantonese  and  she  wasn't.  I 
was  about  to  give  up,  when  a  bus  boy 
in  the  kitchen  was  found  who  came 
from  the  same  part  of  Ghina  she  did. 
And  I  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief  at 
the  sight  of  Queen  and  bus  boy  happily 
chattering  away  for  dear  life  in  the 
familiar  tongue  both  had  missed  so 
sorely. 

I  have  been  host  to  four  pairs  of 
twins,  who  had  won  the  royal  scepter 
jointly  for  the  day.  I  have  also  been 
host  to  a  record  mother — a  woman 
married  less  than  two  years  and  who 
had  five  children  at  home.  A  set  of 
triplets  and  one  of  twins.  And  could 
she  dance! 

The  youngest  Queen  I  ever  squired 
was  fifteen-and-a-half  Janet  Blair  who 
won  a  trip  to  Tucson,  Arizona,  as  her 
big  prize  for  the  day.  We  were  all 
astounded  to  hear  from  her  six  months 
later  and  to  learn  that  she  had  met  a 
young  Army  lieutenant  on  that  trip 
and  married  him! 

I  get  frequent  letters  from  ex- 
Queens.  (Also,  once  in  a  while,  from 
would-be  Queens  who  even  offer  bribes 
to  get  the  coveted  role.  It's  some- 
tirhes  hard  to  convince  cynical  people 
that  a  radio  contest  is  on  the  up-and-up 
— but  I  know,  personally,  five  hundred 
women  who  will  vouch  for  that.)  Nom 
of  the  ex-Queens  have  failed  to  saj 
how  much  this  great  event  has  mean1 
to  them.  They  are  especially  kind  tc 
me — during  the  meat  shortage  one  sen1 
me  an  enormous  ham  and  ten  pound; 
of  butter  from  her  own  farm.  Anothei 
presented  me  with  several  white  shirt; 
when  the  stores  simply  didn't  hav( 
any.  Helen  has  received  gifts — a  prettj 
silver  bracelet,  and  clothes  and  toys  foi 
Michael.  A  husband  of  a  Queen,  whos( 
hobby  it  was,  carved  a  sihall  woodei 
head  of  me. 

Swell  people. 

THERE  are  oddities  about  my  job  mos 
people  wouldn't  think  of.  For  in 
stance,  I  must  always  carry  an  extrj 
tie  and  a  man's  coat  in  the  car.  Mos 
night  clubs  require  this  concession  ti 
dressing  up,  even  in  informal  Holly 
wood — and  frequently  a  husband  or  . 
boy-friend  is  unable  to  get  home  ant 
back  between  the  broadcast  (where  h 
might  naturally  go  tie-less  and  open 
shirted)  and  the  round  of  the  evening' 
pleasures. 

I  have  what  amounts  to  about  on 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  spending  ac 
count — just  for  tips  alone.  When  tei 
or  fifteen  minutes  might  throw  us  com 
pletely  ofi  our  busy  schedule,  it's  im 
portant  to  reward  headwaiters  an 
waiters  for  their  prompt  attention  an( 
quick  service  to  our  table. 

It's  still  a  little  surprising  to  me  t 
find  myself  in  such  an  extraordinar; 
job.  I  didn't  start  out  to  make  a  caree 
of    playing    host.      You    might    say 


warmed  up  to  it  gradually — starting 
out  in  the  publicity  and  public  relations 
department  of  a  big  cigarette  manu- 
facturer for  three  years;  then  do- 
ing publicity,  and  just  before  I  did 
my  stretch  in  the  Navy — public  rela- 
tions with  a  big  chewing  gum  company! 

My  Navy  career  ended  abruptly,  dur- 
ing the  war,  in  San  Diego.  Stationed  in 
the  Naval  Hospital  there,  I  contracted 
a  fever  from  the  overseas  shots  which 
affected  my  heart  and  which  prompted 
the  Navy  to  give  me  a  discharge.  My 
ticker  is  as  good  as  ever  now,  but 
they  couldn't  take  a  chance  on  me. 

From  San  Diego  I  came  to  Holly- 
wood and  to  the  USO.  For  three  years 
there  I  was  Associate  Director,  and  I 
guess  I  can  say  I  learned  about  women 
— if  any  mere  man  can  be  so  rash — from 
there.  During  that  time  I  was  in 
charge  of  some  three  thousand  girls, 
who  came  and  went,  acting  as  host- 
esses. 

IT  was  also  there  that  I  met  Helen 
and  was  lucky  enough  to  persuade  her 
to  marry  me.  She  was  a  volunteer 
worker  in  charge  of  the  Sunday  In- 
formation Desk  of  the  USO,  with  five 
girls  under  her  in  her  shift,  at  the  time. 

I  thought  I  had  an  interesting  job 
there  at  the  canteen — booking  orches- 
tras and  shows,  providing  entertain- 
ment for  all  the  lonely  servicemen  who 
flowed  in  and  out  of  Hollywood — being 
master-of-ceremonies  for  some  seven 
hundred  different  shows  there — intro- 
ducing acts — helping  to  run  the  whole 
busy,  complex  place.  But  I  didn't 
realize  what  was  in  store  for  me — 
afterwards. 

Johnny  Masterton,  who  produced 
Breakfast  in  Hollywood,  was  a  fellow- 
member  with  me  of  the  Junior  Cham- 
ber of  Commerce.  We  became  friends. 
He  knew  that  with  the  war  over  I 
would  be  looking  around — preferably 
in  the  field  of  publicity  and  public  re- 
lations. It  was  through  him  that  I  was 
introduced  to  the  Raymond  Morgan 
Agency,  the  agency  that  handles  the 
program,  Queen  for  a  Day. 

Then  came  the  offer.  And  I  was 
stumped. 

Public  relations — yes — hut  what  kind 

of  public  relations  was  this? — escorting 

a  different  woman  five  nights  a  week 

on    a    gay    whirl    of    social    activities? 

Cautiously  I  sounded  theni  out — what 

about   the   other   men   who   had    been 

playing   host   before   me?      There   had 

been   others.      Several    of   them.      And 

I  they  had  all  weakened.     The  pace  had 

I   got  them.     The  free  liquor  had  proved 

I   too  much  in  some  cases   ...   or  they 

1   had  not  fully  understood  that  the  Day 

I   belonged  to  the  Queen  and  was  not  just 

for  their  own  enjoyment. 
I       I  took  it  on  a  temporary  basis. 
I   first  I  talked  it  over  with  Helen. 

Hardly  a  night  goes  by  but  either 
the  Queen  or  her  friends  doesn't  ask 
me  the  same  question:  "But  what  does 
your  wife  think  of  all  this?  Isn't  she 
jealous?" 

I  can  only  say  that  my  wife  is  a  very 
wise  and  understanding  woman.  She 
treats  my  job  as  a  job — she  trusts  me. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  Helen  has  accom- 
panied me  on  too  many  of  the  evenings 
not  to  know  that  my  acquaintance  with 
the  Queens  is  too  brief,  too  busy,  too 
public  to  allow  for  any  sort  of  dalliance. 

And  even  if  that  weren't  true,  she  is 
well  aware  that  I  am  as  I  stated  in  the 
beginning — a  truly  domesticated  family 
man.  Our  weekends  together  are 
never  spent  in  nightclubs.  We  like  to 
take  short  trips— to  take  Michael  to  the 
zoo — to  go  horseback  riding  in  Griffith 


And 


BESTFORM 


BESTFORM     -     GIRDL 


SMOOTH  CONTROL 

Bestform  designs  to 
give  you  a  perfect 
figure.  Satin  faced 
batiste,  boned  front 
and  back  with  four 
panels  of  featherlight   ' 
elastic.  Firm,  comfort- 
able figure  molder. 

In  two  lengths — 14  inchi 
Style  5477—16  inch. 
Style  5677.  In  nude, 
fizet  26  to  34  ,  ,  ,.  5*® 


BRAS    .    ALL-IN -ONES 


aUYS  OF  A  LIFETIME-  FOR  A  LIFETIME 


AT  BIG  SAVINGS 


Bargain  pricei  laclude  Fcdcr 
madt.'  by  Swiss  master  wai 
monc)-back  guarantee.  Deli' 
by    number     Each    watch 


it  tax.  Smart,  accurate  timepieces, 
:hniakers.  Latest  styles.  Written 
try  by  return  mail.  Please  order 
individual!)'   gift   wrapped. 
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Reliable  Men's  Wristwatch 

Smart  Ladies'  Wristwatch 

E^pi-niiye  Iciokjng  mcul  cue.  leathct 

iirup 

No.  101                                  only  Sl.fS 

No.   I01S   u«.ccpt«condhandl     S4.tS 

No.   lOIR    'radium  dnh                 $5.45 

Neat;  di-pcndjblc.  ».ih  accurate   jew- 
elled  miMcmcnt,   Poluhcd   chrome 
<a>e    Stainkni   Steel   e»p»niion   b»nd 
No.   201                            A  find  »t  SI.4S 

Dependable  Men's  7  Jewel  Watcb 

Hjndiomely  d<.-iiei^cd.  Luminou)  di<l. 
i»ccp  second  hand    Ha*  chrome  c*ic, 
M^inlcu  ftMl   Wck     Piti'tkin   tirap. 
He.   170  only  SMS 


Dainty  7  Jewel  Ladies'  Watch 

Adofjbli  tulid.  AicurjK  umckecper. 
Ccnucnc  gold-filled  top.  Stymies)  jteel 
back-   Adjuvtable  COfa  bracelet. 
No.  270  •  only  S14.V5 


Waterproof  15  Jewel  Men's  Watch 

Super-accurate     li     ,e^^el    movement. 

Radium     dial      Sweep    second     hand. 

Siainleii  itetrl  Kfew-back  case.  Siain- 

lea  Steel  cspiirtMOn  bracelei. 

No.  1«0  Special  price  SH.tS 

Send  remittance  and  we  pay  postage.  Or  pay 
postman  C.  O.  D.  plus  a  few  cents  postage. 
Send  for  Complete  Catalog    (M) 


Deluxe  15  Jewel  Ladies'  Watch 

ExquisiiL-ly    M>lcd   in   square   modern 
ca~e.   Optical   cr)'>ial.   Hca\y    silk   ad- 
iu^iable  cord. 
No.  2V0  A  r»c  buy  *l  $16.9S 


R.  W.  SUMMERS.  LTD.,  516  FIFTH  AVE., 


NtW  creamy,  odorless 
LOTION  safely 

REMOVES 
HAIR 


1.  Safe— doesn't  irritate 
normal  skin.  Painless. 

2.  No  clinging  depilatory 
odor— a  pleasant  white 
lotion. 

3.  Not  messy.  Quick — 
rinses  ofif  easily  with 
lukewarm  water. 

4.  No  razor  stubble. 
Keeps  legs  hair-free 
longer.  Economical! 

5.  Removes  hair  close  to 
skin,  leaving  skin  soft, 
smooth  and  alluring. 

Cosmetic  lotion  to  remove  hair 


NAIR 


59^ 

plus  tax 
*'Country's  Largest  Seller" 
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Quick  Tiiis 

Home 

Decoration! 


1.  i  enjoy  a  "new"  kitchen  monthly  by  changing  to 
new  Royledge  patterns  on  shelves,  cupboards, 
etc.  For  a  penny  a  day,  my  kitchen  always  sings 
with  color ! 

2.  I  put  color  harmony  in  closets,  decorating  shelves 
with  gay  Royledge  patterns  that  niatch  room 
colors  and  sparkle  up  the  room. 

3.  I  make  old  lamps  took  new,  trimming  with  lovely 
"left-over"  Royledge  designs.  So  easy,  such  fun. 
See  exciting'  new  Royledge  colors  and  patterns 
now !  Doubl-edge  Royledge  is  shelf  lining  paper 
and  edging  all-in-one— place  on  shelf  and  fold. 
At  5-and-lO's,  naborhood,  hardware,  dept.  stores. 


FAST  RELIEF 

FROM  ITCHING 

SIMPLE   PILES 


•  Here's  a  single  soothing  medicine 
to  speed  relief  from  tortures  of  simple 
piles.  It's  amazing  Pazo*.  Acts  at  once 
to  relieve  pain  and  itching — soothes 
inflamed  tissues — lubricates  dry,  hard- 
ened parts — helps  prevent  cracking 
and  soreness — reduce  swelling  ana 
check  minor  bleeding.  The  help  you 
get  is  wonderful! 

So,  to  speed  relief  from  itching  and 
pain  of  simple  piles,  get  Pazo*.  Your 
doctor  can  tell  you  about  it.  At  all 
druggists'  in  tubes  with  perforated 
pile  pipe  for  simple,  thorough  appli- 
cation— also  tins  and  suppositories. 
*Pile  Ointment  and  Suppositories. 


pREE^w 


CUT  FROM  A/£tV. 
BOLTS  OF  GOODS!/ 


Beautliul  printg.  Large  colorrui  1 
pieces.  Make  child's  play  clothes,  ' 
sun-suits,  rompers,  aprons,  skirts,- ' 
patchwork  QuUts,  lunch  cloths, 
bed  Jackets,  etc.  Full  width  ma- 
terial In  every  bundle.  You'll  be 
delighted.  Three  lbs.  (18  yds.  or 
more)  $1.98  plus  postage.  Sent 
C.O.D.  FREE  —  One  thousand 
yds.  thread  (1,000)  white  No.  50 
free  and  dandy  needleworker's 
book  free  filled  with  patterns, 
plans,  suggestions  and  illustra- 
tions. Satisfaction  guaran- 
teed. IJ  not  perfectly  pleased,  return  remnants 
(keep  thread  and  book)  and  receive  tuil  refund 
IncludlDg  postage.  You  be  the  judgel  You  can't 
lose  I  Get  yours  nowl  Send  no  money.  Juan 
mail  a  card  today. 

KNIGHT'S  REMNANTS,  Dept.  31-M 
8140  Roosevelt  Rd.  Chicago  12,  IlUnola 
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DO  THIS*  Take  just  3  easy  steps  to 
recapture  youthful-looking  hair.  1.  Try 
Mary  T.  Goldman's  hair-coloring  cos- 
metic on  a  single  lock  6f  hair.  2.  Simply 
comb  clear  liquid  through  your  hair. 
3.  Let  dry,  then  arrange  your  hair.  It's 
that  simplel  You'll  see  a  change  that  de- 
lights you.  Hair  looks  young,  vital!  So 
easyl  So  effective  millions  of  women  have 
used  Mary  T.  Goldman's.  Accept  no  sub- 
stitutes. Get  a  bottle  of  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Gray  Hair  Coloring  Preparation  at 
your  drug  or  department  store.  Use  it 


today  on  Money  Back  Guarantee.  Or 

send  coupon  today  for  FREE  TRIAL  kit  I 
"—  —  ^^^^^  —  ^  —  —  ^^  —  —1 
1  MARY  T.  GOLDMAN'S,  L-2  Goldman 
I   Bldg..  St.  Paul  2,  Minn.  Send  FREE 
I  sample.  My  hair  is  color  checked. 


n  Black 
D  Blonde 
D  Auburn 

Name 

Address 

City 


n  Medium  Brown 
D  Light  Brown 
n  Dark  Brown 
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Park.  We  like  my  working  hours. 
Helen  claims  my  job  has  many  advan- 
tages over  the  ordinary  business  day. 
What  other  father  gets  the  chance  to 
know  and  play  with  and  participate  so 
much  in  the  bringing-up  of  his  son? 
Most  men  arrive  home  just  at  bed- 
time for  their  children — I  have  the 
whole  morning  to  be  with  Michael. 

It  may  sound  to  you  like  a  gag,  but 
quite  often  when  Helen  can't  get  away 
for  the  evening,  I  call  up  my  mother- 
in-law  to  go  along.  She  and  I  are 
great  friends. 

So,  with  Helen's  full  approval,  I  be- 
gan my  new  career  as  host.  I  have 
never  regretted  it.  I  soon  forgot  it  was 
to  be  on  a  temporary  basis  only. 

If  my  job  is  seeing  that  others  have  a 
good  time,  believe  me,  the  Queens  cer- 
tainly put  themselves  out  to  be  nice  to 
me,  too.  I  have  never  yet  had  a  really 
arrogant  or  demanding  one.  I  have 
never  had  one  who  was  really  undigni- 
fied or  who  deliberately  made  a  spec- 
tacle of  herself  or  me. 

THEY'VE  given  me  some  wonderful 
rnemories.  Their  generosity,  their 
quick  kindnesses,  their  sense  of  humor 
have  been  wonderful  to  know.  They 
have  prescribed  for  my  colds  and  fished 
aspirin  out  of  their  handbags  if  I 
might,  by  chance,  have  a  headache. 
They  tell  me  their  troubles  and  they 
want  to  know  mine. 

So  many  of  their  wishes — the  wishes 
that  get  them  nominated  as  Queens  on 
the  program — are  not  for  themselves 
but  for  others.  For  a  Seeing-Eye  dog 
for  a  blind  little-girl  neighbor;  for 
help  for  someone  in  trouble. 

Then  there  are  the  odd  wishes.  Like 
the  Scotch  bride  who  came  to  this 
country  to  meet  her  new  soldier-hus- 
band and  was  ashamed  to  write  back 
to  her  mother  about  the  unfriendli- 
ness of  the  Americans.  It  seems  that 
in  Scotland  a  new  bride  is  welcomed 
at  the  railway  station  by  the  full  skirl 
of  bagpipes — and  there  hadn't  been  a 
single  kilt  in  sight  as  she  left  the  train 
in  America.  So — to  make  her  little 
fib  to  her  mother  good — Queen  for  a 
Day  helped  her  completely  re-enact  her 
meeting  with  her  husband — complete 
with  bagpipers,  kilts  and  all. 

Lovely  Jeri  Demick  wanted  to  be  a 
model — and  so  she  is,  every  day  on  the 
Queen  program,  modeling  the  dresses 
the  Queen  gets  as  part  of  her  booty. 

On  the  day  I  escorted  Queen  Greta  I 
also  learned  of  the  request  of  Miss 
Ruby  Stauffer,  one  of  the  losing  con- 
testants. She  had  asked  for  a  male 
escort  not  in  uniform  to  the  Hollywood 
Bowl.  Several  nights  before  she  and 
her  mother  had  been  stopped  by  a 
policeman  late  at  night,  who  was  con- 
cerned by  two  lone  women  driving 
around  Hollywood  at  one-thirty  in  the 
morning.  When  the  officer  learned 
they  were  here  on  vacation  and  knew 
no  one,  he  informed  them  it  was  an 
official  order  that  they  be  ready  next 
Saturday  night  and  the  police  force, 
itself,  would  accompany  them  to  Holly- 
wood Bowl.  While  Miss  Stauffer  ap- 
preciatfed  the  kindness,  she  had  a 
vision  of  people  looking  for  the  hand- 
cuffs if  she  walked  down  aisles  entirely 
surrounded  by  uniformed  cops. 

Queen  Greta  had  won  with  the  wish 
that  she  and  her  husband  could  be 
alone,  for  once.  It  seems  that  even  on 
their  honeymoon  some  years  ago,  a 
brother-in-law  had  come  along. 

Yes,  they  are  wonderful  people — 
all  kinds  of  people — the  nicest,  most 
interesting  women  I  have  ever  known 
To  the  Queens! — long  may  they  reign. 


Ozzie  Takes  a  Tuck 
in  lime 

(Continued  from  page  27) 

is  my  favorite!  And  now  I'll  never  find 
out  how  he  got  out  of  that  rocket  ship 
ii  when  his  X-Ray  supersonic  guns 
jammed  on  him.  And  his  radar  screen 
punctured  by  mosquitoes!" 

At  the  dinner  table  that  evening 
Ozzie  was  still  going  strong  on  the 
subject  of  pimctuality.  And  the  family 
began  to  realize  this  was  not  a  passing 
indignation;  this  was  to  be  a  resolute 
upheaval  in  the  habits  of  the  whole 
Nelson  household — if  they  weren't 
careful. 

"It's  one  of  the  most  important 
virtues  a  person  can  possess,"  he  ex- 
pounded to  the  obediently-listening 
Harriet  and  Ricky  and  David.  "Look 
what  terrible  things  can  happen  when 
you're  late.  A  battle  lost  for  the  want 
of  a  nail!  You  miss  a  train  and  your 
whole  life  could  be  changed.  You  come 
late  to  the  office  and  you  get  fired  from 
the  job.  A  young  man  comes  an  hour 
late  for  his  date  and  his  girl  marries 
someone  else." 

"DUT     I     didn't,"     protested     Harriet. 

D  "Marry  someone  else,  I  mean.  And 

it  wasn't  an  hour — it  was  two  weeks." 

Ozzie  winced.  "That's  just  what  I 
mean.  What  you  have  suffered  all  these 
years  because  of  my  thoughtlessness!" 

"Oh,  Ozzie."  And  Harriet  broke  into 
her  infectious,  chiding  laugh.  "We  love 
you,  just  as  you  are,  don't  we,  fellows?" 

But  the  boys  looked  meaningfully 
at  each  other.  This  conversation  had 
opened  up  new  avenues  of  thought  for 
them. 

David  spoke  up.  "There's  something 
in  it.  Mom.  Our  teacher  makes  us  stay 
after  school  if  we  aren't  there  on  time. 
And  it  just  came  to  me  that  if  I  didn't 
have  to  wash  my  face  and  ears  in  the 
morning,  I'd  never  be  late.  I  think 
getting  places  is  more  important  than 
getting  clean  don't  you,  Ricky?" 

But  Harriet  squelched  this  mutiny 
firmly.  "It's  possible  to  do  both,  you 
know,  boys." 

"Your  Mother's  right,  David.  Just 
allow  plenty  of  time  for  everything  you 
need  to  do.  Nothing  comes  of  putting 
things  off  to  the  last  moment.  If  people 
know  they  can  expect  you  on  time,  they 
begin  to  respect  you  and  look  up  to  you. 
When  you  walk  down  the  street  they 
say  'there  he  goes — you  can  set  your 
watch  by  that  Ozzie   Nelson!'" 

"Now  they  say — 'there  he  goes  .  .  . 
my  goodness!  it  must  be  the  middle  of 
the  morning  and  the  ironing  not  done 
yet!'" 

Ozzie  gave  Harriet  a  reproachful 
look.  "Well,  I've  turned  over  a  new  leaf. 
I  should  think  my  family  would  ap- 
preciate it." 

"Oh,  we  do!"  hastily.  "Don't  we,  fel- 
lows?" And  Harriet  quickly  changed 
the  subject.  "I  think  we  have  a  dinner 
date  with  the  Andersons  tomorrow 
night.  Didn't  you  say  the  boys  were 
invited,   too?" 

"Yes — and  I  know  John  Anderson 
said  6:30  dinner,  so  let's  bear  that  in 
mind." 

After  dinner  Ozzie  strolled  across  the 
lawn  to  see  his  neighbor,  Thornberry, 
to  line  up  their  usual  Saturday  morning 
golf  game. 

But  Thorny  got  in  the  first  word — 
and  the  second — and  the  third. 

" — and  for  Pete's  sake,  Ozzie,  let'e  try 
to    get    there    before    the    <"ourse     is 


H  you've  objections  to  cold  infections  . . . 
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THE  BOX  WITH  THE 
BOW  ON  TOP 


V. 


©1947,  Sitroux  Inc. 


YOU  MAKE  $25  FOR 

SELLING  FIFTY  $1.00  BOXES 

50  beauli/ul  aa&orttd  ChriBtmae  cards  eell  for 

onlv  $1.00.  your  profit  50c.  Write  today  for  free 

Bumples  50  and  25  for  SI. 00  utid  other  Ijoxr^t- 

oo  approval.  If  coats  notliinK  to  try. 

CHEERFUL  CARD   CO..    Dept.    U-7.   White   Plai 


WRITE 

FOR 

SAMPLES 

ON 
APPROVAL 


STAMMER? 

This  new  128-page  book.  "Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction."  describes  the  BogueUnit  Metbod 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammerlne  and  stut- 
tering— successful  for  46  years.  Benj.  N.  Bogue 
Dept.  7501.  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4,  Ind. 


Wear  Your 
LUCKY. 


January — Carnef 
Feb — Amethyst 
Mar — Aquamarine 
Apr — White  Sapphi 
May — Emerald 
June — Alexandrite 
July — Ruby 
Aug — Peridot 
Sept — Sapphire 
Oct — Rose  Zircon 
Nov — Topaz 
Dec — Zircon 
iiniulated 


Fine  stones,  clustered  togetheir 
for  dazzling  brilliance,  set  in 
the  full  richness  of  10-kt  Cold 
Choice  of  all  birthstone  colors.. 


How  to 
Measure 
Ring 
Size 
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NEW  BISSEUS^ SWEEP  WITH  NO  PRESSURE! 


New  "Bisco-matic"*  Brush  Action 

turns  the  trick!  Adjusts  the  brush 
automatically  to  any  rug,  thick  or 
thin,  an«/where  .  .  .  without   the 
slightest  pressure  on  the  handle! 
Just  glide  the  sweeper  with  one 


hand  to  get  a  perfect  pick-up  . . . 
even  under  beds  and  chairs! 

Available  now  in  limited  quanti- 
ties at  Bissell  dealers  only— com- 
plete with  "Sta-up"  Handle  and 
the  new,  easier  "Flip-0"  Empty. 


NEW  BISSELL  SWEEPERS 

with  patented  "Bisco-matic"  Brush  Action 


BBQ.   U.  S.   PATENT  OFF. 


BISSELL  CARPET  SWEEPEB   CO.,   tlWANO   WAP103  tj    MICH, 


TEETH  should  show 
in  your  smile 
HEVER  in  your 
HAIR-DO 

Teeth  never  show 
with 


KANT-SUP*  COMBS 

Because  only  Kant-Slip  Combs  have 
CONCEALED  Tight-Gripping  Teeth 

Only  Goody  Kant-Slip  Combs  have  this  overlapping  pat- 
ented construction   making  the  teeth  invisible  in  your  hair 


ONLY 

lOc 


Available  tn 
a  variety  of  popular  sizes  otleading 
5  and  10c  stores  and  notion  counters. 


•  REO.  TRADEMARK 


FOR    BETTE-R    HAIR    AIDS 
BETTER    REACH    FOR    GOODY 


100 


make  sure  off 

fhts  accepted  modern  wayf 
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crowded  with  people.  Every  Saturday 
we're  late  and  we  have  to  wait  for  the 
foursomes  to  go  first,  and  then  we  get 
up  to  the  first  hole  and  you  have  to 
brush  away  every  darned  ant  and  shave 
away  every  blade  of  grass  before  you 
putt!  Just  for  once — just  for  the  sake 
of  my  sanity — try  to  get  up  on  time. 
I've  got  every  inch  of  your  gravel  drive- 
way scraped  up,  pitching  pebbles  at 
your   bedroom   window." 

Ozzie  had  been  trying  manfully  to 
stem  the  tide  of  words.  Now  he  suc- 
ceeded. "Not  this  Saturday  morning! 
Thorny,  you  see  before  you  a  new  Ozzie 
Nelson—" 

"What,    again?" 

" — and  tomorrow  morning  I'll  be 
getting  up  under  my  own  steam.  You 
won't  have  to  come  over  and  holler 
for  me,  Thorny." 

"At  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  you're 
going    to    get   up — by   yourself?" 

Ozzie  sighed.  Where  was  man's  faith 
in  man?  "Thorny,  you  have  no  ideals. 
You  have  no  vision.  You're  an  evil  man, 
Thorny — but  you  just  wait  and  see!" 

Aijd  sure  enough,  for  once,  Ozzie 
didnH  forget  to  set  the  alarm  for  six 
o'clock.  It  was  true  that  Harriet  did 
have  to  shake  him  and  hold  the  ring- 
ing clock  right  under  his  ear  to  wrench 
him  out  of  sleep — but,  just  the  same,  it 
was  only  five  minutes  after  six  when 
Ozzie  staggered  out  of  bed  and  into  his 
shower. 

ONCE  dressed,  he  felt  wonderful.  It  was 
good — there  was  something  early- 
pioneer-American — in  getting  up  like 
this  at  the  crack  of  dawn.  And  Ozzie 
felt  a  fond  protectiveness  for  his  fam- 
ily, sleeping  away  while  he  was  up 
and   energetically   about. 

He  tiptoed  out  of  the  room,  down 
the  hall  and  to  the  stairs. 

"Wait  a  minute."  He  stopped,  with 
one  foot  poised  to  take  the  first  step. 
"Let  me  see — is  it  the  first  and  third 
and  seventh  steps  that  creak?  Or  is  it 
the  even  ones?  I  don't  want  to  make 
any  noise  and  wake  Harriet,  now  that 
she's  back  to  sleep — let  me  see — I'm 
sure  it's  the  second  and  fourth.  No, 
maybe  it's  the  fifth,  not  the  fourth — " 

Not  that  fourth  step,  Ozzie!  Be  care- 
ful of  that  fourth  step!  It's  too  dark 
for  you  to  see  it,  but  nestling  under 
the  tread — right  where  your  foot  can't 
miss  it,  is  a  roller  skate.  Watch  it, 
Ozzie! 

"Let  me  see — hmmmm — I'll  try  the 
first — "  creak!  " — darn  it,  that  was  the 
wrong  one!  The  third — no,  the  fourth, 
better  make  it  the  third — "  creak, 
crack!  Ozzie  held  his  breath.  Had  h^ 
waked  anyone?  But  there  was  no  sound 
from  the  bedrooms.  "Now.  This  time 
I've  gotta  be  sure.  Is  it  this  one  or  the 
next — ?"  For  a  moment  his  foot 
hovered  over  the  fourth  step,  over  the 
unseen  roller  skate — jiggled  up  and 
down  in  uncertainty — and  then  he  was 
safely  past.     He  had  picked  the  fifth. 

But,  though  he  had  unknowingly 
missed  a  roller  skate,  he  unerringly 
hit  every  single  creaky  stair,  all  the 
way  down. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stairs  he  listened. 
But  there  was  still  no  movement  from 
David  or  Ricky  or  Harriet,  so  he  drew 
a  sigh  of  relief  and  went  on  into 
the  kitchen. 

What  a  world!  While  he  squeezed 
his  orange  juice,  Ozzie  looked  happily 
out  of  the  kitchen  window  at  the  first 
streaks  of  rosy  dawn  lightening  the 
sky  and  outlining  in  sharp,  clean,  fresh 
strokes  the  houses  and  well-kept  lawns 
and  white  fences  of  the  neighborhood. 
What  a  difference  it  made,  seeing  it 
like   this!      Ozzie   inhaled   deeply,   ex- 
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panding  his  chest.  He  felt  like  an 
early  bird,  getting  his  orange  juice. 

Carrying  his  glass  of  juice,  Ozzie 
retraced  his  steps.  He  had  forgotten 
sweater  and  golf  clubs  upstairs. 

"This  time  it'll  be  easy.  I  just  have 
to  count  back  and  remember  which 
steps  were  the  ones  that  creaked — 
let  me  think,  I  hit  the  first  from  the 
top  and  the  third  and  the  fifth,  or 
was  it  the  sixth?"  He  looked  up  the 
staircase  and  tried  to  remember.  It 
was  still  very  dark  in  here,  in  the  in- 
side hall  of  the  house.  "I  distinctly 
recall  it  was  the  third  to  the  last  step — 
I  was  counting — but  wait  a  minute! — 
did  I  count  the  floor  as  one  step  when 
I  came  down  or  didn't  I?"  Hesitantly 
he  poised  a  foot,  wavered  it  back  and 
forth,   and   then   retreated   again. 

"Pull  yourself  together,  man,"  he 
told  himself,  sternly.  "You  gotta  take 
a  chance!" 

So  saying  he  plunged  ahead  up — 
creak,  creak,  creak — up  the  stairs — the 
tenth  step,  the  eighth,  the  sixth,  the 
fourth — no!  he's  missed  the  fourth!  he's 
vaulted  by  and  is  safe  on  second! 

Again  he  paused  and  listened.  Again 
no  sounds  of  awakening.  He  crept  softly 
into  the  bedroom,  retrieved  his  golf- 
bag,  stuffed  his  sweater  into  the  top 
of  it,  and,  carrying  golf-bag  in  one 
hand  and  orange  juice  in  the  other — 
congratulating  himself  on  his  Indian- 
Uke  stealth — he  came  back  to  the  stair- 
case. 

fPHIS  time  he  had  no  need  to  worry. 
1  Those  creaking  steps  are  etched  in  his 
mind.  No  need  to  count.  Just  walk  on 
down — down 

CRASH!  And  the  whole  house  shook 
with  the  reverberations.  Thump, 
bump !  went  Ozzie  and  golf-bag  and 
roller  skate  over  and  over  down  the 
length   of   the   stairs. 

The  front  door  flew  open.  Bedroom 
doors  banged.  Footsteps  rushed  along 
the   upstairs   hall. 

"Ozzie — what  happened?  Are  you 
hurt?"  Harriet  peered  around  the  stair- 
well. 

Two  small  faces  squeezed  through 
the   bannisters. 

"Good  for  Pop!  Ricky — I  told  you 
Pop  would  find  that  roller  skate  for 
us!" 

"Ozzie — what    happened?" 

But  it  was  Thorny  who  answered — 
Thorny  who  had  come  through  the 
front  door  just  in  time  to  see  Ozzie 
and  golf  bag  rolling  down  the  stairs — 
Thorny  who  was  helping  the  recumbent 
early   American   to   his   feet. 

"It's  nothing,  Harriet.  He  should 
know  better  than  to  try  to  drink  a 
glass  of  orange  juice  when  he's  falling 
down    stairs!" 

"Just  the  same,"  groaned  Ozzie,  as 
he  limped  out  the  door,  "we're  going 
to  be  on  time  for  your  golf  game." 

And  so  they  were.  Or,  that  is,  they 
would  have  if  been  they  hadn't  run  out 
of  gas.  Right  in  front  of  a  gas  station, 
too.  But  then,  how  was  Ozzie  to  know 
that  that  particular  gas  station  didn't 
open  up  in  the  mornings  until  seven- 
thirty? 

All  in  all,  it  wasn't  too  good  a  be- 
ginning. 

But  never  let  it  be  said  that  a  Nelson 
backed  down  at  the  first  wayward  turn 
of  Fate.  He  had  set  his  shoulder  to 
the  wheel;  he  had  put  his  feet  in  the 
path  of  punctuality;  his  face  was  to  the 
clock;  he  had  turned  over  a  new  leaf. 
He'd    be    on    time    if    it    killed    him. 

Back  at  the  house  after  the  golf  game 
he  went  in  search  of  Harriet  for  com- 
fort, but  she  was  busy  in  the  kitchen. 
,  It  was  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue  to  ask 
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her  to  postpone  lunch  until  he  had 
taken  a  short  nap  and  soothed  his  ach- 
ing muscles,  but  he  stopped  just  in 
time.  He  had  a  presentiment  that  some- 
time in  his  lecture  of  last  night,  he 
had  mentioned  having  meals  on  time 
from  now  on.  A  hasty  shower  helped 
some,  but  he  was  still  grogg  as  he 
sat  down  to  lunch. 

"Pop,  do  we  get  our  allowances  to- 
day?" Ricky  piped  up  before  Ozzie 
could  swallow  his  first  mouthful. 

"Guess  you'll  have  to  wait  until  Mon- 
day,  boys.   I  haven't  any   change." 

Two  pairs  of  eyes  stabbed  at  him. 
"But  that's  two  days  late,"  they  pointed 
out.    "Late!"  accused  David,  ominously. 

"Okay,  okay.  I'll  go  down  to  the 
drugstore  right  after  lunch  and  change 
a  dollar  bill,"  he  promised  hastily. 

"You'd  better  change  a  five,  dear," 
Harriet  spoke  up.  "I'm  going  to  Mil- 
dred Bell's  wedding  shower  this  after- 
noon and  we're  all  chipping  in  to  pay 
for  the  tea-set  for  her." 

"Are  you  going  out  this  afternoon?" 
A  frown  creased  Ozzie's  forehead. 
"Don't  forget  we  have  that  dinner  date 
with  the  Andersons  this  evening.  We 
mustn't  be  late." 

"AH,  I  have  plenty  of  time,"  Harriet 
U  assured  him.  "I'll  be  back  by  five 
and  we  don't  have  to  be  there  until 
six-thirty.  There'll  be  time  to  get  the 
boys  and  myself  ready.  Your  cuff- 
links are  on  top  of  the  dresser  and 
your  socks  are  all  mended  and  in  your 
top  drawer  so  we  won't  have  to  rush — ■ 
oh,  by  the  way,  is  there  gas  in  the  car? 
We  don't  want  that  to  make  us  late  for 
dinner." 

Ozzie  looked  at  her  suspiciously.  Had 
Thorny  said  something  to  her?  "I  filled 
it  this  morning,  Harriet,"  he  answered, 
with  dignity. 

After  his  quick  trip  to  the  drugstore 
and  the  paying  out  of  allowances,  Ozzie 
had  the  house  to  himself.  Harriet  had 
gone  to  her  wedding  shower  and  the 
boys  were  out  in  the  back,  playing 
football. 

He  tried  to  be  calm.  There  were  five 
hours  to  pass  before  Harriet  would 
return.  It  was  no  use  worrying.  They 
didn't,  actually,  have  to  leave  the  house 
before  six-ten  to  get  to  the  Andersons 
promptly  for  dinner. 

But  still  Ozzie  worried. 

Somehow,  he  didn't  feel  his  family 
were  taking  his  new  resolution  as  seri- 
ously as  he  was.  Or,  rather,  they  didn't 
realize  for  themselves  how  fleeting 
time  was — how  important  it  was  to 
snatch  old  Time  by  the  forelock  and 
make  hay  while  the  sun  shone.  Rest- 
lessly, Ozzie  prowled  through  the  house. 

He  stopped  to  look  out  the  back  win- 
dow. No,  the  boys  certainly  didn't  seem 
concerned.  At  least,  shouldn't  they  come 
in  once  in  a  while  and  glance  at  the 
clock,  or  ask  him  what  time  it  was? 
Ozzie  looked,  himself.  It  was  only 
two-thirty — but  still  he  couldn't  get 
over  his  presentiment  that  unless  they 
were  all  careful  something — anything 
— might  happen  to  delay  them  for  the 
dinner. 

Don't  put  off  until  tomorrow — why 
not,    don't   put   off   until   five    o'clock? 

"David — Ricky — come  in  here,  boys." 
Ozzie  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Maybe 
Harriet  would  be  late  coming  home. 
Well,  there  was  nothing  he  could  do 
about  that,  but  at  least  he  could  have 
the  boys  ready. 

"What   is    it.    Pop?" 

"Now,  listen,  fellows.  I  know  it  seems 
early  to  you  and  we  do  still  have  a 
couple  of  hours,  but  don't  you  think 
we  should  be  making  preparations  for 
getting  ready  for  dinner?     You  know 
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it  is  always  a  rush  at  the  last  minute. 
Let's  surprise  your  mother.  Let's  all 
be  dressed  and  ready  when  she  comes 
home." 

"But — gee — it's  three  hours  till  five 
o'clock." 

"Only  two  and  a  half." 

"It  wouldn't  take  me  two  and  a  half 
hours,  even  if  I  washed  my  ears!" 
Ricky   was   outraged. 

"Well,  why  not  change  your  clothes 
and  get  cleaned  up  now  and  then  play? 
That  way,  we  won't  be  taking  any 
chances." 

"Okay,  Pop,"  the  boys  were  resigned. 
"But  life  certainly  is  getting  difficult 
around  here  these  days,"  David  added, 
gloomily. 

In  a  fine  glow  of  purposeful  activity, 
Ozzie  supervised  the  boys'  cleaning-up, 
hurrying  between  bathroom  and  bed- 
room until  he  was  satisfied  they  were 
at  the  stage  where  they  could  handle 
the  rest  themselves.  Then  he  hied 
himself  to  his  own  room  and  to  chang- 
ing his  own  clothes. 

He  whistled  as  he  dressed,  feeling 
buoyed  up  with  the  sense  of  things 
accomplished,  with  the  righteous  spirit 
of  a  man  who  keeps  a  resolution.  This 
was  the  way  to  live — no  dilly-dallying 
around — no  wasting  of  precious  mo- 
ments.    Be  beforehand. 

Which  tie  should  he  wear?  His 
hand  went  to  the  tie-rack,  selecting 
one,  rejecting  it,  considering  another. 
Then  he  remembered.  There  was  that 
special  tie  he  had  bought  and  never 
worn  because  it  seemed  too  loud.  Now 
bright  orange  polka-dots  seemed  the 
perfect,  the  final  touch  he  wanted  to 
celebrate   this  day. 

"All  ready,  boys?" 

The  three  of  them  met  at  the  head 
of  the  stairs  and  marched  down, 
slightly  self-conscious  in  their  best 
suits  and  shining  faces,  their  buttoned- 
up  shirts  in  the  middle  of  a  Saturday 
afternoon.  Into  the  living  room  they 
marched   and   all   three   sat   down. 

"11/ ELL?"  Ozzie  felt  uncomfortable, 
11  uneasy,  as  the  boys  sat  and  looked 
at  him.  "What's  the  matter?" 

"What  do  we  do  now?"  David  asked. 
"We  can't  go  out  and  play  in  the  fort. 
We'll  get  dirty." 

"It's  up  to  you,  Pop."  Ricky  folded 
his  arms. 

"Uh— let's  see — no,  David! — don't 
play  with  your  train — "  David  had 
made  a  motion  toward  the  cupboard. 
"You'll  get  your  hands  greasy.  Let's 
see.  I  know  what,  boys — let's  tell  ghost 
stories." 

"In  the  middle  of  the  day?  When 
it's  so  light?    How  can  you  get  scared?" 

"That's  right.  Well,  then,  let's— 
Ricky,  sit  up  straighter.  You're  getting 
your   shirt   collar   wrinkled." 

Ozzie's  own  collar  was  wilting 
slightly.  He  was  beginning  to  lose  that 
fine  edge  of  enthusiasm.  It  was  hot 
and  uncomfortable,  sitting  so  stiffly 
and  carefully — and  with  two  hours 
more  of  this  stretching  out  ahead  of 
them. 

He  had  an  inspiration. 

"How    about    a   game    of   checkers?" 

They  just  looked  at  him.  David  sank 
his   chin   into   his    hand. 

"Well,  what  did  you  do  in  school  to- 
day?"  brightly. 

"Wasn't    any.       It's    Saturday." 

"Oh.  I'll  tell  you  what — let's  go  up 
in  the  attic  ahd  stack  up  magazines 
and  tie  them  for  your  paper  drive  at 
school.  You  want  your  class  to  win 
the  prize,  don't  you?" 

The  response  to  this  was  less  than 
eager,  but  still  the  boys  did  trail  up 
after  him.      Ozzie   congratulated   him- 
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When  the  Children 
are  Constipated- 

Give  them  the  Laxative 
they  love  to  tal<e! 

Forcing  a  child  to  take  a  strong, 
nasty-tasting  medicine  upsets  the 
parents  as  well  as  the  child.  Next 
time  your  youngster  needs  a  laxative, 
give  him  Ex-Lax!  He'll  love  its  deli- 
cious chocolate  taste — ^not  a  bit  like 
medicine! 

Ex-Lax  gets  results  easily,  com- 
fortably. It  isn't  violent  or  upsetting 
like  some  laxatives  are.  When  you 
give  the  children  Ex-Lax,  they'll 
hardly  know  they  have  taken  a  laxa- 
tive, except  for  the  satisfying  relief 
they  get. 

Yet,  gentle  as  it  is,  you  can  depend 
on  Ex-Lax  to  give  the  youngsters 
thorough  relief.  It  is  biologically 
tested  for  effective  action.  Many  doc- 
tors use  it  in  their  practice. 

And  don't  forget — Ex-Lax  is  just 
as  good  for  grown-ups  as  it  is  for 
children.  It's  America's  most  widely 
used  laxative — over  iO  million  boxes 
sold  annually!  Take  Ex- Lax  yourself 
and  as  a  precaution  use  only  as  di- 
rected. Still  only  10^.  Economy  size, 
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"whirling  spray^ 
SYRINGE     <, 
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When  your  baby  suffers  from 
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of  Dr.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion  on 
the  sore,  tender  little  gums  and 
the  pain  will  be  relieved  promptly. 

Dr.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion  is 
the  prescription  of  a  famous  baby 
specialist  and  has  been  used  by 
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baby  for  the  entire  teething  period. 
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TEETHING   LOTION 
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self.  There  would  be  no  running  and 
jumping  around,  nor  getting  into  dirt, 
and  he  could  watch  that  they  sat  on 
nothing  but  clean  newspapers.  This 
way  they  were  killing  two  birds  with 
one  stone,  getting  a  job  done  that  they 
had  been  putting  ofl  all  week  and 
keeping  clean  at  the  same  time. 

Five   o'clock. 

"Yoohoo!"  Harriet  called  as  she 
hurried  into  the  house.  "Where  is 
everybody?  Ozzie  —  David  —  Ricky — 
where  are — oh,  there  you  are!"  The 
door  to  the  attic  had  opened  and  the 
three  of  them  came  through.  "We'd 
better  hurry  if — oh,  my  goodness! 
Ricky,  look  at  you!  David,  your  new 
suit — cobwebs  all  over  your  collar." 

Ozzie  took  a  good  look  at  his  sons, 
astonished.  It  was  true.  Even  though 
he  was  prepared  to  swear  that  neither 
of  them  had  so  much  as  moved  from 
his  newspaper-covered  seat,  yet  both 
were  undeniably  dirty,  undeniably 
mussed.  Yet  it  had  been  he  who  had 
had  to  rush  around  that  warm  attic, 
lugging  bundles  of  magazines  to  the 
boys  so  they  could  pile  them  in  neat 
little  stacks;  it  was  he  who  had  to  lift 
those  stacks,  wind  them  in  twine  and 
tie  them;  he  who  had  smashed  his 
fingers  in  the  knots.   Ozzie  sighed. 

"  11 ARRIET— believe  me,  we  only 
11  wanted  to  get  ready  early  so  you 
wouldn't  have  to  worry  about  the  boys 
and  they'd  be  out  of  your  way.  We 
were  just  trying  to  help,  weren't  we, 
fellows?" 

Into  Harriet's  eyes  came  a  twinkle 
and   she   laughed. 

"That's  really  sweet  of  you,  Ozzie 
dear,  and  I  do  appreciate  it.  And  it 
really  won't  take  me  long  to  get  their 
faces  washed  again  and  take  the  dry 
cleaner  to  that  spot  on  Ricky's  knee 
and  there  are  more  clean  shirts  for 
them  and  that  torn  button  won't  take 
a  second  and  I'm  sure  the  newsprint 
will  come  off  their  hands,  if  we  scrub 
hard   enough." 

"Well,  at  least  I'm  all  dressed." 

But  Harriet  gave  him  a  searching 
look. 

"Ozzie,  dear — are  you  going  to  wear 
that   tie?" 

"Why  not?     Don't  you  like  it?" 

Harriet  looked  at  David.  David 
looked  at  Ricky.  Ricky  looked  at  Har- 
riet. All  three  again  exchanged  grave 
looks  of  confirmation,  then  closed  their 
eyes  and  shuddered. 

"Okay — ^okay!  I'll  change  it — I'll 
do  anything!  But  hurry!  We're  going 
to  be  late!" 

They  did  hurry.  While  Harriet  took 
charge  upstairs,  Ozzie  paced  the  hall 
below,  watch  in  hand,  getting  more 
nervous  as  the  minutes  fiew  by.  But 
promptly  at  ten  minutes  after  six — 
it  seemed  almost  a  miracle — David  and 
Ricky  clattered  down  the  stairs,  their 
faces  shining  clean  and  their  suits  neat 
and  pressed,  while  Harriet  hurried  be- 
hind them,  her  coat  over  her  arm. 

"You  see?"  Ozzie  pointed  out  to 
them.  "We  can  be  on  time,  if  we  really 
put  our  minds  to  it."  He  held  Harriet's 
coat  for  her  to  slip  into.  "It's  just  a 
matter  of  allowing  ourselves  plenty  of 
leeway,  of  planning  beforehand.  You 
three  go  on  to  the  car  while  I  lock  up." 

This  done  he  rushed  down  the  steps, 
almost  colliding  with  two  firmly- 
planted    figures    in   his    path. 

"Ricky — David — come  on,  fellows! 
What  are  you  standing  here  for?" 

"Pop,    we    can't   go." 

"You  can't — "     This  was  too  much. 

Ricky  shook  his  head.  "We  forgot. 
This  is  Saturday  and  you  promised  us 
we  could  listen  to  Curly,  the  Cowboy, 
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on  the  radio.  And  it  goes  on  at  six- 
fifteen  and  it  will  be  over  by  the  time 
we  get  to  Mr.  Anderson's,  Pop." 

Ozzie  could  hardly  speak.  Frustra- 
tion choked  his  throat.  If  they  waited 
until  after  the  program,  they'd  be 
twenty   minutes   late   for   dinner. 

"Look,  boys — "  he  pleaded. 

" there's    a    radio    in    the    car!" 

Harriet  called  out.  And  just  in  the 
nick   of   time. 

And  so  they  arrived  at  the  Ander- 
son's— on    time. 

Or,  that  is,  they  would  have  been 
there  on  time — but  how  was  Ozzie  to 
know  that  you  weren't  supposed  to 
make  a  right-hand  turn  into  the  An- 
derson's street  against  the  light,  and 
how  could  he  know  that  a  policeman 
would  be  waiting  there  on  the  corner? 

Still,  they  were  there  at  seven — if 
not  at  six-thirty.  Which  proves  con- 
clusively that  you  can  be  punctual  if 
you  only  set  your  mind  to  it. 

It  is  unimportant  to  the  moral  of  our 
story  and,  anyway,  Ozzie  always  stoutly 
maintained  that  it  was  Harriet's  fault 
— that  they  arrived  at  the  Andersons 
for  dinner  on  Saturday — and  had  been 
invited   for   Friday. 


Ready-made  Rooftree 

(Continued  from  page  59)  proper  tools 
and  had  to  borrow  them  from  a  neigh- 
bor. That  meant  carrying  them  up  the 
hill  when  we  were  ready  to  use  them 
and  down  again  when  we  finished. 
Somehow,  though,  it  never  seemed  to 
be  hard  work  as  much  as  something  we 
were  doing  because  we  enjoyed  doing 
it.  At  any  rate,  by  the  time  the  house 
was  delivered  we  had  the  underbrush 
and  trees  cleared  away  and  the  ground 
leveled." 

The  house  consists  of  three  ten-foot 
units,  placed  in  line  and  partitioned  at 
one  end  to  form  a  living  room  twenty- 
five  feet  long  and  a  kitchen  five  feet 
wide.  "As  much  of  a  kitchen  as  we 
need,"  Julie  pointed  out,  "because  we 
like  to  cook,  meats  especially,  in  the 
fireplace  and  in  summer  we  do  nearly 
all  the  cooking  on  the  outdoor  grill." 

They  have  put  a  number  of  "extras" 
into  the  house,  of  course.  The  big  living 
room  fireplace  is  one  extra,  complete 
screening  of  doors  and  windows  is  an- 
other, and  so  is  the  insulation  which 
Julie  considers  essential  for  year  round 
comfort.  Charles,  who  has  a  talent  for 
such  things,  put  in  the  insulation  him- 
self, using  a  commercial  insulating 
board  faced  with  walnut  veneer,  which 
gives  the  effect  of  solid  walnut  paneling. 

They  have  maintained  the  free  gra- 
cious feeling  of  the  large  living  room  by 
using  a  minimum  of  furniture,  much  of 
which  Charles  designed  and  built. 

The  pond  is  almost  an  extension  of 
the  living  room,  offering  skating  in 
winter,  swimming  and  fishing  (four 
bass,  each  over  two  pounds,  is  the 
record  day's  catch)  in  summer.  Then, 
too,  there  is  the  garden  where  Julie, 
who  has  a  green  thumb,  raises  the  red- 
dest tomatoes  and  the  purplest  eggplant 
you  would  ever  want  to  see. 

But  even  with  all  this  outdoor  play- 
ground they  want  to  enlarge  the  house 
and  this  they  can  do  easily  by  adding 
on  other  pre-fabricated  units.  They 
haven't  decided  just  how  they  want  to 
do  it;  perhaps  convert  it  into  a  T-  or 
L-shape.  Clearing  and  leveling  won't 
be  so  difficult  or  time  consuming  for  the 
addition  as  for  the  first  venture,  how- 
ever; their  jeep,  and  the  tractor  in 
which  they  own  a  half  interest  will 
finish  it  up  in  no  time. 


Double-Duty  Nose  Drops  Work 
Right  Where  Trouble  Is  I 

Instantly  —  when  you  put  a  few  drops  of 
Vicks  Va-tro-nol  in  each  nostril  — it  starts 
right  to  work  to  bring  grand  relief.  It 
quickly  relieves  snifHy  head  cold  distress 
.  .  .  opens  up  cold-dogged  nose  and  lets 
you  breathe  easier  again.  And  Va-tro-nol 
helps  prevent  many  colds  from  develop- 
ing if  used  at  that  first  warning  sniffle  or 
^mm^^mm^^  sneeze.  Just  try  it! 
■vl^nlv^C  Follow  directions 
^P  l^llm^P    in  the  package. 

VA-IRO-NOL 


Chest  Cold  Misery 

Relieved  by 

Moist  Heat  of 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
POULTICE 


SIMPLE 


CHEST  COLD 
SORE  THROAT 
BRONCHIAL 
IRRITATION 
SIMPLE 

SPRAIN,  BRUISE 
SORE  MUSCLES 
BOILS 


The  moist  heat  of   an 


ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poul- 
tice relieves  cough, 
tightness  of  chest  mus- 
cle soreness  due  to  chest 
cold,  bronchial  irritation 
and  simple  sore  throat. 
Apply  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice  just  hot  enough 
to  be  comfortable — then  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  on  that  cough, 
tightness  of  chest  muscle  soreness. 
Does  good,  feels  good  for  several  hours. 

The  moist  heat  of  an  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice  also  reduces  swelling:  and  relieves  pain 
due  to  a  boil,  simple  sprain,  bruise,  or  similar 
injury  or  condition  and  limbers  up  stiff,  aching 
muscles.  Get  ANTIPHLOGISTINE  MEDICATED 
POULTICE-DRESSING  in  tube  or  can  at  your 
drug  store  NOW. 


x4ntipli 


ogistme^ 

MEDICATED  POULTICE-DRESSING 

The  White  Package  with  the  Orange  Batu^  \ 
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A    New   Fashion   Gains   Popularity 

BUSTLINE  Glamour 


For  YOU  in 
2  Minutes 


Latest  Stylish  "Life-Like 

Bust  Cups"  for  Glamour 

Curves! 

Why  continue  to  feel  self. 
conscious  about  your  flat- 
looking  bustline?  Men  are 
always  attracted  by  an  al- 
luring: shapely  bustline— 
the  hey  to  feminine  appeall 


Now  at  last,  you  too.  can  be  ad- 
mired,  like  the  thousands  of 
Other  delighted  women,  by  giving 
vourself  a  NATURAL-LOOKING, 
^•UP  AND  OUT"  BUSTLINE  with 
these  new,  stylish  "Life-Like 
Bust  Cups.*'  Gaining  popularity 
with  a  good  many  stars,  models 
and  fashionable  women  every- 
where! 

Now  Wear  All  Dresses, 
Blouses,  Sweaters,  etc., 
with  Bustline^Confidence! 

Our  Super  Quality  "Life-Like  Bust  Cups"  are  easily  placed 
inside  any  bra  in  a  jiffy!  Then  presto  you  are  ready  to  wear 
any  dress,  blouse,  sweater,  bathing  suit,  no  matter  how  re- 
vealing the  clothes  may  be — and  proudly  display  beautiful 
curves!  THEY  ARE  SOFT.  FLEXIBLE  AND  NATLTRAL 
LOOKING!  Made  of  a  special,  smooth,  flesh-like  rubber. 
Designed  by  expert  figure  stylist  to  cleverly  fit  any  size 
form,  like  one  made  to  order.  Very  light,  soft  and  com- 
fortable to  wear.  Always  keeps  its  shape,  will  not  crushi 
Stays  in  place.  Washes  easily.  Removable — worn  in  all  bras. 

SEND    NO    MONEY!  ^^^t   be^comp^lSely    d°e- 

^■-■■*'    "*'    ifiWlWtai    I  lighted     with     your    new 

appealine  life-like  bustline  after  10  Day  Trial  ...  or  YOUR 
MONEY  BACK  GUARANTEED.  Only  $2.98  a  pair.  You  would 
gladly  pay  much  more  to  gain  self  confidence  with  this  new 
figure!     Mail  Coupon  NOW! 


FREE  10  DAY  TRIAL  COUPON! 


TESTED  SALES.  Dept.   R-7611 

20  Vesey  Street,  New  York  City 

Rush  to  me  a  pair  of  "LIFE-LIKE  BUST  CLTS"  In 
plain  wrapper.  I  will  pay  postman  on  delivery  S2.98 
plus  postage.  If  after  10  days,  I  am  not  completely 
satisfied,  I  may  return  merchandise  for  my  money 
back. 


NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE.. 


Wliat  marks  a  package 

First  Class  Mail? 

What  sends  it  Special 

without  fail? 


MAILING  LABELS 

|At  Stationery  Departments  Everywhere 


TIRED  EYES  THRILL  TO 

§ALE  EYE-GENE 

Relieved  in  SECONDS! 

Wonderful  EYE-GENE!  Just 
two  drops  in  your  eyes  that  are 
tired  or  irritated  from  wind, 
glare,  overwork,  lack  of  sleep 
or  smoke — will  relieve,  rest, 
refresh,  clear  them  in  seconds. 
Use  it  every  day.  EYE-GENE 
is  positively  harmless.  26fi,  60^, 
and  $1  in  handy  eye-dropper 
bottles  at  ^-^Si °SAj''i«5v. 
Druggists  y^Guaromeed  by*^ 
everywhere.  I  Good  Housekeeping  i 
Insist  on  ^<:s»A>m,ms^^ 
EYE-GENE  1       


Relieved,  rested, 
cleared  the  next! 


Pie  is  Perfect 

(Continued  jrom  page  57) 

and  back  30  to  35  minutes.   Makes  one 
9-inch  pie. 

Mississippi    Pecan    Pie 

3  eggs,  slightly  beaten 
V4  cup  sugar 
11/4  cups  dark  corn  syrup 
Vi  teaspoon  salt 

1  teaspoon  vanilla 

1  cup  pecan  halves 

1  9-inch  unbaked  pastry  shell 

Combine  all  ingredients  except  pastry 
shell  and  stir  thoroughly.  Pour  into 
shell.  Bake  in  a  very  hot  oven  (450°  F.) 
10  minutes  then  reduce  heat  to  moder- 
ately low  (325°  F.)  and  bake  30  minutes 
or  until  a  knife  inserted  in  center  comes 
out  clean.    Makes  one  9-inch  pie. 

Lemon  Meringue  Pie 

IVz  cups  sugar 
Vi  cup  cornstarch 
%  cup  sifted  flour 
Vi  teaspoon  salt 

2  cups  boiling  water 

3  eggs,  separated 

2  teaspoons  grated  lemon  rind 

6  tablespoons  lemon  juice 

2  tablespoons  butter 

1  9-inch  baked  pastry  shell 

6  tablespoons  confectioners  sugar 

Combine  sugar,  cornstarch,  flour  and 
salt  in  a  saucepan;  gradually  stir  in 
boiling  water.  Cook,  stirring  constantly, 
until  mixture  thickens,  then  continue 
cooking  over  low  heat  for  15  minutes, 
stirring  occasionally.  Beat  egg  yolks 
slightly  and  add  lemon  rind  and  lemon 
juice.  Stir  into  cooked  mixture  and 
cook  2  minutes,  stirring  constantly.  Add 
butter.  When  slightly  cool  pour  into 
pastry  shell.  Beat  egg  whites  until  stiff 
but  not  dry.  Add  confectioners  sugar 
gradually,  beating  constantly  until  mix- 
ture holds  its  shape.  Spread  over  filling 
in  shell.  Bake  in  a  moderately  low  oven 
(325°  F.)  15  to  20  minutes  or  until 
meringue  is  lightly  browned.  Makes 
one  9-inch  pie. 

Custard    Pie 

3  eggs 

V2  cup  sugar 
1/4  teaspoon  salt 

1  teaspoon  vanilla 

3  cups  milk,  scalded 
1/2  teaspoon  nutmeg 

1  8-inch  unbaked  pastry  shell 

Beat  eggs  slightly  and  stir  in  sugar, 
salt  and  vanilla.  Gradually  add  milk, 
stirring  constantly.  Pour  into  pastry 
shell.  Sprinkle  with  nutmeg.  Bake  in 
a  very  hot  oven  (450°  F.)  15  minutes 
then  reduce  heat  to  moderately  low 
(325°  F.)  and  continue  baking  25  min- 
utes or  until  a  knife  inserted  in  the 
center  of  the  pie  comes  out  clean.  Makes 
one  8-inch  pie. 

For  Cocoanut  Custard  Pie,  add  1  cup 
grated  cocoanut  to  the  uncooked  mix- 
ture, then  make  as  above. 

Butterscotch  Meringue  Tarts 

1  recipe  Pastry  (see  above) 

1  cup  brown  sugar,  firmly  packed 


MILES 


When  your  nerves  occaaion- 
aily  get  Jit-Jit-Jittery  try 
Miles  NERVINE.  Use  only 
as  directed.  AU  drug  stores 
-two  forms — Liquid  Nerv- 
1  ine  or  Effervescent  Tablets. 


NERVINE 


FREE 
BOOKLE 


LEG      SUFFERERS 

Why  continue  to  suffer  without  attempt- 
ing to  do  .'something?  Write  today  for  New 
Booklet— "THE  LIEPE  METHODS  FOE 
HOME  USE."  It  tells  about  Varicose 
Ulcers  and  Open  Leg  Sores.  Liepe  Methods 
used  while  yoa  walk.  More  than  40  years  of 
success.  Praised  and  en-  , 
dorsed  by  multitudes. 

LIEPE  METHODS,  3284  N.  Green  Bay  Ave. 

Dept.    M-12.    Milwaukee.   Wisconsin 


LEARN  NURSING  AT  HOME 


Earn  while  learning  -  Opportunities  everywhere 
THOUSANDS  NEEDED  NOW 

Demand  for  Nurses  today  greater  than  ever 
before!   Profitable,   interesting  career. 

HOSPITAL  TRAINING 
{optional)  in  hospitals  near  own  locality. 
High  school  not  necessary.  No  age  limit. 
Get  the  facts  today  I  ffTTTVnmTI 
FREE  PLACEMENT  "''^*^*^^"'' 
Post  Graduate  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
Dept.  2-IOB,  10  E.  Erie  St.,  Chicago  1 1,  III. 


PHOTO-RING 


Any   Photo   or   Picture  of 

Sweetheart,    Relative  or  Friend 

reproduced       perma-       ^ 

nently  in  this  beau-  i&~H 
tiful  onyx  like  ring  *}r  H 
featuring     the     New  ■ 

Magnified    Setting!      Will    last   a    lifetime!      Inde-  ■ 

structible!  Waterproof!  Enclose  strip  of  paper 
for  ring  size.  Pay  postman  plus  a  few  cents 
postage.  If  you  send  cash  we  pay  postage, 
(Photos    Returned.) 


Eiptrtly 
painted 
2Sc  extra) 


PHOTO   MOVETTE    RING   CO..    Dept.    M-3t   CINCINNATI.   O. 

COULD  YOU  BE  A  RADIO  ACTOR? 

Maybe  You  Have  Hidden  Acting  Ability! 

Send  One  Dollar  for  4  Radio  Scripts  Complete  with 
Producer's  Notes  and  Instructions.  All  Prepared 
by  Radio   Network   Personnel. 

Write   Name,  Age,  and  >4ddress  I'llainly  to 

NETWORK    PERSONALITIES— Dept.    G 

333  No.  Michigan  Avenue  Chicago  1,  ill. 


SENSATIONAL 
FREE  OFFER! 

(For   Blondes   Only) 

Just  return   this   advertisenient  with  TWO   DIMES 
for  our  16-page  booklet.  "The  New  Art  of  Lighten- 
ing Hair."     We  will  include  TKEE  a  regular  $1.00 
size  package  of  a  Famous  Hair  Lightener. 
If  you  have  'light  ends'  and  'dark  root'  problem  you 
will  be  amazed  at  the  thrilling  results.     Any  shade 
from  golden   to  platinum.     Applied  In  cream  form. 
ONE  TIME  OFFER!  Good  Only  If 
You    Send    This    Entire    Advertisement 
Address:  Free  Sample  Dept.  2511 
Box  #10  Prince  Station 
New  York  12,  N.  Y. 


"Get  Relief 
with  Green 
IVIountain 
Astlimatic 
Compound" 


SEND  TODAY 


Thoiisands  of  people 
have  learned,  that 
Dr.  Guild's  GREEN 
MOUNTAIN 
ASTHMATIC 
COMPOUND  brings 
welcome  relief  from 
asthmatic  misery. 
On  sale  at  nearly  aU 
drug  stores.  Cigar- 
ettes, 50»i.  Powder, 
25»!  and  $1.00.  Cau- 
tion: Use  only  as 
directed.  If  your 
dealer  cannot  supply 
you,  order  direct. 
Write  J.  H.  Guild 
Co.,  Dept.D18,Ru- 
pert,  Vermont. 

FOR  FREE  SAMPLE 


FOOT  RELIEF 


Instant-Acting 

Soothing 

Cusliioning 

Foot  Piaster 


To  instantly  relieve  painful  shoe 
friction  and  pressure  on  corns, 
sore  toes,  callouses,  bunions, 
tender  spots — use  Dr.  Scholl's 
Kurotex— a  flesh  color,  cushion- 
ing, superior  type  moleskin.  Cuts 
to  any  size.  Sold  everywhere. 


DrScholls  KUROTEX 


>  neat,  expensive  -  lookinff 
Genuine  Dtamond  chip  Bridal 
Pair  IB  ffloriously  deaierned  in 

f~  learning  lOKGold  with  brilliant 
NUINE  chip  DIAMOND.  Now! 
"orpriceof  one.  Gift  Boxed! 
*aypoBtman$5.46plQ8  20% 


■trip  of  paper  for  fiiiffer  size.  Satisfaction  Guaranteed.  Order  Todayl 

WORLD  WIDE  DIAMOND  CO.  Sl'sVs  '^''SiSS^,,tlV:Z 


Get  Well 

QUICKER 


From  Your  Cough 
Due  to  a  Cold 


FOLEY'S 


Honey  &  Tar 
Cough  Compound 


■M^^  DUE    TO    CAVITY    • 


GEl'  QUICK.  amu/iDK  relief  by  placinj  Denfe  Tooth 
Gum— or  Drops — in  cavitv  of  acliiiiic  tooth.  Follow 
directiono.  Cavity  toothaene  frequently  strike-  wh»n 
you  can't  see  dentiBt.  Be  prepared.  Aek 
your  druicKiat  for  paokage.  Keep  handy  for 
children  too. 


l^rUTT'C  TOOTH   CUM^ 
UCri  I    9  TOOTH     DROPS 


'  ^^^Adress  for  every  day  within  your  means.  As- 
Borted  Styles.  Colors  and  Materials.  USED  but 
CLEANED — Some  may  need  repairs,  sizes  12  to  18 
only.  Send  $1.00  deposit,  balance  C.O.D.  plus 
posUBB.  SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED  or  pur. 
chase  price  refunded  T'romptly.  FREE  CATALOG. 
OUR    BETTER    DRESSES    (used)  4         C3   QR 

Sizes    12   to  20   and    38  to  44  FOR    *»■**» 

COTTON   DRESSES  (used). ...SIorS2.9S  Sizes 

OUR    BETTER    GRADE 3for$2.SS      12  to  20 

CHILDREN'S    DRESSES    (used) 6  for  $2.45  Sizes 

OUR     BETTER    GRADE 6forS3.00      1     to    10 

COLUMBIA     MAIL     ORDER     CO. 
548   Grand   St.  Oept.    1S2F  New   York   2,    N.    Y. 

4^/ Checked  may//// 

Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema.  ath« 
lete'8  foot,  scabies,  pimples  and  other 
Itching  conditions.  Use  cooling,  medi- 
cated D.D.D.  Prescription.  Greaseless, 
stainless.  Soothes,  comforts  and  checks 
Itching  fast.  35c  trial  bottle  proves  It — 
or  money  back.  Don't  sulTer.  Ask  your 
druggist  today  for  O.D.  D.  Prescription. 


ii     BARBECUE  ASH  TRAY 


ALSO  AN  INCENSE  BURNERI 

It's  different!  It's  beautiful!  It'suse- 

j  f  ul . .  .  attractive  for  home  and  office. 

Handcolored  to  look  like  the  real  fire* 

stones.  Smoke  curls  out  the  chimney. 

^Holds  Benerous  supply  of  cigarettes 

and  matches.  Has  metal  ^replace 

^  grill  cover  which  lifts  out  to  re- 

Imoveashes.   Ideal  gift.  $1.98— 

I  includes  a  package  of  incense. 

JLliNOIS  MrRCHANOISE  MART 

Dept.i48i.A.t227  LOYOLA  Avenue,  Chicago  26,  Illinois 

[]  Rush  Barbecue  Ash  Tray  C.O.D.  for  91.93  on  moaey  bacli  gnarsiitee. 


Vz  cup  flour 
Vs  teaspoon  salt 

3  eggs,  separated 

2  cups  milk 

2  tablespoons  butter 

1  teaspoon  vanilla 

6  tablespoons  sugar 

Roll  pastry  on  a  lightly  floured  board 
to  about  Vs-inch  thick.  Cut  in  rounds, 
allowing  for  depth  of  individual  tart  or 
muffin  tins.  Fit  pastry  over  inverted  tins 
and  trim  edges.  Flute  edges  if  desired 
and  prick  tarts  with  a  fork.  Place  pans, 
pastry  side  up,  on  a  baking  sheet  and 
bake  in  a  very  hot  oven  (450°  F.)  for  12 
to  15  minutes.  Remove  from  pans  and 
cool.  Place  shells  inside  tins  to  fill  and 
bake. 

Mix  together  brown  sugar,  flour  and 
salt.  Gradually  stir  in  egg  yolks  and 
milk.  Cook  over  hot  water,  stirring  fre- 
quently until  thick.  Add  butter  and 
vanilla  and  cool.  Pour  into  baked  tart 
shells.  Beat  egg  whites  until  stiff  but  not 
dry.  Add  sugar  gradually,  beating  con- 
stantly until  mixture  holds  its  shape. 
Spread  over  filling  in  baked  tart  shells. 
Bake  in  a  moderately  low  oven  (325°  F.) 
20  minutes  or  until  lightly  browned. 
Makes  4  large  or  8  small  tarts. 

Jam    Pinwheels 

From  left-over  scraps  of  pastry  make 
pinwheels  as  pictured  at  the  top  of  the 
photograph.  Pile  trimmings  in  layers 
and  roll  out  to  Vs-inch  thick.  Cut  with  a 
sharp  knife  into  3-inch  squares.  In  each 
square  make  a  cut  about  1-inch  long, 
diagonally  from  each  corner  towards  the 
center.  Place  a  teaspoonful  of  your 
favorite  jam  in  the  center  of  each 
square.  Fold  corners  towards  center, 
pinwheel  fashion.  Place  pinwheels  on 
a  cookie  sheet  and  bake  in  a  very  hot 
oven  (450°  F.)  10  to  12  minutes  or  until 
pastry  is  lightly  browned. 

Orange  Chiffon  Pie 

1  tablespoon  unflavore<i  gelatin 
Va  cup  orange  juice 

1  tablespoon  lemon  juice 
%  cup  sugar 
y4  teaspoon  salt 

4  eggs,  separated 

1  teaspoon  grated  orange  rind 

1  9-inch  baked  pie  shell 

Place  gelatin,  fruit  juices,  sugar,  salt 
and  egg  yolks  in  top  of  a  double  boiler 
over  boiling  water.  Cook  and  whip 
with  a  rotary  beater  about  7  minutes  or 
until  thick  and  fluffy.  Remove  from 
heat;  add  orange  rind  and  cool  slightly. 
Whip  egg  whites  until  stiff  but  not  dry, 
and  fold  into  cooked  mixture.  Pile  into 
baked  pie  shell  and  chill  in  refrigerator 
until  firm. 

Chocolate  Sponge  Pie 

1/4  cup  butter  or  margarine 
1  cup  sugar,  divided 
3  tablespoons  enriched  flour 
6  tablespoons  cocoa 
3  eggs,  separated 

1  teaspoon  vanilla 

2  cups  milk 

1  9-inch  unbaked  pie  shell 

Cream  butter;  add  %  cup  of  the  sugar, 
and  beat  until  fluffy.  Stir  in  flour  and 
cocoa.  Add  egg  yolks,  one  at  a  time, 
and  beat  well  after  each  addition.  Stir 
in  vanilla  and  milk.  Beat  egg  whites 
until  stiff;  gradually  beat  in  remaining 
sugar,  and  continue  whipping  until 
whites  stand  in  peaks.  FoM  egg  whites 
into  chocolate  mixture,  and  turn  into 
unbaked  pie  shell.  Bake  in  a  very  hot 
oven  (425°  F.)  15  minutes,  then  reduce 
heat  to  moderately  low  (325°  F.)  and 
continue  baking  for  30  minutes. 


Be  g'entle  widi  a  queasy,  uneasy,  upset 
stomach.  Take  soothing  PEPTO-BISMOL. 

This  pfeasanMasting  preparation  is  noa- 
alkaline,  non-laxative,  non-constipating.  It 
spreads  a  soothing,  protective  coating  on 
irritated  stomach  and  intestinal  walls,  thus 
helping  to  calm  and  quiet  common  diges- 
tive upsets.  Get  a  bottle  jrom  your  druggist 
today.  If  you  do  not  get  prompt  relief,  con- 
sult your  physician. 
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PHOTO    ENLARGEMENT 

Size  8  X  10  Inches 

on  DOUBLE-WEIGHT  PAPER 

>  for  full  lenirth  or 

Itroops,  landscapes,    o  *-.- ffl    Or 

a.  etc.,  or  onlarKO-  3tOr$l.Z5 
y  part  of  p^ooD.  p,„  j5„  f„r 
makinq  nega- 
tive,    1/    you 

SEND  NO  MONEY  jiTirphoto, 

nei?ative  or  snapshot  (any  size)  and  receive  your 

en1arK«munt.  truurantoed  fadeless  on  beautiful 

double-weight  portrait  quality  paper.  Pay 

postman  unly  S7c  plus  postage  or  send  60c  und 

we  pay  postairo   if  you  send  neifative.  Add  25c  for  makinK  nejjcativo 

if  you  send  photo.     Send  your  photos  or  negatives  today. 

PROFESSIONAL  ART  STUDIOS 

100  East  Ohio  street  Dept.  1SS7-PA       Chicago  (11),  III. 

FREE    PROOF 

That    You    May    Change    Yourself    in    7    Weeks! 

I  lic-se  actuali 
I  tfls  of  Doris 
li.  1  tel  of  New 
I  York  show  her 
bcforeandafter 
[taking  the  fa- 
j  mous  John  Rob- 
jert  Powers 
\Home  Course, 
I  under  the  guid- 
'ance  of  lovely 
Grace  Eden.  "Now  my  friends  say  I'm  attractiveV 
says  happy  Dons.  And  you.  too,  may  acquire  the 
poise,  charm,  and  self-confidence  of  a  Powers  Girl 
Model  in  only  7  short  weeks — at  home.  EDEN- 
IZED-POWERS  GIRL  TRAINING  helps  you  get 
more  out  of  life.  Write  today  for  booklet,  "The 
Powers  Way."  It's  yours  free. 

JOHN  ROBERT  POWERS  HOME  COURSE 

247    Parl<   Ave.,    Suite    L1087,    New   Yorl<    17,    N.    Y. 
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STORIES  OF  STARS 


FULL'COLOR  PHOTOS 


Where  Does  Gable  Go  From  Here? 

Hollywood's  most  sought-after  actor  and 
most  eligible  escort — Clark  is  still  on  top  of 
the  screen  world.  And  what  does  the  future 
promise?  Louella  Parsons  tells  Gable's 
plans  in  the  new  November  PHOTOPLAY. 


llVhy  Judy  Almost  Collapsed  ... 

No  rumors  in  PHOTOPLAY— but  the  truth 
about  Judy  Garland's  health.  And  good 
news  for  Garland  fans! 


'~^ 


New  Slant  on  Grant! 

He's  a  man  of  many  moods — Gary  Grant — 
and  you'll  explore  all  of  them  in  Maxine 
Arnold's  fascinating  feature  in  November 
PHOTOPLAY. 


PLUS 

Exciting  exclusives  on  Cornel  Wilde, 
Betty  Button,  Margaret  O'Brien,  Gene 
Tierney,  Gregory  Peck,  Shirley  Temple, 
Deborah  Kerr,  Rita  Hayworth,  Guy 
Madison  and  Gail  Russell. 
Thrilling  four-color  photos  of  Clark 
Gable,  Betty  Hutton,  Deborah  Kerr, 
Rita  Hayworth,  Shirley  Temple. 
Fall  fashions  to  fit  your  budget — 
modelled  by  Ella  Raines,  Lois  Collier, 
Jane  Greer,  Frances  Rafferty. 

All    this    and    mach    more    in   the    new    November    PHOTOPLAY 

Get  your  copy  today 
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Juvenile  Juror 

(^Continued  from  page  25) 

Jury,  Mr.  Dan  Ehrenreich.  It  was  his 
regular  time  for  interviewing  children, 
so  there  were  seven  or  eight  other  boys 
and  girls  there,  besides  me.  He  talked 
to  us  and  asked  us  what  our  problems 
were  and  pretty  soon  we  were  all  dis- 
cussing them,  just  as  if  we'd  been  on 
the  air.  Mr.  Ehrenreich  was  awfully 
nice,  and  said  he  thought  mine  was  a 
very  interesting  question,  and  he'd  call 
me  if  he  wanted  me  to  go  on  the  pro- 
gram with  it. 

That  was  last  November,  and  for 
about  three  weeks  we  didn't  hear  from 
him  at  all.  I  decided  he  didn't  think 
the  problem  was  interesting  enough. 
But  all  of  a  sudden,  one  day,  he  called 
up  and  asked  if  I  could  go  on  the  next 
Sunday's  program,  not  as  one  of  the 
Jury,  but  as  a  guest,  to  present  my 
problem.  Mother  asked  me  if  I  wanted 
to,  and  of  course  I  said  I  did,  so  she 
told  Mr.  Ehrenreich  I'd  be  there. 

IT  first  I  guess  I  was  a  little  bit 
nervous.  The  program  is  broadcast 
from  a  theater  on  Fifty-second  Street 
in  Manhattan,  and  as  soon  as  Mother 
and  Dad  and  I  got  there,  an  hour  or 
so  before  air-time,  Mr.  Ehrenreich  took 
me  downstairs  to  a  room  where  the 
Jury  children  were  waiting  to  meet  me. 
I  found  out  later  that  although  the 
children's  parents  bring  them  to  the 
playhouse,  Mr.  Ehrenreich  always  asks 
them  to  wait  somewhere  else  and  let 
all  the  children  and  him  be  alone  to- 
gether for  that  hour  just  before  the 
broadcast.  Mother  says  it's  because 
parents  are  always  more  nervous  than 
the  children,  and  so  it's  better  for  them 
not  to  be  around  just  then,  and  I  expect 
she's  probably  right. 

Anyway,  I  felt  a  little  strange,  not 
knowing  anyone,  but  Mr.  Ehrenreich 
introduced  us  all,  and  we  sat  around 
and  talked,  and  he  played  the  piano  and 
we  sang  together,  and  in  no  time  at 
all  it  was  as  if  I'd  known  the  others 
all  my  life.  I  wasn't  scared  a  bit  when 
we  finally  went  up  onto  the  stage  and 
the  broadcast  started. 

Pretty  soon  it  was  my  turn,  and  Mr. 
Barry  introduced  me  to  the  studio 
audience  and  asked  me  to  present  my 
problem  to  the  Jury.  You've  probably 
been  wondering  just  what  my  problem 
was.  Well,  it  was  this:  My  sister  Joan 
is  fifteen  years  old,  and  every  once  in 
a  while  she  has  some  of  her  high-school 
friends  come  to  the  house  in  the 
evening.  Whenever  this  happens  I  like 
to  stay  downstairs  and  talk  to  her 
guests,  because  it  is  kind  of  like  a 
party  and  I  enjoy  parties.  But  Joan 
always  says  I  am  too  young,  and  ought 
to  go  up  to  my  own  room  and  not  bother 
her  and  her  friends.  So  that  was  my 
problem,  and  I  asked  the  Juvenile  Jury 
what  they  thought  about  it — was  Joan 
right,  or  was  I? 

One  boy — I  think  it  was  Dickie,  but 
I  can't  quite  remember — said  I  should 
tell  my  mother  and  father  to  get  me  a 
baby  brother  or  sister  to  play  with,  and 
then  I'd  have  company  and  wouldn't 
be  interested  in  bothering  Joan.  We 
all  laughed  at  that  idea,  because  we 
knew  he  was  just  joking.  The  rest  of 
them  talked  it  over,  and  they  finally 
decided  that  while  I  had  a  right  to 
meet  Joan's  friends,  she  had  a  right 
to  entertain  them  herself,  in  private, 
and  so  I  should  stay  downstairs  for  five 
minutes  or  so  after  they  all  came  into 
the  house,  and  say  hello  to  them,  then 
go  on  up  to  my   own  room,   and  not 


When  kidneys 

WorkTooOflen 

Are  you  embarrassed  and  Inconvenienced  by  too 
frequent  elimination  during  tlie  day  or  night?  This 
symptom  as  well  as  Smarting  Passages,  Backache, 
Leg  Pains,  Nervousness,  Rheumatic  Pains  and  Swol- 
len Ankles  may  be  due  to  non-organic  and  non- 
systemic  Kidney  and  Bladder  troubles.  In  such  cases 
the  very  first  dose  ol  the  scientifically  compounded 
medicine  called  Cystex  usually  goes  to  work  right  now 
helping  you  these  3  ways:  1.  Helps  nature  remove 
irritating  excess  acids,  poisonous  wastes  and  certain 
germs.  2.  This  cleansing  action  helps  nature  alleviate 
many  pains,  aches,  soreness  and  stiffness.  3.  Helps 
reduce  frequent  night  and  day  calls,  thus  promoting 
better  sleep> 

Get  Cystex  from  your  druggist  today.  Give  It  a 
fair  trial  as  directed  on  package.  Money  back  giiar- 
anteed  unless  Cystex  satisfies  you. 
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I  Lovely  Bolid  sterling  I 

I  silver  cushion  shape  I 

I  set  riog  in  your  own  [ 

BIrthstone  Color 

given    for   selling  4  I 

boxes  Rosebud  Salve  I 

at  25c  euch  remitting  | 

thell.OOtous.  Send  I 

No  Money.    Order  | 
4  Rosebud  Sa  I  ve  by  one  ceo  t  postcard. 
(Will  mail  ring  and  4  salve  now,  if  you  send  $1 .00  with  order.) 

ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO.  Box  70.  WOODSBORO.  MARYLAND. 
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EASY  TO  LEARN  AT  HOME 

Belp  fill  the  need  for  Trained  Practical  Nursei 
in  your  community  or  travel.  Wayne  Train- 
ing Plan,  welcomed  by  doctors,  prepares  you 
for  experience — at  home  in  spare  time.  Many 
earn  while  learning.    NO  HIGH  SCHOOL 
NEEDED.   Ages  18  to  65  accepteS.  Nurses 
Outfit  included.  Easy  payments.  Informa- 
tion &  sample  of  lessons  Free.  Write  today. 
Wayne  School  of  Practical  Nursing.  Inc., 
2301  N.Wayne Av.Desk  G23,  Chlcagol4,IU. 
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DIAMOHD 
RINGS 


A  beautifully  matched  set 
of  solitaire  and  wedding 
ring  with  10  sparkling  imi- 
tation diamonds;  trulyrich- 
looking  rings  made  in  Yellow 
Gold-Piate  or  Sterling  Silver. 
SEND   NO   MONEY! 

Jastsend  name,  address  and  rini^rsize. 
Pay  postman  od  delivery  plus  20%  Fed. 
"ax  and  postage  charges  on  money  back 
uarantee.  Plastic  tfift  box  is  50c  extra. 
CLARK  RING  CO.,  Deot.  674, 
BOX  5151,  CHICAGO   80,    ILL. 


LEARN 

MILLINERY 

AT  HOME 

Design  and  make  exclusive  hats  under 
personal  direction  o(  one  of  America's 
noted  designers.  Complete  materials, 
blocks,  etcT,  furnished.  Every  step  Illustrated.  You  make 
.exclusive  salable  hats  right  from  the  start.  Begin  a  prof- 
itable business  in  spare  time.  Low  cost,  easy  terms. 

LOUIE   MILLER  SCHOOL  OF   MILLINERY 
225   North  Wabash  Avenue,   Deptl9ll,      Chicago   I,   III. 
Please  send  me  your  FREE  catalog  describing  your  training 
course  in  professional  millinery. 

Print . 
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iddress— — 


bother  them  any  more.  As  one  of  the 
Jurors  said,  I  probably  wouldn't  like  it 
if  Joan  came  and  tried  to  horn  in  when 
I  was  playing  with  friends  of  my  own 
age. 

And  that's  how  we've  finally  decided 
to  arrange  things  at  home,  whenever 
Joan  has  company.  Except  that  if 
Joan  should  serve  ice  cream  and  cake, 
or  anything  else  that  I  particularly  like, 
she  always  saves  some  of  it  for  me  to 
have  the  next  day. 

I  thought  that  would  be  the  end  of 
my  broadcasting  career,  but  I  guess  Mr. 
Ehrenreich  liked  me,  or  needed  another 
Juror,  or  something — anyway,  the  mid- 
dle of  the  following  week  he  called  and 
asked  me  to  go  on  the  Jury  the  next 
Sunday.  Since  then,  I've  been  on  both 
the  radio  and  television  broadcasts 
pretty  regularly — not  every  week, 
though,  because  Mr.  Ehrenreich  shifts 
the  Jurors  around  to  get  variety. 

It's  a  lot  of  fun,  particularly  the 
television  shows.  We  always  have  an 
hour  of  playing  and  talking  ahead  of 
time,  and  I've  made  friends  of  other 
jurors,  like  Patsy  Walker  and  Glenn 
Mark  Arthur,  Dickie  Orlan,  and  all  the 
others,  boys  and  girls  I  wouldn't  even 
have  known  if  I  hadn't  gone  on  the  air. 
Sometimes  celebrities  come  to  the 
studio,  like  Mr.  Lauritz  Melchior,  the 
opera  singer,  who  was  there  one  after- 
noon and  talked  to  us.  He  was  awfully 
nice,  just  grand,  and  later  on  he  sent  me 
a  picture  of  himself,  autographed  "To 
Peggy  Bruder  from  her  friend  Lauritz 
Melchior." 

We  see  other  celebrities  on  Thursday 
nights,  because  our  television  studio  at 
NBC  is  right  next  to  the  studio  where 
the  Music  Hall  is  broadcast,  and 
while  we  are  waiting  for  our  own  show 
to  go  on  the  Music  Hall  people  are  com- 
ing in  for  their  final  rehearsal.  We 
hang  around  in  the  hall  and  catch  them, 
and  get  their  autographs.  I  have  Lucille 
Ball's  and  Edward  Arnold's  and  Brian 
Donlevy's  and  quite  a  few  others. 

PEOPLE,  friends  of  Mother's,  ask  her, 
"Aren't  you  afraid  Peggy  will  get  a 
swelled  head  and  turn  into  a  little 
showoff,  now  that  she's  on  the  radio?" 
But  really,  I  think  it  has  been  the 
other  way  around,  because  I  know  that 
there's  a  danger  I  might  get  like  that 
so  I  try  extra  hard  not  to.  Besides, 
my  own  friends  at  school  in  Brooklyn 
aren't  much  impressed  because  I'm  on 
the  air.  They're  glad,  and  like  to  lis- 
ten to  me  or  watch  me  if  they  have 
television  sets,  but  they  don't  think  it 
makes  me  anybody  special. 

Except  one  little  boy,  who  lives  on 
the  next  block.  We've  known  each 
other  for  a  long  time,  but  he  never  paid 
much  attention  to  me  until  one  night 
when  he  happened  to  see  the  television 
Juvenile  Jury  show,  and  even  then  he 
didn't  recognize  me  on  the  screen  until 
his  mother  said,  "That's  Peggy  Bruder, 
she's  one  of  our  neighbors."  So  the 
next  day  before  school  he  came  to  the 
house  and  asked  if  he  couldn't  carry 
my  books.  He  says  he's  in  love  with 
me,  but  of  course  I  don't  think  he  really 
is — I  think  it's  just  puppy-love.  Any- 
way, he  is  quite  a  bit  younger  than  I 
am.  He's  not  quite  ten  yet  and  I  was 
ten  last  April. 

At  school  I  have  just  about  the  same 
friends  I  had  before  I  began  going  on 
the  air,  only  now  I  have  more  of  them. 
I  mean  that  ours  is  a  pretty  big  school, 
and  now  I've  gotten  to  know  quite  a 
few  older  boys  and  girls  that  I  probably 
wouldn't  have  met  if  they  hadn't  heard 
me  on  the  air  and  stopped  me  on  the 
playground  to  say  they'd  enjoyed  the 


EVEREST  &  JENNINGS  folding 

WHEEL  CHAIRS 

bring   independence 
to   the    handicapped 


E&J  Folding 
comfortable, 
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Manufaccurcd  in  California 
7748  Santa  Monica  Blvd.,  Los  Angeles  46 

lishles!  and  Strongest  Whttl  Chair 

Everest  &  Jennings  Wheel  Chairs  weigh  only 
34  pounds  .  .  .  Width  open  is  2414  inches  . . . 
Closed  10  inches.  Your  dealer  can  supply 
you ...  or  write  direct  for  catalogue  and 
informotion  about  E&J  Folding  Wheel  Choirs. 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS,  Dept.   R 

7748  Sonta  Monita  BwlevonI,  los  Angeles  44,  CaKfoniia 
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bile travel,  E&J 
Chairs  make  it 
possible  for  han- 
dicapped individ- 
uals to  work,  play, 
go  anywhere  I 


\BRUSHAWAY. 

GRAY 
HAIR 

...AND  LOOK  lO 
[YEARS  YOUNGER 

•  Now;  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 
est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  It — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands— Brownatone  Is 
euaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 
table derivative  with  Iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  last 
action  Cannot  aflect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out  Just  brush  or  comb  it  In.  One  applicatloa 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 
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For  Irresistible  figrure -beauty,  follow  BONOMO 
RITUAL  for  Beautiful  Bust  Contour— Complete, 
improved   and   revised    6-week  Course  shows 
how  to  develop  alluring  bust  contour  so  im- 
portant to  romance.    Features  exclusive  homo 
techniques    created    by    Joe    Bonomo,    famous 
beauty    authority,    publisher    BEAUTY    FrtJR 
magazine.  8V2"  x  11",  124  diagrams,  charts, 
and  Illustrations  of  special   exercises,    bust 
control  methods:  diet,  food  analysis;  tablea 
of  weight  and  correct 
proportions,  etc.  Money 
back    if    not    delighted. 
Sent  C.O.D.  for  98c  plus 
postage  or  send  98c  and 
we  pay  postage. 

BONOMO  CULTURE  INSTITUTE 

Dept.  B601 1 
1841  Broadway,  New  York  23,N.Y. 


"PAID    FOR    HOME 
•  ••FROM 

<35  A  WEEK 

I  WITH  BOARD" 

h    Mrs.  M.A.S.,  Benton,  III. 

■  Ambitious  and  enereetio, 
Z  Mrs.  M.A.S.  learned  how 
!  to  be  a  trained,  practical 
B  nurse  tbrougli  the  physi- 
I  cian-eodorsed  home-study 
I  methods  of  the  Chicago  bin 

■  she  has  steady  income,  doing 
I  High  School  Not  Required .. 

■  or  60 — you  can  benefit,  as  have  thousands  of  uiwu    g 
m  and  women,  by  studying  practical  nursing  at  homo    g 

in  your  spare  time.  Nurses  are  always  needed!  - 
'  Nurse  B.D.E.  writes:  "Have  all  the  worlc  I  can  ■ 
I    do   at   $35   a   week."    Lessons   easily   understood.     ■ 

■  Earn   while  learning.  Trial  plan,  easy  payments.  .^L 
^^  Eauipment  included.  48th  year.  Write  todatI  ^ 

CHICAGO   SCHOOL   OF   NURSING 

Dept.  1811,  100  East  Ohio  Street,  Chicago  11.  111. 
Please  send  free  booklet  and  16  sample  lesson  pages. 
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YOU'LL  NEVER  FORGET 


"THE  KISS " 


"How  much  should  I  know  about  love?"  asks  young  Kathy 
Blanding.  The  only  child  of  divorced  parents,  Kathy  has  always 
lived  a  sheltered  life  with  her  mother.  When  love  comes,  Kathy 
cannot  recognize  it.  THEN  .  .  .  the  one  man  she  trusts  least  tries 
to  help.  What  happens  is  a  real-life  experience  you  won't  want  to 
miss.  Whether  you're  16  or  60 — daughter  or  mother — "The  Kiss" 
in  November  TRUE  STORY  has  a  special  message  for  you. 

And  That's  Just  One  Of  The  27  Grand  Features  and  Helpful 
Articles  In  The  Big  November  TRUE  STORY  .  .  . 


Read 

"Outcast" — The  story  of  a  girl  who  ran  away 
from  life — ^because  of  one  mistake. 

"Remodelled  Wife" — About  a  woman  who 
just  couldn't  understand  men,  including  her 
husband. 

"Little  Monkey  Wrench" — How  one  young 
father  learned  to  get  used  to  his  baby. 

"My  Heart's  In  Minnesota" — Cinny   didn't 

want  to  leave  the  farm so  she  had  to  do 

some  fast  thinking. 

All  this  and  much  more  in  the  new  Novem- 
ber TRUE  STORY.     Get  your  copy  today. 
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TUNE  IN  Every  Monday  Thru  Friday  To  "My  True   Story"   Over  The   Stations 
Of    The    American    Broadcasting    Company.     A    Complete    Storjr    Every    Day! 


show  and  ask  me  how  it  feels  to  broad- 
cast. 

One  thing  I  think  being  on  the  pro- 
gram has  done  for  me  is  that  I've  be- 
gun looking  at  both  sides  of  a  question 
and  figuring  things  out  for  myself. 
When  I  first  became  a  Juror  I  was 
afraid  I  mightn't  know  what  to  say 
about  the  problems  that  we  were  asked 
about,  but  Mother  said,  "Peggy,  just 
think  how  you  would  solve  those 
problems  if  they  came  up  in  your  own 
home,  and  you'll .  always  find  an  an- 
swer." She  was  right,  and  that's  what 
I  do.  But  it  works  the  other  way,  too. 
If  something  happens  at  home — if 
there's  a  movie  I  want  to  see,  and  the 
only  time  I  can  go  is  a  school  night,  or 
I  want  a  piece  of  candy  when  I  know 
I'm  not  supposed  to  have  one — why, 
then  I  think,  "What  would  I  say  if  this 
was  a  problem  on  the  broadcast?" 

IND  usually  I  know  that  I'd  say  it  was 
_A  pretty  silly  to  be  in  a  movie  when 
I  had  homework  to  do.  Or  that  candy 
tastes  good  but  too  much  of  it  puts 
holes  in  your  teeth,  and  that  when  I'm 
eighteen  I'll  wish  I'd  let  the  candy  go 
and  kept  my  teeth  clean. 

I  have  rather  a  bad.  temper,  and  I 
used  to  get  furious  about  things  even 
when  I  knew  I  was  in  the  wrong.  I 
still  get  furious  sometimes,  but  I  try 
not  to  except  when  I  know  I'm  right, 
and  being  on  the  program,  learning  to 
look  at  both  sides  of  a  question,  helps 
me  to  make  sure  whether  I  am  really 
right  or  not. 

Another  thing  the  program  has  done 
for  me  is  teach  me  to  say  whatever  I 
have  to  say  in  a  few  words,  without 
waving  my  hands  and  saying,  "Well, 
ah — "  at  the  start  of  every  sentence. 
Mr.  Ehrenreich  and  Mr.  Barry  are  al- 
ways telling  us  to  be  brief,  because  the 
program  is  only  half  an  hour  long  and 
people  don't  want  to  sit  and  listen  to  a 
lot  of  words  strung  together. 

Of  course  we  all  like  to  make  the 
audience  laugh,  when  we  can,  so  I  guess 
we  learn  to  think  fast.  I  remember 
once  a  boy  sent  in  a  problem,  asking 
how  he  could  get  his  homework  done 
when  his  sister  was  always  sitting  at 
her  desk  next  to  him  pounding  on  her 
typewriter.  She  was  writing  her  auto- 
biography, and  the  noise  of  the  type- 
writer bothered  him  so  he  couldn't 
study.  I  said  he  ought  to  persuade  her 
to  use  a  pen,  by  telling  her  that  the 
greatest  writers  always  wrote  things 
out  by  hand  instead  of  on  a  typewriter. 
But  Mr.  Barry  said,  "How  about  Walter 
Winchell,  Peggy?  He  uses  a  type- 
writer?" 

"I  know  he  does,"  I  said,  "but  Shake- 
speare used  a  pen." 

Walter  Winchell  heard  about  it,  and 
put  me  in  his  column,  which  thrilled 
me  very  much. 

I  didn't  know  that  I  would  be  paid 
for  being  on  the  Jury  when  I  first 
started.  It  was  a  very  pleasant  sur- 
prise when  I  found  out  that  for  each 
broadcast  I  was  to  get  ten  dollars  in 
U.  S.  Savings  stamps.  So  on  weeks 
when  I  am  on  both  the  radio  and  the 
television  program  I  earn  twenty  dol- 
lars. Mother  puts  the  stamps  into 
folders,  and  whenever  there  is  enough 
of  them  she  buys  a  bond.  I  will  use 
the  money  for  my  education,  although 
right  now  I  don't  know  exactly  what 
kind  of  education  it  will  be,  whether  I 
will  go  to  college  or  dramatic  school  or 
study  music  or  ballet. 

Right  now,  I  am  taking  dramatic, 
singing  and  ballet  lessons,  and  I  like 
them  all  very  much.  I  was  studying 
piano  until  a  few  months  ago,  but  then 


CHILDLESS? 

Who  is  to  blame?. ..Who  can  hope? 

Today  many  childless  couples  who  were  sure 
fhey  could  never  have  children  are  radiantly 
happy  parenfsl 

New  types  of  medical  examination  now  reveal  the 
real  reasons  for  childlessness.  "CHILDLESS"  (A 
Guide  Book  for  Worried,  Would-Be  Parents)  is  a 
307-page  book  (with  pictures  you  will  understand 
at  a  glance)  written  by  Dr.  S.  G.  Berkow,  a 
practicing  gynecologist  with  many  years'  expe- 
rience treating  such  problems.  He  answers 
the  questions  which  worry  every  childless 
couple.  He  tells  you  in  plain  language  why 
some  people  have  not  yet  had  children  al- 
though they  really  can!  Learn  for  yourself 
the  cause  of  childlessness  as  well  as 
the  treatments,  from  an  authority! 

NEW  DISCOVERIES  ARE 
HELPING  THOUSANDS  TODAY 

Doctors   now   know   that   some   cases 
respond   to    medical    treatment    .    .    . 
others  to  special  diets,  (w  individual- 
ly planned  proRrams  of  rest  and  re- 
laxation. Learn  which  new  methods 
are  working,  which  are  still  exper. 
imental.     Write   for   your   copy   of 
"CHILDLESS"— today!    (Book   will 
be     delivered     in    plain     wrapper, 
martted     PERSONAL.)     SEND     NO 
MONEY  unless  you  wish.     Just 
pay    postman    only    $3.00    plus 
postage,  or  enclose  $3.00  and 
save  postage.     10-day  MONEY 
BACK  GUARANTEE.    Mall 
your    order    NOW    to     EMER. 
SON     BOOKS,      Inc..     Depart- 
ment   24-D,    251    West    19th 
St.,    New    York    11. 


OLD  LEG  TROUBLE 


c^asy  to  use  Viscose  Home  Method.  Heals  many  old 

leg  sores  caused  by  leg  congestion,  varicose  veins, 

swollen  legs  and  injuries  or  no  cost  for  trial  if  it 

fails  to  show  results  in  10  days.  Describe  your 

trouble  and  get  a  FREE  BOOK. 

R.G.   VISCOSE    COMPANY 
140  North  Dearborn  Street  Chicaso,  Illinois 

AMAZING!   MAKE   f 25 

I  for  selling  50  boxes  21  for  $1  Christmas  Cards. 
Also  50  and  25  for  $1  embossed  with  name 
on.  Samples  and  selling  plan  on  approval. 
Merit  Card  Co..  Dept.  F.  70  William  St.,  Hewarfc  ?,  H.  J. 


GREAT  INVENTION! 

GUIDES  the   hand — Corrects   poor  penman- 
ship  in   few   hours.     Definite    hand    control! 
Plenty  fun!  Write  IMMEDIATELY  I 
OZMENT.  42.   St.   Louis,  Mo. 


MATERNIfY  DRESSES 


Fall 
Stylet 


U'Hire  I 

Smart,    youtMuI    styles    for    Morning,    ^f'ff    | 
I  Street,    or    Afternoon    at    low    budget  CATALOB I 
prices.    Charming   fashions    with    con.   "  "^'"' f 
cealing    lines    for    the    mother-to-t)«.  *• 

Also  Maternity  Corsets  &  Lingerie. 
ICRAWFORD'S,  Dnx.  Z.729Balt.Ava.,Kmn>uCity,ato 

WHY   WEAR 
DIAMONDS 

I  when  dazzling  Zircons  from  the  mines 
of  far-away  mystic  East  are  so  effective 
and  inexpensive?  Thrilling  beauty, stand 
acid,  true  backs!  Exquisite  mountings. 
See  before  you  buy.  Write  ] 
for  Free  catalog.  Address: 
NATIONAL  JEWELRY  COMPANY  I 

Oept.  l-A  Wheeling,  W.  Va.  ' 


FREE! 


AsfhmaCoughs 

Don't  let  coughing,  sneezing,  choking,  recurring  attacks 
of  Bronchial  Asthma  ruin  sleep  and  energy  another  day 
without  trying  Mendaco.  This  great  internal  medicine  is 
tasteless  and  taken  exactly  as  directed  works  thru  the 
blood,  thus  reaching  the  bronchial  tubes  and  lungs.  Usually 
starts  helping  nature  immediately  to  remove  thick,  sticky 
mucus,  thus  alleviating  coughing  and  promoting  freer 
breathing  and  more  refreshing  sleep.  Get  Mendaco  from 
your  druggist  today.  Money  back  guaranteed  unless  com- 
pletely  satisfied. 

REDUCE 

don' t    a\ihi\ 

That's  what  you're  doing 
■when  you  make  excuses  for 
being  overweight.  You  can 
get  rid  of  those  extra  pounds 
easily! 

Read  what  Sylvia  of  Holly- 
wood has  to  say  about  It  In 
her  128-page  book  Wo  More 
Aliti^.  No  need  to  envy 
others.  You  too  can  have  a 
lovely,  slim  figure  In  just 
no  time  at  all.  Lose  up  to 
15  lbs.  a  month.  No  starva- 
tion diets,  no  harmful  drugs 
or  appliances  needed. 

50c  Pos^QQe  prepaid 
BARTHOLOMEW  HOUSE,   INC..  Dept.   RM-1147 
205    East    42nd     Street.    New    York    17,    N.    Y. 


I  was  so  busy  I  just  had  to  drop  some- 
thing, and  I  decided  piano  was  what  I 
liked  least  of  all.  Mother  and  Dad  say- 
that  as  long  as  they  can  afford  to  give 
me  the  lessons,  and  as  long  as  I  enjoy 
them,  I  can  go  on  having  them,  but 
they  don't  expect  me  to  grow  up  to  be 
a  professional  actress,  singer,  or  dancer 
— not  necessarily,  that  is.  So  when  I 
grow  up  I  may  decide  just  to  go  to 
college. 

I  like  school,  and  always  get  good 
report  cards.  Mother  saves  them  all 
— she's  a  great  saver  of  things.  But 
then,  I  like  just  about  everything  I 
do — riding  my  bicycle  and  playing  with 
my  dolls  and  going  with  my  sister  Joan 
to  camp  in  the  summer.  I  used  to  en- 
joy trying  on  all  of  Mother's  and  Joan's 
hats  and  dressing  up  in  their  clothes, 
but  I've  stopped  doing  that.  Oh,  and  I 
love  going  to  movies  and  stage  plays, 
particularly  stage  plays  because  then 
you  see  real  people.  I  think  one  stage 
play  is  equal  to  about  four  m.ovies — 
even  good  movies. 

But  more  than  the  money  I  earn,  and 
more  than  the  fun  it  is  to  broadcast,  I 
think  that  the  best  thing  about  being 
on  Juvenile  Jury  is  the  way  it  has 
taught  me  how  lucky  I  am,  really. 
You  see,  my  father  and  mother  aren't 
rich,  but  they  aren't  poor  either,  and 
they  are  able  to  give  Joan  and  me 
things  like  dancing  lessons  and  sum- 
mer camps.  We  wear  nice  clothes,  and 
we  live  in  a  nice  house,  with  a  room 
for  each  of  us.  I  might  take  these 
things  for  granted  if  I  didn't  hear  about 
so  many  other  children,  on  the  pro- 
gram, whose  parents  aren't  able  to  give 
them  those  things  or  maybe  don't  be- 
lieve in  it. 

I  remember  once  a  problem  came  in 
about  how  much  pocket-money  al- 
lowance a  boy  ought  to  have.  He 
thought  he  ought  to  have  more,  and  his 
father  wouldn't  give  it  to  him.  Well, 
that  kind  of  a  problem  just  never 
comes  up  in  our  house.  If  I  need  some- 
thing I  ask  for  it,  and  if  it  is  something 
I  ought  to  have  Mother  and  Dad  give 
it  to  me.  Or  if  I  am  too  young  for  it 
or  shouldn't  have  it  for  any  other 
reason,  we  talk  it  over  and  they  ex- 
plain why  I  shouldn't  have  it.  They 
don't  just  say  No,  or  get  angry  at  me 
for  wanting  it  in  the  first  place.  It's  a 
big  help. 

SO  I  think  I  am  very  fortunate  in  hav- 
ing that  kind  of  parents,  who  are 
both  understanding  and  able  to  buy 
the  things  I  really  need.  I  know,  from 
the  problems  we  hear  on  the  Jury,  that 
many  parents  are  poor.  But  worse 
than  being  poor  is  when  the  parents 
have  forgotten  what  it's  like  to  be  a 
boy  or  a  girl,  because  then  they  can't 
have  good  times  with  their  children, 
the  way  Mother  and  Dad  and  Joan  and 
I  have  good  times  together. 

I've  written  down  all  the  things  I 
like  about  being  on  the  air,  but  there's 
one  thing  I'm  sorry  for.  My  biggest 
disappointment  is  that  I  can't  ever  hear 
myself  on  the  radio  or  see  myself  in 
television.  Mother  says  maybe  some- 
day she'll  have  a  record  made  of  a 
broadcast,  so  perhaps  I'll  get  to  hear 
myself.  But  I  don't  know  any  way  of 
seeing  myself,  and  I'd  really  like  to. 
They  say  that  television  isn't  very  flat- 
tering, and  I  don't  see  how  it  could  be, 
with  those  strong  lights,  even  though 
we  do  wear  pancake  make-up.  It 
seems  so  queer  that  on  Thursday  nights 
everyone  that  has  a  television  receiver 
and  lives  near  New  York  can  see  what 
I  look  like — but  I'll  never  be  able  to 
see  myself! 


"BC"  FOR  QUICK  RELIEF  FROM 
HEADACHES,  NEURALGIC  PAINS 
AND  MUSCULAR  ACHES-10«!ond25e. 
Caution:  use  only  as   directed. 


WORLD'S  SMALLEST  RADIO  KNOWN! 
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loltgwcd.  Ui«  i(  at  home.  In  b«d,  in  many  officn,  hoteb,  cabiiu~tnost  aoy- 
»here!  HUNDREDS  OF  SATISFIED  CUSTOMERS  ALL  OVER  THE  WORLD: 
CVMn  nUIV  Cl  AA  (Cash.  MO.  Check)  and  pay  postman  S2.99  plus  de- 
JLnU  UHL  I  ^I.UU  livery  fees  on  arrival  or  send  $3.99  (or  Post  Paid 
delivery  Complete  as  shown — ready  to  play  with  self  contained  personal  phone, 
WONDERFUL  GIFTS  FOR  CHILDREN!  Order  now  at  this  low  bargain  price- 
Prompt  shipment  on  orders  sent  now — today!  Be  the  lint  to  (et  YOUR  Pakette 
Radiol  (All  foreign  orders  $5  00  U.  S  cash  with  ordert. 

Po-KcHe  Radio  Co.,  Inc.     Depf.  MFW-I  I,  Kearney,  Hcbr. 
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FACE 

-A  NEW  FUTURE! 


How   Plastic    Surgery    easily 
takes  years  off  the  prema- 
turely  aged   face,    quickly 
reshapes    an    ugly     nose 
and  corrects  other  facial 
blemishes    Is    told    and 
illustrated  with   83  be* 
fore -and 'after  pictures 
in     fascinating     book» 
VOUR   NEW    FACE    rS 
YOUR       FORTUNE, 
written    by    famoua 
Plastic     Surgeon, 
Yours,      post-    nr^ 
paid  in  plain    /nr 
wrapper— only   tUU 

FRANKLIN  HOUSE  fubWihtiti 
629  Drexel  BIdg.  Philadelphia,  Pa.  Dept.  3.F 
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This  blazing  best-seller  already  read  by  over 
500,000  people  .  . .  currently  sweeping  the 
country  at  $2JS  in  the  publisher* $  edition  I 


NOW 
it's  yours 


'Beftar 

Than  'TAe 

Foxes  of 

Harrow'.  o«' 

^Chicago  Sun/* 


in  its  most  stondatow  a«Y*j,,,„„.  Her 


b^^^^-^BS^r-:::^^^^ 


lre:S's;"-Chi:a'^rbaUy  News 


04   a    new   member   oi  The  H«iion  Book  CIvb       hj^S^. 

theVrXMS 

7Ae  impassioned  story  of  a  JVev/  Orhons  hellion  who  woulda'f 
share  her  man  with  any  woman^  not  even  his  wife! 

"^TTHEN  Denise  Lascals  meets  Laird  Fournois,  it's  as  explosive 
''V  as  a  torch  set  to  gasoline!  You'll  understand  why  when  you 
meet  this  reckless  renegade  and  the  irresistible  Denise  in  "The 
Vixens"— yours  FREE  as  a  gift  from  The  Fiction  Book  Club!  You'll 
understand,  too,  why  Laird— so  careless  with  life  and  love— was 
I  such  a  burning  legend  even  in  wicked,  old  New  Orleans. 

What  a  woman!  And  what  a  story! 

This  was  the  man  Denise  found  she  had  to  have,  and  he  , 
knew  she  was  the  only  woman  for  him.  Yet,  honor  made  ^  ,j^^ 
him  marry  the  beautiful  Sabrina.  Denise  knew  why,  but      "^^ 
would  not  share  his  love.  To  'capture  him  for  her- 
self alone  she  endured  public  disgrace  .  . .  became 
the  mistress  of  another  .  .  .  even  caused  murder! 

"A  rip-roaring  thriIler"-Boston  Herald 

It's  a  sweeping,  passionate  novel  of  that  bitter, 
bloody  period  when  Yankee  Carpetbaggers,  de- 
cadent Southern  Aristocrats,  and  Scalawags 
fought  for  political  power  and  booty!  And  it's 
yours  FREE  to  introduce  you  to  the  savings  and 
pleasure  of  Fiction  Book  Club  membership. 


lAIRD  haunted  the 

dreams  of  louisiono's 

loveh*esf  ladies 

Straight    as    a    nin.     u.i, 
tigera„ddeadly''l°r.ha'^L*'    ' 

—Los  Angeles  News. 


Send  No  Money!  Mail  Coupon! 


fRM-ll 


YOURS  FREE  .  .  /'THE  VIXENS" 

The    best-selling    novel    everybody's    talking    about! 
The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB  (Dept.  142), 31  W.57thSt.,N.Y.r9,N.Y. 


I  want  to  take  advantage  of 
your  sensational  introductory 
offer  to  send  me  free  the  out- 
standing best-seller  "THE 
VIXENS,"  and  at  the  same 
time  (and  also  FREE)  make 
me  a  fully  privileged  member  of 
The  Fiction  Book  Club.  I  un- 
derstand that  each  month  I  will 
be  offered  a  new  and  popular 
best-seller  at  only  $1,39  (plus 
a  few  cents  postage).  This 


NAME. 


means  savings  to  me  of  up  to 
$1,61  on  each  book  from  the 
regular  price  of  the  publisher's 
edition.  However,  I  can  accept 
or  reject  monthly  selection  as 
I  please.  My  only  agreement  is 
to  purchase  6  of  the  entire 
year's  offerings.  Bush  my  free 
copy  of  "THE  VIXENS"  and 
begin  club  service  with  cur- 
rent selection:  that  sensational 
best-selling  novel  "Mr.  Adam." 


Please  Print  Plainly 
ADDRESS '. 


CITY- 


-STATE- 


Zone  No.  (If  any) 


OCCUPATION- 


AGE 
.(if  under  21)_ 


(Slightly  higher  in  Canada,  Address  266  King  St,  West,  Toronto) 


Membership  is  FREE  in  The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB 

,,»and  you  get  all  these  Money-Saving  advantages  too! 


Vbu  will  be  sent  immediately 
FREE  your  copy  _of  this  new 
best-seller  when  you  mail  the 
coupon.  'Vbu'U  also  become  a 
member  of  The  Fiction  Book 
Club  with  your  choice  of  the 
club's  monthly  best-seller  selec- 
tions and  you'll  get  these  four 
big  advantages,  too: 
I.  You  save  up  to  $1.61  on  every 
book!  Fiction  Book  Club  contracts 
for  big  special  editions  —  prints 
from  original  plates,  and  in  return 
tor  mass  distribution,  authors  ac- 
cept lower  royalties.  These  savings 
are  passed  right  on  to  you.  Tou 
save  up  to  $1.61  on  every  book  you 
get.  And  you  get  the  current  best- 
seller— the  book  everybody's  talking 
about  —  FREE  as  an  introductory 
gift  when  you  join  I 


2.  You  get  outstanding  new  boolcs! 

Selections  are  made  only  after  a 
careful  study  of  current  books  from 
all  publishers.  From  these  reports 
of  top-Quality  novels  ($2.50  to  $3.00 
in  the  publisher's  edition)  our  edi- 
tors select  the  best  available  books 
that  are  "the  cream  of  the  crop." 
Fiction  Book  Club  selections  are 
always  outstanding  best-sellers  .  .  . 
books  by  leading  authors  .  .  .  brand- 
new,  full  size,  beautiful  books  you 
will  be  proud  to  own. 

3.  You  pay  no  special  dues  or  fees! 

No  trick  obligation  clauses.  Tou 
simply  agree  to  accept  any  six  of 
the  twelve  outstanding  books  offered 
in  a  year.  Tou  do  not  have  to  accept 
every  book  offered — just  those  you 
decide  you  want  after  you  have  read  a 
detailed  description  well  in  advance. 


4.  You'll  find  plan  so  simple  and 
easy!  If  you  decide  you  don't  want 
the  book  simply  notify  us  not  to 
send  It.  Otherwise  simply  do  noth- 
ing, and  it  will  be  mailed  to  you. 
For  each  monthly  selection  TOTJ 
decide  you  want  you  pay  just  $1.39 
plus  a  few  cents  postage. 

SO  ACT  NOW! 

Get  your  FREE  copy  of  the 
sensational  best-seller  described 
above  and  set  all  the  con- 
veniences and  savings  of  free 
Fiction  Book  Club  membership  ! 
But  hurry— offer  is  limited !  It's 
first  come  —  first  served.  Mail 
coupon  NOW  to  The  Fiction 
Book  Club,  31  West  57th  St.. 
New  York  19,  New  York. 


First  Selection ! 
"MR.  ADAM" 


WHAT  WOULD  YOU  DO  ...  to  be  EVE  to  this  MR.  ADAM? 

He  is  the  only  man  on  earth  able  to  be  a  father  after  a  freak  atomic 
accident  sterilizes  all  other  men  but  leaves  the  women  untouched. 
Millions  of  women  want  Mr.  Adara-but  3  lovely  plotters  try  every 
"trick  in  the  book."  WHO  wins  Mr.  Adam  and  HOW  in  history's 
greatest  "man-hunt"— makes  a  story  you'll  never  forget.  "Gloriously 
funny  —  didn't  stop  laughing,"  says  the  Philadelphia  Inquirer.  A  fat 
prank  by  Pat  Frank,"—  Chicago  Tribune. 


MAIL  COUPON    NOW!    HURRY  ...  OFFER   LIMITED! 
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You,  too,  can  have  a  Smoother  Skin 

with  just  One  Cake  of  Camay! 


■Pp     Ji 


1  J     * 


If  beauty's  your  goal  and  romance  your 
objective  —  start  with  a  lovely  skin!  A 
smoother,  softer  skin  can  be  yours  with 
just  one  cake  of  Camay— if  you'll  give  up 
careless  cleansing  —  go  on  the  Camay 
Mild-Soap  Diet.  Just  follow  the  brief 
directions  on  the  Camay  wrapper.  See  if 
Camay  doesn't  bring  you  a  skin  that's 
softer  to  the  touch,  smoother  and  love- 
lier to  every  admiring  eye! 


The  Chitwoods  honeymooned  on 
Cape  Cod  —  plan  to  go  back  there 
every  summer.  And  Betty  plans 
to  stay  on  the  Camay  Mild-Soap 
Diet  — all  the  year  around.  Why 
Jon't  you 


Oiue  upon  a  lifetime  color!       (irimsoii  riding  in  a  golden  coach 


Lasti'on  Nail  Enciiiiei 

Lipstirk 

Ffisliion  Plate  Make-up 


Cinderella's  was  a  magical  pumpkiii-^remeniber?  So  don'l  expect  to  see  orange. 

When  Revlon  works  its  color  magic,  it's  crimson  riding  in  a  golden  coach 
[or  matching  lips  and  fingertips. 

Change,  change  into  beauty  rich  and  strange  .  .  .  with  "Cinderella's  Pumpkin"  in  Revlon's 
new  Lastron  Nail  Enamel  that  makes  everything  else  seem  obsolete! 
There's  matching  magic  in  Revlon  Lipstick,  Fashion  Plate  face  make-up 
and  face  powder,  loo. 

Revlon  —  crciilors  of  ^I'liiiis  colors  in  nicike-iip  for  well-rlresserl  Iiiiiuls  iiiid  face 


Match  Box  Set — 
Lastron  Nail  Enamrl, 
"All-Pins'"  Lipstich  — 
1.60  plus  tax 
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EXCITING  FULL  COLOR  _ 
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Evening  in  Paris  Eau  de  Cologne, 
fragrant  Talcum,  and  Bubbling 
Bath  Essence $3.35 


.ms. 


Perfume,  Toilet  Water,  Talcum, 
Face  Powder,  Double  Vanity  and 
Lipstick $15.00 


-/^ 
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Evening  in  Paris  Face  Powder, 
Rouge,  Lipstick,  in  midnight 
blue   and  silver  package  .  $2.75 


Gifts  That  Whisper  Romance 


Perfume  and  Toilet  Water  in 
sparkling  midnight  blue  contain- 
ers, a  popular  gift  set  .  .   $6.50 


BOURJOIS 


Evening  in  Paris  Perfume,  Eau  de 
Cologne,  Talcum,  Face  Powder, 
Rouge  and  Lipstick  .  .   .   $5.00 
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Evening  in  Paris  Perfume  75e  to 
$12.50;  Lipstick  75e;  Single  Vanily 
$3.00;  Double  $5.00;  Triple  $6.75 


Evening  in  Paris  Eau  de  Cologne 
and  Talcum  in  handsome  holiday 
package $2.25 


Purse  flacon  of  Evening  in  Paris 
Perfume,  Eau  de  Cologne.  $1.50 
Alt  Prices  plus  tax 


Are  yon  in  the  know? 


Do  this  if  you'd  fry  — 

n  Carfooning 

O  A  different  hairdo 

Q  A  new  parlor  game 

Is  your  face  round  or  square  .  .  .  long  or 
oval?  Do  you  really  know?  Before  trying  a 
different  hairdo— put  tracing  paper  over 
your  photograph,  then  outline  your  face.  It 
tells  you  your  true  type,  so  you  can  plan 
your  coiffure  accordingly !  Experts  say  that's 
important.  Same  as  it's  important  (on  prob- 
lem days)  to  know  your  type  of  sanitary 
napkin.  That's  easy,  with  Kotex.  Just  try  all 
3  sizes  of  Kotex:  you'll  find  the  one  that's 
very  personally  yours. 


Feel  neglected  at  a  no-date  part/? 

□  Crawl  into  a  corner 

□  Start  a  conversation 

Q  Choose. fhe  nearest  exit 

At  a  strictly  stag-and-doe  shindig,  maybe  you 
haven't  snared  a  partner.  So— you're 
crushed!  To  banish  "wallflower  panic"  just 
stroll  up  to  that  boogie  man  at  the  keyboard 
.  .  .  start  a  conversation.  It'll  be  a  duet! 
Self-assurance  wouldn't  forsake  you  if  you'd 
learn  to  meet  trying  situations  confidently. 
Take  trying  days,  for  instance.  You'd  be 
poised— feel  secure  — with  Kotex  and  the 
extra  protection  of  that  exclusive  safety 
center.  Kotex  keeps  you  fluster-proof! 


Who  should  follow  the  head  waiter  ? 

□  The  girls 

□  The  boys 

□  One  couple 

When  a  head  waiter  beckons,  it's  no  time  to 
be  confuddled.  Confidence  is  such  a  help  .  .  . 


like  being  sure  that  the  girls  should  follow 
first.  The  eyes  of  patrons  are  upon  you! 
Then's  when  (at  certain  times)  you  bless 
Kotex  for  those  flat  pressed  ends  that  reveal 
no  outlines.  You're  sure  you're  smooth. 
And  at  ease,  with  the  comfort  of  your  new 
Kotex  Sanitary  Belt  that  fits  snugly;  doesn't 
bind  .  .  .  that's  adjustable;  all-elastic! 


More  women  choose  KOTEX* 
than  all  other  sanitary  napkins 


What's  the  latest  "dorm"  doings  ? 

n  Snack  smuggling 

□  Platter  spinning 

□  Briefing-sessions 

Even  "dorm"  life  can  be  beautiful!  Main 
idea's  to  be  comfortable,  though,  say  campus 
queens.  They're  the  gals  who  know  that 
for  comfort  on  difficult  days  there's  nothing 
quite  like  the  softness  of  Kotex:  the  napkin 
made  to  stay  soft  while  you  wear  it.  They're 
the  same,  comfort -loving  gals  who  are 
"briefing"  their  bathrobes  .  .  .  chopping 
'em  off,  for  more  freedom.  Or  sporting  the 
dreamy,  poetic  Study  Coat  pictured  here. 
Either  way,  brief's  the  word! 


% 


3  guesses 

what  girls 

forget  most! 


D  Keep  dainty  with  deodorants 
D  Practice  good  posture 
O  Huy  a  new  sanitary  belf 

Of  course  you're  careful  about 
daintiness,  you  say.  And  you  keep 
posture-perfect,  too.  But  isn't  there 
one  thing  you've  overlooked? 
gamely,  to  buy  a  new  sanitary  belt' 
res,  because  most  girls  forget 
keep  putting  it  off  '*till  next  time'.'' 
10  get  all  the  comfort  your  napkin 
g^ves,  now's  the  time  to  buy  a  new 
Kotex  Sanitary  Belt! 

Fact  is -the  Kotex  Belt  is  made  to 
lie  flat,  without  twisting  or  curline. 
So  a  Kotex  Belt  fits  snugly;  com- 
fortably. It's  adjustable  .  .  .  all- 
bend'*^  •  •  •  doesn't  bind  when  you 

Kotex 

Sanitary 

Beit 

Ask  for  it  by  name 
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Anita  Gordon,  of  the  Edgar  Bergen 
show,     is     January's     Cover     Girl. 


NATURALLY  it's  special— the  very 
first  issue  of  Radio  Mirror  for  1948! 
There's  brilliant,  better-than-life  full  color 
all  through  it:  a  portrait  of  Bob  Hope  to  go 
with  his  mixture  of  gay  and  serious  com- 
ment called  Hope  for  1948;  an  at-home 
view  of  Red  Skelton,  with  one  of  his  own 
hobby-paintings  (did  you  know  he  painted 
clowns?  He  has  a  huge  collection)  to  illus- 
trate the  story  about  the  Red-head  by 
Verna  Fclton,  his  radio  "Namah";  Dr. 
Jim  Brent,  of  Road  of  Life,  in  a  nostalgic 
snow-scene.  And,  for  you  to  frame,  two 
full-color  illustrations  for  our  four-page 
story  on  When  A  Girl  Marries,  in  which 
the  beloved  tale  is  re-told  from  its  heart- 
warming beginning. 


Kay  McNeill  tells  what  life  is  like  with  My 
Husband,  Don  McNeill.  The  whole  Klose 
family  reports  on  the  mechanics  of  the 
fascinating  back-to-the-farm  life,  out  of 
which  their  program  Red  Hook  31  grew: — 
and  grew — and  grew.  The  second  Bride  and 
Groom  love-story-of-the-month  will  have 
you  looking  toward  Spring,  it's  that  roman- 
tic. And  all  the  regular  features  are  party- 
minded  for  the  holiday  season,  just  as 
you'll  be  eifter  you've  read  them. 
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Bui  now  Fresh  brings  you  a  new  more 
effective  creamier  deodorant  i:o  give  you 
care-free  underarm  protection.  Only 
Fresh  can  give  you  this  patented  combi- 
nation of  amazing  ingredients. 
New  Fresh  is  the  most  effective  cream  de- 
odorant you  have  ever  tried  .  .  .  we  think 
you'll  agree !  Yet  dresses  are  safe  from  rot- 
ting .  .  .  normal  skin  is  safe  from  irritation. 
New  Fresh  is  delicately  perfumed,  delight- 
ful to  smooth  on  .  .  .  doesn't  dry  out. 

But  don't  take  our  word  for  it.  Test  Fresh 

—  see  if  it  isn't  the  best  deodorant  you've 
ever  used.  '""    ''^ 
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A  solution  for  a  family  problem  is  found  by  the  Mediation  Board. 


The  man  who  has  listened 
so     often     listens     again. 


ONE  MAN 
Peace  M 


oi/etnen 
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A.  L.  Alexander,  whose  Medi- 
ation Board  is  heard  on 
Sunday    evenings     over    WOR. 


AL.  ALEXANDER  is  known  to  millions  as  America's 
"one  man  peace  movement."  He  has  brought  har- 
•  mony  to  thousands  of  wrangling,  disputing,  conflict- 
ing groups. 

A.  L.  Alexander's  Board  of  Mediation,  heard  Sundays 
at  8  P.M.  over  WOR-Mutual,  is  a  real-life  human  in- 
terest program.  It  is  not  a  program  on  which  an  "expert" 
gives  advice  on  all  human  problems  and  misery  after 
hearing  only  one  side  of  the  story.  It  brings  both  parties 
in  the  dispute  before  the  microphone,  giving  them  a 
hearing  before  a  panel  of  prominent  men  and  women. 

Typical  of  the  board's  cases  was  a  dispute  between  a 
mother  and  daughter  about  the  latter's  desire  to  go  on 
the  operatic  stage.  "My  daughter  doesn't  have  the  least 
bit  of  talent,"  the  mother  said.  "She's  just  wasting  time 
and  money  practicing.  I  want  her  to  work  from  9  to  5 
like  any  resDectable  girl." 

Without  the  mother's  knowledge,  Alexander  had  the 
girl  auditioned  by  Sigmund  Spaeth,  the  Tune  Detective. 
Spaeth's  and  the  board's  decision  was  unanimous — the 
girl  should  be  given  a  chance.  She  is  now  being 
groomed  for  the  stage,  with  the  mother's  approval, 
although  she  says,  "I  still  think  she  can't  sing  a  note." 

Another  case  involved  a  man  with  a  wife  and  three 
children,  who  had  deserted  from  the  Army  five  years 
previously.  He  wanted  to  turn  himself  in,  while  his  wife 
protested  that  it  would  mean  the  ruin  of  his  family  and 
he  owed  more  to  his  family  than  to  the  Army.  The  board 
suggested  that  the  best  solution  would  be  for  the  man 


to  return  to  the  Army  and  face  the  music. 

The  next  week  Alexander  returned  with  the  man  to 
an  Army  post.  He  pleaded  the  deserter's  case  and  saw 
to  it  that  the  man's  family  was  taken  care  of.  One  week 
later  the  man  was  discharged  without  prejudice  and  was 
back  with  his  rejoicing  family. 

Alexander  finds  the  range  of  human  problenis  so 
engrossing  that  he  says,  "My  work  is  my  play  and  my 
play  is  my  work."  He  becomes  so  wrapped  up  in  his 
visitors'  problems  that  he  gives  up  most  of  the  ordinary 
forms  of  relaxation — only  occasionally  stealing  away  for 
a  fast  workout  in  the  gym. 

Like  Alexander  Pope,  A.  L.  Alexander  believes  that 
"the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man."  From  boyhood 
he  has  had  a  lively  interest  in  people,  a  constant  curiosity 
and  a  passion  for  experiencing  and  observing  life.  First 
as  a  divinity  student,  later  as  a  social  worker,  he  has 
always  worked  for  people.  That  is  why  he  has  gone  in 
for  human  interest  broadcasts.  His  own  happy  marriage 
has  given  him  a  feeling  of  confidence  that  there  must  be 
possible  solutions  for  the  difficulties  of  others. 

The  advice  he  has  given  to  millions  inspired  him  to 
collect  emotional  and  philosophical  poetry  in  a  volume, 
"Poems  That  Touch  The  Heart." 

"The  one  dream  I  have,"  Alexander  says,  "is  that  some 
day  the  whole  world  will  understand  mediation  and 
adopt  it,  toward  the  end  of  preserving  peace.  In  the 
meantime,  I  try  to  make  my  program  a  demonstration 
of  the  value  of  mediation,  to  advance  its  cause." 


Sister,  it  can  "BLITZ"  you! 
Start  now  with  LiSTERINE  ANTISEPTIC 


THOSE  distressing  flakes  and  scales  can  put 
you  in  plenty  wrong  socially,  and  can  raise 
hob  with  the  health  of  your  scaJp  and  the  looks 
of  your  hair. 

If  you  have  the  slightest  symptom,  better 
start  now  with  Listerine  Antiseptic  and  mas- 
sage. It's  easy.  It's  delightful.  And  it  treats  the 
infection  as  infection  should  be  treated  .  .  .  with 
quick  germ-killing  action. 

Kills  "Bottle  Bacillus" 

Listerine  Antiseptic  kiUs  millions  of  the  "bottle 
bacUlus"  (Pityrosporum  ovale)  which  many  derma- 
tologists say  is  a  causative  agent  of  the  trouble. 


Almost  at  once  flakes  and  scales  begin  to 
disappear.  Your  scalp  feels  healthier  and  your 
hair  looks  healthier. 

Listerine  Antiseptic  is  the  same  antiseptic 
that  has  been  famous  for  more  than  60  years 
in  the  field  of  oral  hygiene. 

In  a  series  of  tests,  76%  of  dandruff  sufferers 
showed  complete  disappearance  of,  or  marked 
improvement  in,  the  symptoms  of  dandruff 
after  4  weeks  of  twice-a-day  Listerine  Anti- 
septic treatment. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Company 
St.  Louis,  Missouri 


As  a  precaution  ...  As  a  treatment . . .  LISTERINE  ANTISEPTIC  and  MASSAGE 


"Colgate  Dental  Cream's  acthe  penetrating 
foam  gets  into  hidden  crevices  between  teeth 
— helps  clean  out  decaying  food  particles — 
stop  stagnant  saliva  odors — remove  the  cause 
of  much  bad  breath.  And  Colgate's  soft  pol- 
ishing agent  cleans  enamel  thoroughly, 
gently  and  safely!" 
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new  RECORDS 


RECOMMENDED 
By  REN  ALDEN 


BILLY  ECKSTINE: 

Good    interpretations    of    "Boulevard    of    Memories"    and    "The 
Wildest  Gal  in  Town."    (MGM.) 
JOHNNY  BOND: 

Once  in  a  while  a  good  hillbilly  tune  pops  up.  Here's  one, 
"Smoke,  Smoke,  Smoke"  which  is  burning  up  the  juke  boxes. 
The  reverse,  "Wasted  Tears,"  is  wasted  shellac.  (Columbia.) 
NELLIE  LUTCHER: 

The   West   Coast   singing   sensation   demonstrates   why  with   two 
tongue-in-cheek  tunes,  "Watch  Yourself,  Bub"  and  "My  Mother's 
Eyes."   (Capitol.) 
MAXINE  SULLIVAN: 

A  singer  not  appreciated.  Columbia  re-issues  her  classic,  "Loch 
Lomond"  which  is  paired  with  "I'm  Coming  Virginia." 
HARRY  JAMES: 

Betty's  bugler  toots  out  two  fine  oldies,  "My  Future  Just  Passed" 
and  "Too  Marvelous  For  Words."  Don't  miss  these.  (Columbia.) 
On   another   disc,  the  James   boy   plays   the   theme   song   of   the 
radio  hit,  "My  Friend  Irma." 
FREDDY  MARTIN: 

Smooth  dance  tempos  for  Al  Jolson's  newest,  "All  My  Love"  and 
"White  Roses  Bloom."  (Victor.) 
CHARLES  KULLMAN: 

This  time  of  year  it's  advisable  to  have  a  good  record  of  "Whif- 
fenpoof  Song"  and  "Sweetheart  of  Sigma   Chi."  This   Columbia 
disc  should  do  the  trick. 
KATE  SMITH: 

She  has  two  MGM  record  offerings,  an  album  of  Norman  Cor- 
win's  "Between  Americans"  and  a  single  disc  merging  "God 
Bless  America"  and  "Bless  This  House,"  theme  of  the  Family 
Hour. 

DENNIS  DAY: 

Radio's  tenor  with  the  sense  of  humor  has  fun  with  "Ya  Shure, 
You  Betcha"  and  then  gets  serious  with  "Christmas  Dreaming." 
(Victor.)  Mr.  Sinatra  also  preserves  the  same  tune  but  wraps  it 
up  with  "The  Stars  Will  Remember."  (Columbia.)  For  F.  S.  in 
an  unusual  role,  try  his  spiritual  harmonizing  with  the  Char- 
ioteers of  "Jesus' Is  A  Rock  In  The  Weary  Land."  (Columbia.) 
PIED  PIPERS: 

"The  Lady  From  29  Palms"  lures  this  rhythm  group  as  they  team 
it  with  "I  Have  But  One  Heart."  (Capitol.) 
ELLIOT  LAWRENCE: 

Scores  with  the  newest  hit,  "Near  You"  and  for  change  of  pace 
plays  a  waltz,  "How  Lucky  You  Are"  on  the  back.   (Columbia.) 
Larry  Green  (Victor)  also  grooved  the  first  tune. 
CHARLIE  SPIVAK: 

Plays   his   theme  through.    It's   called   "Stardreams"  and   there's 
some  dreamy  trumpet  playing  by  the  boss.   "It's  Witchery"  is  the 
music  mate.  (Victor.) 
THEME  SONGS: 

Columbia's  stable  of  tunesters  from  Carle  to  Krupa  are  merged 
for  an  album  of  dance  band  theme  songs. 
DINAH  SHORE: 

Still  top  form  for  canaries.  Listen  to  her  sing  "Red  Caboose," 
and  "Do  A  Little  Business."  (Columbia.) 
SPIKE  JONES: 

The  usual  cutups  with  "Pop  Corn  Sack"  and  "Our  Hour."  (Victor.) 
DELTA  RHYTHM  BOYS: 

Slirk  harmonizing  as  the  group  glides  through  "Every  So  Often" 
and  "Come  Out  of  the  Rain."   (Victor.) 
ART  LUND: 

MGM's  boldest  entry  in  the  swoon  sweepstakes  garners  more 
votes  with  "As  Sweet  As  You"  and  "It's  A  Lonesome  Old  Town.^' 
BENNY  GOODMAN: 

The  Sextet  rides  "Baby,  Have  You  Got  a  Little  to  Spare"  and 
"Hi-ya  Sophia"  and  you'll  enjoy  the  trip.   (Capitol.) 
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'/Keep  your  hands 
as  kissable  as  your  lips 


wM  fh/'s new,  neiv...A/efv 
/c/nc/  of  hand  care 


Woodbury  'S'eau^-'S^^ui^Vo\\ox\ 


ACTUALLY  2-LOTIONS-IN-1 

1.  A  softening  lotion!  Quickly  helps 
bring  your  hands  adorable  new  softness. 
Woodbury  Lotion  is  beauty-blended 
with  luxury  lanolin  and  other  costher- 
than-usual  skin-smoothing  ingredients. 


2.  A  protective  lotion,  too.  This  same  Wood- 
bury beauty-hlend  contains  protective  ingre- 
dients to  help  "glove"  your  hands  against 
roughening,  reddening  wind  and  cold,  the 
drying  effect  of  soap  and  water. 


No  wonder  more  women  are  changing  to  Wood- 
bury Lotion,  every  day,  than  to  any  other 
kind  of  hand  care.  So  really  and  wonderfully 
different.  Beauty-blended  to  protect  as  it 
softens.  Peaches-and-cream  rich.  Feels  luscious 
on  your  skin.  Never  sticky  or  greasy.  At  drug 
and  cosmetic  counters,  10c,  25c  &  50c,  plus  tax. 
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MAIL  COUPON  FOR  PURSE-SIZE  BOTTLE 

Let  your  own  hands  tell  you,  in  one  week,  that 
Woodbury  Lotion  is  really  new,  wonderfully 
different. 


PROTECTS    AS    IT    SOFTENS... 

CONTAINS    LUXURY    LANOLIN 


Mail  to  Box  56,  Cincinnati  14,  Ohio 

(Paste  on  penny  postcard  if  you  wish.)  (577) 

Name 

Street 


City State 

(Please  print  Dame,  address  plainly.  Sorry,  offer  good  in  U.S.A.  only.) 


MADE    BY  THE  MAKERS  OF   FAMOUS  WOODBURY    FACIAL  SOAP  AND  OTHER  AIDS  TO  LOVELINESS 


""^mii^m 


^JUlwL  .^U'mVIA  sensational  British  vocalist  whose  visit  here  has 
brought  nostalgic  memories  to  many  GIs  who  heard  her  first  in  England, 
sings    for    a    gallery    of    newly    arrived    English    brides    of    American    soldiers. 
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on    his     comedy    pro- 


gram    on     ABC     features     Beryl's     singing.      The 
young    singer's    an    old    hand    at    show    business. 


By 

KEN  ALDEN 


IT  ISN'T  often  that  Great  Britain  exports  to  this  country  a 
beautiful  and  popular  singer.  That's  one  commodity  we 
have  in  wholesale  lots.  So  when  one  of  these  rarities  like 
blonde,  slim  Beryl  Davis  leaves  her  native  London  for  a 
career  here,  radio  row  sits  up  and  takes  careful  notice. 

Beryl's  advance  scouts,  thousands  of  ex-GIs,  who  heard 
the  23-year-old  singer  entertain  them  when  they  were  biv- 
ouacked in  Britain  before  D-Day,  predicted  she  would  click 
in  the  States.  Willard  Alexander,  an  astute  booking  agent, 
took  their  collective  word  for  it  and  imported  the  London  lass. 

Today  Beryl  is  busier  than  a  British  bobby  in  Trafalgar 
Square.  She's  singing  on  Phil  Silvers'  ABC  comedy  show, 
making  numerous  guest  appearances,  and  getting  a  tremen- 
dous promotion  campaign  from  Victor  records,  where  her 
discing  of  "Mother,  Mother,  Mother,"  is  keeping  the  platter 
assembly  line  working  overtime. 

I  talked  to  the  shy  but  friendly  English  girl  as  she  rehearsed 
for  an  appearance  with  Tex  McCrary  and  Jinx  Falkenberg 
recently. 

Did  she  have  any  doubts  about  making  the  grade  in  the 
country  where  popular  music  was  born? 

"I  wasn't  worried  about  my  looks,"  Beryl  told  me.  "Any 
girl  knows  just  about  what  kind  of  impression  she'll  make  in 
that  department.  I  followed  the  fan  magazines  very  carefully 
to  learn  all  about  the  latest  American  hair-dos  and  hem- 
lines. But  what  had  me  really  worried  was  how  my  voice 
would  go  over." 

The  excitement  of  an  American  adventure  has  left  Beryl  a 
bit  breathless  but  still  in  command  of  her  wonderfully  British 
poise. 

"I'm  used  to  excitement.  I  was  born  in  the  dressing  room 
of  a  Plymouth,  England,  theater  and  I've  been  backstage  all 
my  life.   Music  hall  comedians  taught  me  my  A.B.C.s." 

Beryl's  father,  Harry  Davis,  is  a  veteran  band  leader.  There 
was  never  any  question  about  his  daughter's  profession. 

"When  I  was  three  years  old  my  career  was  already 
launched.  Pop  had  a  vaudeville  act  and  in  it,  he  used  to  call 
for  volunteer  singers  from  the  audience.  One  night,  nobody 
would  get  up,  so  he  shoved  me  out  in  the  audience.   I  got  up 
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in  a  triple-starred  new  program,  with 
comedian  Frank  Morgan  and  Don  Ameche, 
Wednesday  nights  at  9  EST,  on  CBS  stations. 


rCrt/tVJl/ — a  triumphant  European 


,    ^ 


tour    for    the    exciting    movie    and    disc    singer. 


and  sang  the  only  song  I  knew — which  was  'Constantinople.'  " 

Eleven  years  later  Beryl  was  already  a  favorite  with 
British  audiences,  knew  then  that  real  fame  could  come  only 
when  she  crossed  the  Atlantic. 

"I  used  to  dream  of  coming  to  the  United  States,  singing 
on  the  radio,  making  records,  and  wearing  the  beautiful 
gowns  that  I  saw  American  singers  wear  in  the  movie 
magazines."  ..  ^ 

Instead  Beryl  went  to  Sweden  and  Norway,  teamed  up  with^,f 
Django  Reinhardt,  greatest  European  exponent  of  American/i' 
jazz. 

When  war  came.  Beryl,  like  every  other  British  subject,  had 
a  job  to  do. 

"Mine  was  to  sing  for  the  troops  and  also  do  a  late  evening 
broadcast  on  the  B.B.C.,  which  was  beamed  to  all  the  fighting 
fronts  all  over  the  world.  The  program  was  called  Beryl 
by  Candlelight. 

"And  we  had  a  theme  song,  an  American  song  made  famous 
by  AJ  Jolson.  The  song  was  'You  Made  Me  Love  You.'  There 
was  a  peace  and  quietness  about  it.  I  used  to  get  wonderful 
letters  from  British  tommies  and  tars  in  slit  trenches  in 
France  and  sub-infested  waters  in  the  Atlantic." 

When  the  American  troops  arrived  in  England,  Beryl  was 
shipped  to  the  various  camps  to  sing  for  them.  The  GIs  liked 
the  British  accent  she  gave  to  popular  American  tunes.  Her 
biggest  thrill  was  singing  with  the  late  Glenn  Miller's  Army 
Air  Forces  band. 

Beryl's  good  work  gained  attention  and  two  years  ago  she 
was  summoned  to  perform  at  Windsor  Castle  for  Princess 
Elizabeth.   It  was  a  very  private  unofficial  birthday  party. 
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who  knows  all  there  is 
to  know  about  putting  over  a  song,  coaches 
Luana   Patton   for   the   youngster's   next   movie. 


We're  heroes  to  the  countless  women  who 
use  DeLong  Bob  Pins  . . .  They  fasten  a 
medal  on  us  every  time  they  step  up  to  the 
counter  and  ask  for  DeLong,  the  Bob  Pin 
with  the  Stronger  Qrip . . .  We're  grateful,  too. 
That's  why  we  spare  no  effort  to  turn 
out  a  better  Bob  Pin,  one  made  of  stronger 
steel  that  keeps  its  snap  and  shape  longer 
and  stays  in  your  hair  dutifully. 
Always  remember  DeLong  for  — 

Stronger  Grip 

'Won't  Slip  Out 


R        QuaUty  UManufadurers  for  Over    50  years 

H  BOB   PINS  HAIR   PINS  SAFETY   PINS 

HOOKS  a  EYES  HOOK  at   EY  E  TAPES 

SNAPS  PINS  SANITARY  BELTS 

£0 


Spike  Jones   (checked  suit,  right)    and  his  group  will  assault 
music  regularly  every  Friday  night  at  10:30  EST,  over  CBS. 


"I  expected  everything  would  be 
very  stiff  and  proper.  Instead  we  all 
stayed  till  four  in  the  morning,  doing 
a  Cockney  version  of  The  Big  Apple 
and  when  we  did  The  Lambeth  Walk, 
the  Princess  joined  in." 

Beryl  sang  at  more  .than  500  war 
bases,  said  the  song  our  troops  wanted 
to  hear  most  was  "Take  Me  Out  to  the 
Ball  Game." 

"And  you  know,"  she  continued,  "the 
first  thing  I  wanted  to  do  when  I  got 
here  was  to  see  those  Giants  and 
Dodgers." 

The  Windsor  Castle  affair  was  a  high 
point  in  the  young  singer's  life  but  her 
biggest  thrill  came  just  recently  when 
a  group  of  British  war  brides  gave  a 
party  in  her  honor  here  in  New  York. 

"It  was  really  a  switch.  During  the 
war  I  used  to  sing  to  their  husbands 
and  now  I  was  singing  for  their  wives. 
I  sang  all  the  current  Hit  Parade  favor- 
ites and  then  a  young  girl,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  came  toward  the  piano  and 
said,  'Miss  Davis,  I'm  awfully  homesick, 
so  please  do  a  song  we  knew  at  home.'  " 

Beryl  sang  "A  Nightingale  Sang  in 
Berkeley  Square." 

"After  I  sang  it  I  had  a  good  cry 
myself." 

When  she's  not  rehearsing  or  per- 
forming. Beryl  is  trying  to  learn  Amer- 
ican slang  phrases,  lose  her  pronounced 
British  accent. 

"I  chew  bubble  gum  like  mad,  wear 
bobby  SOX,  and  drink  colas  like  mad. 
It's  wonderful." 

Recently  a  Doubting  Thomas  West 
Coast  columnist  refused  to  believe  that 
Beryl  was  an  authentic  British  import. 

He  wrote,  "If  she's  a  London  girl  as 
advertised,  I'm  Lina  Romay  of 
Brooklyn." 

"If  he  meant  that  I  sound  like  an 
American,"  Beryl  said,  "then  he  couldn't 
have  said  anything  nicer.  I'm  very 
grateful  to  him." 

*         *         * 

Confident  that  young  Gordon  MacRae 
has  the  best  chance  to  become  a  big 
star,   Capitol  records  have   signed  the 


ex-caddie  to  a  long  term  recording  con- 
tract complete  with  promotional  build- 
up. 

*  *         * 

Despite  the  untimely  death  of  their 
leader,  Jimmy  Lunceford,  the  members 
of  his  band  are  trying  to  work  together 
as  a  cooperative  unit  similar  to  the  Tex 
Beneke  setup  of  the  old  Glenn  Miller 
band. 

*  *  4> 

Traveling  on  her  European  tour  with 
Lena  Home  is  well  known  movie  or- 
chestrator,  Lenny  Hayton. 

*  *         * 

Abe  Burrows  is  the  high  priced  radio 
comedy  writer  who  has  turned  singer. 
He  is  heard  on  CBS  on  Saturday  nights 
singing  and  playing  his  burlesques  of 
popular  songs  like  "The  Girl  With  the 
Three  Blue  Eyes."  These  stints  have 
become  so  successful  that  Decca  will 
make  a  record  album  and  the  network 
is  mulling  plans  to  expand  the  show 
into  a  half  hour  variety  series.  Burrows 
used  to  write  the  Duffy's  Tavern  show. 

Now  the  Russians  have  sent  us  a 
ballad  singer.  She  is  blonde,  beautiful 
Kyra  Petrouskaya.  During  the  war 
Kyra  not  only  entertained  Soviet  troops 
but  in  the  siege  of  Leningrad  she  was 
trained  as  a  sniper,  actually  killed  a 
Nazi  sharpshooter.  Kyra  is  one  of  five 
Russian  war  brides  permitted  to  enter 
the  United  States. 

*  *         * 

Eddy  Howard  has  succeeded  Carmen 
Cavallaro  on  that  pen  company's  Sun- 
day afternoon  NBC  broadcast. 

*  *         * 

Dave  Rose  is  now  conducting  the  or- 
chestra for  the  Red  Skelton  comedy 
show  but  he  won't  get  many  oppor- 
tunities to  show  off  his  brilliant  ar- 
rangements. 

>»         *         * 

Doris  Day,  who  used  to  sing  with  Les 
Brown's  band,  is  going  to  get  a  build-up 

on  the  MGM  lot  as  a  dramatic  actress, 

*  *         * 

Don't  expect  British  singer  Gracie 
Fields  back  in  this  country  for  a  lonj 
time.    She  is  booked  for  extensive  ap- 


pearances    in    England,    has    her    own 
B.B.C.  radio  show. 

*  *         * 

Louis  Jordan,  the  Negro  trumpet- 
playing  comedian,  has  recovered  from  a 
serious  stomach  operation,  and  is  now 
on  a  tour  of  southern  cities. 

*  *         * 

The  reason  Les  Brown  took  the  Bob 
Hope  musical  assignment,  surrendering 
lucrative  one  night  stand  bookings,  is 
because  the  orchestra  leader  recently 
bought  a  sumptuous  Beverly  Hills  home 
and  wants  to  live  in  it. 

*  *         * 

The  preponderance  of  radio  disc 
jockeys  has  seriously  affected  phono- 
graph record  and  juke  box  sales.  The 
average  music  fans  know,  by  expert 
dial  twisting,  just  when  and  where  they 
can  hear  their  singing  favorites,  with- 
out having  to  buy  the  records  them- 
selves. 

*  *         * 

Bing  Crosby  is  definitely  signed  to  go 
to  London  next  Spring  to  make  a  pic- 
ture for  British  movie  mogul  J.  Arthur 
Rank.  While  there,  the  Groaner  will 
probably  do  a  Command  Performance 
for  the  British  monarch. 

*  *         * 

The  Andrews  Sisters  and  Milton 
Berle  are  reportedly  feuding.  When 
the  trio  made  their  debut  in  a  New 
Jersey  night  club,  the  comic,  a  ringside 
guest,  got  up  on  the  floor,  uninvited, 
and  tried  to  steal  the  spotlight  from  the 

girls. 

*  *         * 

Nelson  Eddy  and  Jeanette  MacDonald 
have  decided  to  work  as  a  radio  team 
if  they  can  find  a  sponsor. 

*  *         * 

Don't  you  think  the  movie  companies 
should  tell  unsuspecting  audiences  the 
names  of  singers  whose  voices  are 
dubbed  in  for  movie  stars  in  musical 
pictures?  Rita  Hayworth,  Larry  Parks, 
to  name  just  two,  are  stars  who  have 
sound  track  singing  substitutes,  yet  Co- 
lumbia Pictures  imply  that  these  two 
favorites    really    sing    in     "Down    To 

Earth." 

*  *         * 

Remember  Arthur  Tracy,  "The  Street 
Singer"  of  crystal  set  radio  fame?   Well 

he  is  preparing  for  a   comeback. 

*  *         * 

Alec  Templeton  turned  down  a  per- 
manent radio  series  in  order  to  resume 
his  concert  tours. 


With  Spike  Jones'  new  Spotlight  Re- 
vue comes  sparkling   Dorothy  Shay. 
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says  VIRGINIA  MAYO,  co-starring  in         I 

Samuel  Goldwyn's  Technicolor  Comedy 
"THE  SECRET  LIFE  OF  WALTER  MITTY"        ^ 

"No  secret  about  a  lovely-to-look-at  complexion. 
Just  beauty-cleanse  the  way  I  do  with  Wood- 
bury Cold  Cream.  Whisks  off  even  the  heaviest 
movie  make-up."  Ginny  is  wise  to  Woodbury. 
It  contains  rich  oils.  It's  really  deep  cleansing. 
Smooth  it  on  quickly  .  .  .  skin  blooms  clean. 
Try  Woodbury  for  that  "Always-Fresh"  look. 


Excitement  in  the  air  —  enter  Virginia.  She 
says,  "First  after  work  comes  my  date  with 
Woodbury.  Its  rich  cleansing  smooths  my  studio 
dry  skin.  In  a  flash  skin's  fresh — oh,  so  smooth." 
Woodbury's  four  special  softening  ingredients 
smooth  skin  —  but  surely.  Try  it,  and  see ! 
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WOODBURY 
CREAMS 

FOR 

PROBLEM 

SKINS 


DRY  SKIN.  First,  cleanse  with  WOODBURY  COLD  CREAM.  Soften 
with   WOODBURY  Special  DRY  SKIN   CREAM  — rich   in   lanolin's 
beoutifying  benefits.  Skin  looks  fresher,  younger! 
OILY  SKIN.   Cleanse  with   WOODBURY   Liquefying   CLEANSING 
CREAM'.  It  me/Js  — takes  off  surface  oils,  grime,  for  clearer  skinl 
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WHAT'S 


By 

DALE  BANKS 


NBC's   perfect   Christmas   present   to   listeners: 
Lionel  Barrymore  as  an  unforgettable  Scrooge. 


IF  YOU  want  some  hints  as  to  the  coming  financial 
weather,  take  notice  of  what's  been  happening  with 
sponsors  in  radio.  The  big  money  outfits  are  re- 
trenching. Nobody's  so  anxious  to  hand  out  large  slices 
of  green  stuff  for  big  elaborate  productions.  More  and 
more  audience  participation  shows  are  on  the  air — 
because  they're  cheaper,  even  counting  the  prizes  given 
away,  than  the  big  productions  that  call  for  regular  stars 
and  guest  stars  at  thousands  of  dollars  per.  The  newest 
wrinkle  is  to  turn  the  big  shows  over  to  co-operative 
sponsors,  that  is,  local  companies  sponsoring  programs 
in  each  station  on  a  network.  WOR  started  the  whole 
business  last  season,  its  main  attraction,  the  Kate  Smith 
Show,  having  over  300  sponsors  before  it  went  on  the 
air  in  September.  The  other  networks  are  following 
suit,  ABC  leading  off  with  the  co-ops  sponsoring  Abbott 
and  Costello.   The  roster  is  growing  all  the  time. 

Maybe  it's  time  to  start  thinking  about  keeping  those 
pennies  in  the  piggy  bank,  now  that  the  big  dollar  boys 
are  getting  so  careful  and  prudent. 

*  *         * 

Lillian  Schoen,  who  writes  the  Paul  Whiteman  Show 
and  Irene  Beasley's  Grand  Slam  and  a  couple  of 
dramatic  stints,  tells  us  she  fell  in  love  with  rural  living 
last  summer.  She's  just  bought  herself  a  farm  in  Bucks 
County,  Pa.,  and  hopes  to  be  able  to  work  out  her 
schedules  so  she  can  do  most  of  her  writing  out  there, 
where  it's  quiet  and  telephone  free. 

*  *         * 

When  Larry  Adler.  the  harmonica  artist,  was  inter- 
viewed recently  by  Pops  Whiteman  and  "Junior,"  the 
portable  recording  machine  Whiteman  uses,  he  told  the 
dean  of  modern  American  music  a  story  that  even  White- 
man  had  never  known  before. 
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Jay    Jostyn    carries    Mr.    District    Attorney's    aims    into    real    life.     He    accepts    a 
lecture  invitation  from  a  youth  organization — his  subject:  Juvenile  Delinquency. 


"It  happened  way  back  when  your  picture,  'King  of 
Jazz,'  was  being  shown  at  the  New  York  movie  houses," 
Adler  told  Whiteman.  "At  one  of  the  movies,  where  you 
and  your  band  were  also  making  a  personal  appearance, 
I  used  to  play  the  harmonica  around  the  stage  door, 
playing  the  tunes  you  played  in  the  movie.  Then  one 
day,  two  gentlemen,  who  turned  out  to  be  Joe  Venuti 
and  Frankie  Trumbar,  heard  me  and  took  me  into  your 
dressing  room. 

"They  told  you  to  'listen  to  this  kid  play  the  har- 
monica'," continued  Adler.  "And,  after  I  finished,  you 
turned  to  a  young  man  sitting  next  to  you  and  said, 
'This  kid  is  terrific,  George,  why  don't  you  write  some 
music  for  him?'  Well,"  Adler  laughed,  "that  young 
fellow  was  George  Gershwin." 

But  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  story  to  Whiteman 
is  that  he  had  never  known — until  Larry  told  him  the 
story — that  the  kid  who  had  played  the  mouth  organ 
in  his  dressing  room  way  back  when  was  Larry  Adler, 
himself. 

*  *         * 

Paul  Lavalle  is  doing  it  again.  He's  notified  the 
National  Federation  of  Music  Clubs  that  he  will  again 
offer  a  national  music  scholarship  to  the  winner  of  a 
national  contest  administered  by  the  Federation.  The 
scholarship  will  amount  to  $1,000  for  some  lucky, 
talented   kid. 

*  *         * 

And  maybe  you  think  that  talent  doesn't  get  kicked 
around  some  .  .  .  For  fifteen  years  Paul  Siegel  of 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  trudged  up  and  down  Tin  Pan  Alley, 
but  nobody  would  buy  his  tunes.  Now,  as  a  32- 
year-old  AMG  Sergeant  stationed  in  Vienna,  he 
has    twenty    of    his    tunes     (Continued    on    page    96) 


On  Ozzie  and  Harriet:  Thorny.  On  The  Life 
of  Riley:  Digger  O'Dell.  Real  name:  John 
Brown,   or   perhaps   John   Versatile   Brown! 
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Max  Metcalf,  on  his  toes  as  he  presents  his  6  A.M. 
newscast,  aimed  at  folks  who  are  up  before  sunrise. 


United   Press   Teletype  to   WHAM's   News   Room 
furnishes    copy    used    on    the    8    A.M.    program. 


R 
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For     this     one     he     sits     down.     1     P.M.     is     the 
last    newscast.     The     end     of     Max's     work     day. 


MAX  METCALF,  member  of  the  WHAM  News  Bureau 
and  one  of  the  station's  featured  newscasters,  has 
to  be  at  work  by  five-thirty  a.m.  as  his  newscast 
goes  on  the  air  at  six — and  he  likes  it. 

He  can  visualize  folks  in  from  their  early  chores, 
having  their  breakfast  and  listening  to  a  summary  of 
the  news  that  developed  during  the  night.  These  are  the 
men  and  women  who  must  be  on  the  job  at  seven,  the 
night  workers,  just  off  duty  and  homeward  bound, 
listening  as  they  drive.  Max's  mail  tells  him  of  invalids 
who  start  their  day  with  his  newscast,  travelers  who 
get  started  early  to  beat  the  traffic  and  even  airmen 
who  check  up  on  the  news  while  piloting  their  planes 
through  the  early  skies. 

Max  Metcalf  was  born  in  Walpole,  New  Hampshire. 
His  elementary  and  high  school  education  was  obtained 
in  truly  traditional  New  England  style.  With  a  firm 
grounding  in  "readin'  and  'rithmetic,"  Max  headed  for 
Teachers  College  in  Brockport,  New  York,  and  then  to 
the  University  of  Illinois. 

With  a  teacher's  diploma  tucked  in  his  pocket,  Max 
moved  to  Westbury,  Long  Island,  where  he  taught 
English  and  History  at  Westbury  High  School.  It  just 
so  happened  that  the  Home  Economics  teacher  was  a 
lovely  young  lady  named  Helene  Ferry.  Max  met  this 
young  lady  and  found  that  she  was  not  only  extremely 
attractive  but  that  she  was  also  a  wonderful  cook.  Max 
refuses  to  admit  that  this  entered  his  mind  in  evaluating 
Miss  Ferry,  but  Helene  and  Max  were  married. 

From  Long  Island  the  Metcalfs  moved  to  Buffalo,  New 
York,  where,  after  several  more  years  of  teaching,  Max 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  might  like  radio  work 
better.  He  took  a  trip  to  WHAM,  Rochester,  and,  after 
an  outstanding  audition,  won  a  place  on  the  station's 
announcing  staff. 

Always  a  student  of  history.  Max  wanted  to  specialize 
in  newscasting,  so  he  channeled  his  efforts  in  that  di- 
rection and  acquired  an  intimate  knowledge  of  current 
history,  which,  plus  a  friendly  style,  gives  his  newscasts 
an  authoritative  ring  that  attracts  an  ever-growing  circle 
of  listeners. 

Following  a  station  policy,  Max  began,  as  soon  as  he 
became  a  member  of  the  staff,  an  intensive  study  of 
news  reporting,  writing,  editing  and  the  many  other 
specialized  jobs  required  of  a  well-rounded  news  man. 

Last  winter  was  an  especially  bad  one  in  the  western 
New  York  area.  Knowing  that  Max  had  to  drive  twenty- 
five  miles  over  country  roads  to  get  to  work,  his  listeners 
waited  each  day  for  his  informal  remarks  on  road  con- 
ditions and  driving  hazards  and  he  became  the  Voice  of 
Authority  for  early  drivers.  This  year  he  does  not 
have  to  drive  so  far,  for  he  has  moved  to  East  Rochester, 
which  is  just  seven  miles  from  the  broadcasting  studio. 

After  concluding  his  6  A.M.  broadcast.  Max  goes  right 
to  work  on  the  content  of  another  newscast  for  8  A.M. 
His  concluding  program  of  the  day  comes  at  one  in 
the  afternoon. 


Donald 


Donald  Dame,  tenor  star  of  The 
American  Album  of  Familiar  Music 
heard  Sunday  night  over  NBC  from 
9:30  to  10  P.M.,  made  an  early  beginning 
in  radio.  At  the  age  of  14  in  his  native 
Cleveland,  Ohio  he  succeeded  in  direct- 
ing and  producing  his  own  radio  show 
on  which  he  also  served  as  principal 
vocalist.  It  ran  for  more  than  two  years 
over  a  leading  Cleveland  station,  first 
as  a  sustaining  and  later  on  a  commer- 
cial basis. 

While  enrolled  at  Western  Reserve 
University,  to  which  he  had  won  a  four 
year  vocal  scholarship,  he  was  able  to 
support  himself  entirely  by  working 
on  Cleveland's  station  WHK. 

After  graduation  from  Western  Re- 
serve, he  won  another  scholarship  to 
New  York's  Juilliard  School.  And 
shortly  after  his  admission  to  Juilliard 
came  his  first  professional  appearance, 
as  soloist  with  the  Cleveland  Orchestra 
under  the  baton  of  Artur  Rodzinski. 
Since  then,  annual  concert  tours  have 
taken  him  all  over  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  and  he  has  appeared  with 
leading     orchestras     as     guest  •   artist. 

Through  it  all,  he  has  remained  faith- 
ful to  radio.  In  addition  to  having  his 
own  regular  program,  he  is  a  frequent 
guest  on  the  most  popular  musical 
shows  on  the  leading  networks.  When 
he  made  his  debut  at  the  Metropolitan 
Opera,  his  outstanding  acting  ability 
as  well  as  his  fine  singing  stole  the 
show  from  some  of  the  Met's  most  ex- 
perienced troupers. 

Of  medium  height,  well-built,  and 
with  a  disarming  smile  and  gray-blue 
eyes  that  help  make  him  an  asset  to  the 
Met's  romantic-tenor  department,  Don- 
ald Dame  is  a  young  man  of  serious 
purpose,  unusual  humility  for  one  who 
is  so  successful. 

Aside  from  his  work,  he  is  easy- 
going and  has  a  tremendous  capacity 
for  enjoying  life,  and  a  loud  and  hearty 
laugh  which  he  emits  fairly  frequently. 

He  and  his  pretty  blonde  wife  have 
a  New  York  apartment  and  spend  as 
much  of  the  winter  there  as  Donald's 
professional  engagements  permit.  Sum- 
mers, they  spend  on  their  farm  in  the 
Berkshires,  where  Donald  "gentleman- 
farms."  He  also,  for  fun,  binds  books, 
paints,  cooks — and  fishes. 

As  a  rod-and-reel  enthusiast,  he  has 
chalked  up  a  rather  unique  record. 
You  know  those  tall  tales  that  fisher- 
men tell?  .  .  .  Well,  Donald  says:  "I 
have  been  fishing  ever  since  I  was  a 
boy  of  eight  and  I  haven't  caught  a 
single  fi^h  yet!" 


M  ^J HINDS'. 

Hinds  «d^y  T,"°     "tag  you  an  ^erage 
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FARMER 


Jesse   H.  BuiTum   is   Director   of 
Agriculture  for  WEEI-Columbia. 


Letters  of  introduction  to  the  Governors  of  New  Caledonia,  New  Guinea  and  Fiji 
are  presented  to  Jesse  H.  Buffum  by  Massachusetts  Governor  Robert  F.  Bradford. 


WITH  all  the  farmers  of  New  England  as  his  parish- 
ioners, Jesse  H.  Buffum,  CBS's  Agricultural  Director 
in  New  England,  has  been  riding  circuit  for  eight 
years,  supplementing  his  Farmers'  Almanac  broadcasts 
over  WEEI  with  trips  to  all  State  Fairs,  and  important 
Grange  meetings.  He  was  named  Chairman  of  Grange 
Day  at  the  Eastern  States  Exposition  this  September, 
when  Michigan's  former  Governor  Harold  E.  Stassen 
was  the  principal  speaker. 

When  agriculture  wants  to  pay  its  respects  to  the 
Commonwealth's  Chief  Executive,  it  is  Buff  who  ar- 
ranges it.  So  far,  he  has  been  host  to  Governors  Tobin 
and  Bradford  and  the  farm  leaders  of  Massachusetts 
four  times.  Buff's  Luncheons  have  become  notable  and 
unique  events.  During  them  agriculture  makes  its 
direct  report  "to  the  Governor  in  the  time  honored  New 
England  fashion.  Buff  has  published  an  Agricultural 
Directory  of  New  England  ...  a  sort  of  farm  Blue  Book. 
A  New  England  financier  and  philanthropist  has  named 
Buff  administrator  of  a  fund  to  aid  worthy  young  farmers 
get  their  start. 

A  list  of  his  farm  activities  would  run  the  length  of 
your  arm,  but  they  are  only  his  vocational  duties.  He 
has  another  farm  characteristic.  He  is,  at  heart,  a 
romantic.  His  sights  go  beyond  the  hills  of  home  to  far 
places.  Last  summer  he  yielded  to  the  spell,  and  with 
still  and  motion  picture  cameras,  he  flew  to  the  South 
Pacific  Isles  with  letters  of  introduction  from  Governor 
Bradford  to  the  governors  of  New  Caledonia,  Fiji,  and 


New  Guinea.  He  traveled  about  and  compared  the  con- 
ditions today  with  conditions  of  an  earlier  year,  when 
as  a  young  motion  picture  camera  man,  he  made 
geographical  pictures  for  a  Hollywood  studio.  In  those 
early  years  his  hair  turned  white  overnight  when  he 
got  too  close  to  the  volcano  Kilauea  to  make  an  in- 
teresting picture.  Hawaii  now  he  finds  not  so  enchanting 
.  .  .  except  in  the  hinterland. 

Those  are  the  things  over  which  he  grieves,  but  when 
he  ponders  over  the  length  of  time  he  spent  getting  to 
Hawaii  in  an  old  windjammer,  and  the  short  time  in 
which  he  flew  there  and  beyond,  he  thinks  that  m.odern 
technological   advances   have   their   merits,   too. 

Another  adventure  came  close  to  tragedy  when  he 
was  nearly  killed  in  the  battle  of  Agua  Prieta.  He  had 
gone  there  to  take  educational  motion  pictures,  but 
emerged  with  a  citation  for  bravery.  Earlier  still 
he  and  his  brother  walked  across  the  continent  on  a 
diet  experiment  for  Dr.  Dudley  Sargent  of  Harvard 
University. 

All  in  all  this  farm  boy — for  his  father  had  a  farm 
in  New  Hampshire — has  gone  to  far  places  and  seen 
strange  sights.  Now  he  plans  to  round  out  his  years 
with  his  broadcasts,  and  his  lectures,  so  that  one  day 
he  may  retire  to  his  own  farm  in  Warwick,  Mass.,  with 
his  wife  and  son,  who,  at  twenty,  shows  signs  of  follow- 
ing in  his  father's  footsteps.  At  least,  now  he  is  working 
as  a  reporter  on  the  North  Adams  (Mass.)  Transcript, 
and  has  his  sights  trained  on  distant  horizons. 
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April  Showers  Eau  de  Cologne 

and  Dusting  Powder,  $2.25 


April  Showers  Perfume 
Eau  de  Cologne,  Sachet,  and  Talc,  $2.95 


All  prices  plus  tax 


r/ie  Gift  That 
Starts  the  Home 


Make  k  LANE  ITour  Christmas  Love-Gift 


Here's  What  ITlimk- 


By 


Aotex 


Gjul^ 


THEiRE  are  times  when  I  wish  I  might 
have  been  Sarah  Bernhardt  instead 
of  Gracie  Allen.  People  don't  seem 
to  mind  if  even  the  greatest  of  trage- 
diennes breaks  into  a  smile  now  and  then, 
but  if  you're  a  comedienne  to  start  with, 
you're  expected  to  be  funny  all  the  time. 

The  mailman,  the  department  store 
clerks,  the  beauty  operator,  everyone  I 
meet  in  the  course  of  a  day,  all  keep  look- 
ing at  me  with  their  faces  aU  arranged  to 
break  into  a  tremendous  laugh  the  mo- 
ment I  say  something  screamingly  funny. 
And  when  I  don't,  they  are  aU  rather 
downcast  as  though  I  had  somehow  done 
them  a  bad  turn. 

And  believe  me,  there's  plenty  to  be 
serious  about  in  our  household.  We  have 
a  daughter,  Sandi'a,  who's  just  at  that 
Well-really-mother-I'm  -  old-enough-to- 
we£U'-lipstick-now  stage.  And  a  son, 
Ronnie,  who's  old  enough  to  turn  his  first 
jalopy  into  a  "hot  rod." 

However,  the  children  have  been  the 
great  stabilizing  factors  in  the  lives  of 
George  and  myself.  After  all,  we  two 
were  vaudevillians,  restless,  changeable, 
moving  from  town  to  town,  traveling  all 
over  the  world,  changing  from  stage  to 
radio  to  movies,  and  back  to  stage,  again, 
never  in  the  same  apartment  or  house  for 
more  than  a  month  or  so  at  a  time. 

Then  the  children  arrived.  Whereupon 
Bums  and  Allen  bought  a  smaU  quiet 
house  in  Beverly  HiUs  and  lived  happily 
ever  after.  That  was  eleven  years  ago, 
and  we  still  live  in  the  same  house,  have 


the  same  cook,  gardener,  eat  roast  beef  on 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays,  and  in  general, 
have  become  so  settled  in  our  ways,  that 
the  neighbors  can  peek  out  the  window 
now  and  say  "Goodness  ...  it  must  be 
nine-thirty-two  .  .  .  there  goes  Mrs.  Bums 
on  her  way  to  market." 

My  own  philosophy  of  life  is,  I  imagine, 
essentially  a  rather  simple  one.  I  believe 
in  being  as  busy  as  possible.  For  the 
greater  part  of  my  life,  I've  found  myself 
variously  engaged  as  a  dancer,  a  comedi- 
enne, a  writer,  a  newspaper  columnist,  a 
housewife,  even  a  poUtical  candidate,  and 
as  just  plain  cook  for  a  lot  of  hungry  ac- 
tors. As  a  result,  I've  never  really  had  a 
cheUice  to  sit  down  and  say  to  myself,  "Am 
I  happy?"  I  was,  but  thank  goodness,  I 
didn't  have  time  to  think  about  it. 

I  believe  that  when  a  woman  has  enough 
leisure  to  start  asking  herself,  "Am  I 
truly  happy — or  not?"  and  then  starts 
going  to  psychiatrists  to  see  if  she's  swp- 
posed  to  be  happy,  then  troubles  and 
difficulty  are  well  on  their  way  toward 
getting  a  foothold. 

Anyway,  that's  my  philosophy.  I'm 
happy  but  it's  also  part  of  my  philosophy 
not  to  try  and  advise  anyone  else  what  to 
do. 

So  if  you  should  marry  a  dancer  by  the 
name  of  George  Bums  and  go  into  radio 
and  vaudeville,  and  movies,  and  have  two 
cute  children  named  Ronnie  and  Sandra, 
and  you're  still  not  happy,  don't  blame  me. 
What  works  for  one  woman  may  not  work 
for  another. 


Listen  to  Gracie  Allen  and  George  Bums,  Thursday  nights  at  8:30  P.M.  EST,  on  NBC. 
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Love    couldn't    be    locked    out. 


By 
JOHN  NEISON 


Behind  Helen  and  Al,  their  Bride  and  Groom  gifts.    Before 
them — happiness.  Beside  them,  sympathetic  M.C.  John  Nelson. 


EACH  day,  five  days  a  week,  a  couple  appears  on 
the  program  Bride  and  Groom,  a  couple  chosen 
from  among  hundreds  of  others  because  they  are 
living  a  love  story  so  warm  and  appealing  that  the 
Bride  and  Groom  judges  believe  others  will  be  made 
happy  by  hearing  about  it.  Such  a  story  is  that  of 
Helen  Gary  and  Albert  Baietti  of  Oak  Ridge,  Tenn. 

"Oak  Ridge" — the  name  should  give  you  some  clue 
as  to  why  we  of  the  Bride  and  Groom  show  decided 
that  Helen  and  Albert  were  among  those  we  wanted 
to  marry  on  the  air.  (Not  that  a  Bride  and  Groom 
wedding  actually  takes  place  on  the  air;  the  couple 
is  interviewed  before  the  ceremony,  and  introduced 
to  the  radio  and  studio  audience;  then  they  retire  to 
the  adjoining  Chapman  Park  Chapel,  for  a  service 
performed  in  private  by  a  minister  of  their  own 
choice.  After  the  ceremony,  they  come  back  to  our 
studio,  and  again  go  on  the  air  to  receive  their  gifts 
from  Bride  and  Grooni  and  the  happy  good  wishes 
of  all  of  us.)  But  back  to  Oak  Ridge.  What  could  be 
more  surely  a  wartime  romance  than  one  bom  in 
the  very  cradle  of  the  war's  Top-Secret  secret — the 
atom  bomb? 

That's  why  we  wanted  the  love  story  of  Helen  and 
Albert  to  reach  the  wdest  possible  audience.  It 
seemed  to  us  to  reaffirm  the  strength  of  love,  to  prove 
again  that  even  in  one  of  the  grimmest  places,  at 
one  of  the  grimmest  hours  our  world  has  known, 
the  lovely,  exciting  pattern  of  boy-meets-girl  re- 
tained its  insidious  magic. 

In  short,  Helen  and  Albert  fell  in  love  .  .  .  but  not 
as  quickly  as  all  that.  The  odds,  after  all,  were  heavy 
against  them.  There  was  no  place  for  romance  in 
the  endless  round  of  work  and  tension  and  pressure 
that  was  Oak  Ridge  in  the  summer  of  1945,  Al's 
second  year  on  the  atomic  energy  project.    To  the 


majority  of  the  seventy  thousand  people  in  the  town, 
the  work  was  a  complete  mystery;  but  Al,  research 
physicist  and  engineer,  was  one  of  the  handful  who 
had  definite  ideas  about  what  was  going  on.  So,  to 
him,  life  was  work,  work  was  a  race  against  time;  and 
the  rest  of  living  was  rain,  mud,  cheerless  dormitory 
life,  an  occasional  movie  ...  a  very  occasional  dance 
sponsored  by  the  Recreation  and  Welfare  Association. 

No  matter  how  dedicated,  no  twenty-three-year- 
old — which  is  all  Al  was — could  spend  his  days  and 
nights  living  intimately  with  so  tremendous  a  secret 
without  wishing  that  he  might,  at  least  for  a  few 
hours  here  and  there,  put  it  into  the  back  of  his 
mind.  That's  what  Al  was  wishing,  one  summer 
night  .  .  .  and  then  the  evening  breeze  brought  him 
faint  strains  of  distant  dance  music.  The  music  was 
coming  from  the  tennis  courts — the  cement  floors  of 
which  served  as  a  dance  floor  for  the  occasional 
Association  dances.  Al  hesitated,  then  turned  his 
steps  in  that  direction. 

He  had  no  trouble  finding  partners.  Tall  (six  feet 
nine  inches!)  with  dark  unruly  hair,  Al  was  a  hand- 
some and  popular  member  of  the  government  com- 
munity. But  unfortunately  the  girls  inevitably  turned 
their  conversation  to  the  subject  Al  was  trying  to 
forget.  It  was  no  use,  and  he  prepared  to  leave. 
Then  he  saw  Helen. 

His  first  glance  told  him  she  was  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  girls  in  Oak  Ridge.  Her  waves  of  blonde 
hair  framed  a  lovely  face  in  which  blue  eyes  smiled 
a  quick  friendliness  to  all  the  world.  Her  dark  blue 
frock  accentuated  her  grace  as  she  danced  with 
her  partner. 

Al  turned  to  one  of  his  friends,  trying  to  sound 
casual  as  he  asked:  "That  blonde  girl  in  the  blue 
dress — I  suppose  she's  married?"  (Cont'd  on  page  91) 


This  is  the  first  in  Radio  Mirror's  new  series  of  love  stories-of-the-month,  outstanding  romances 
which  were  heard  originally  on  the  program  Bride  and  Groom,  They  are  told  for  us  hy  .John  Nelson, 
M.C.  of  Bride  and  Grooni,  which  you  can  hear  daily  at  2:30  P.M.  EST  on  ABC  network  stations. 
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After    ihe    ceremony,    the    Baietlis    start    back    toward    the    adjoining    studio,    to    shed    their    newlywed    radiance    on    isl! 
weJl-wishers   in    the   audience.    With    them    are    Al's   brother    Norman,    and    his    sister    Vauline    Gary,    who    "stood    up." 
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ERIE  GALBKAITH 
JOLSOJ\^ 


/^kaunq  w  toliole  llfee, 
ab  eveai|(tai|/3  05  toell 
o^  kb  taUvmj^k) .... 


ONE  of  these  days  I'm  going  to  re-decorate  that  dining  room.  I've 
been  sayiiig  that  now  for  two  years — ^but  still  I'm  sure  that  one  of 
these  days  Al  and  I  will  iinpack  our  suitcases,  shut  off  the  telephone, 
hide  aU  the  travel  folders,  and  settle  down  in  our  MulhoUand  Drive 
home  long  enough  for  me  to  have  those  walls  paneled. 

I'm  afraid  it's  just  an  idea  I  have.  Being  married  to  Al  Jolson  isn't  a 
homebody's  life.  When  he  isn't  in  front  of  the  microphone  for  his  Music 
Hall  radio  show  or  working  on  the  sequel  to  "The  Jolson  Story,"  my 
husband  likes  to  be  on  the  go — ^he's  restless.  No  sooner  do  we  tmlock 
our  front  door  and  walk  inside  ovir  barely-familiar  walls,  than  I  see  that 
dreamy  look  come  into  Al's  eyes  and  I  know  he's  thinking  about  a  day 
or  two  in  Palm  Springs,  or  Arrowhead,  or  the  races  at  Del  Mar,  or  a 
winter  in  Florida. 

It's  not  that  he  likes  to  follow  The  Crowd.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we're 
more  apt  to  be  out  of  season  in  these  places  than  not.  With  Al,  it's  just 
for  the  sun  and  the  change  and  the  feel  of  moving  somewhere — some- 
where where  there's  color  and  life  and  people.  Never  for  fashion  or  for 
the  sight  of  our.  names  in  the  news  columns,  or  because  it's  The  Thing 
to  Do,  or  The  Place  to  Go. 

Even  when  we  are  at  home,  at  our  hillside  home  just  north  of  Holly- 
wood, we  don't  go  in  for  nightclubbing  or  big  parties  or  being  seen  in 
the  smart,  right  places.  The  only  newspaper  pages  Al  cares  about  are 
the  theatrical,"  the  editorial  or  the  stock  market  news — the  gossip  columns 
or  the  society  pages  we  can  leave,  alone. 

But  the  theatrical  page — -that's  something  else. 

No  matter  where  we  are  Al  is  like  a  busman  on  a  holiday — ^he  can't 
get  away  from  what's  going  on  in  the  world  of  entertainment.  It's  his 
world.  He  lives  in  it,  breathes  in  it,  would  be  miserable  without  it. 
Wherever  we  go  he  has  his  eye  out  for  talent  and  we've  spent  many 
an  xmcomfprtable  hour  in  some  snnall  amateur  theater  group  or  in  a 
crowded  engineer's  booth  watching  a  radio  show  because  someone  whis- 
pered to  Al  that  there  might  be  an  up-and-coming  young  actor  there 
who  showed  promise.  Al  goes  out  of  his  way  to  help  newcomers.  He's 
never  too  busy  to  keep  an  eye  out,  or  lend  a  helping  hand  to  someone 
he  thinks  needs  a  boost  up  the  theatrical  ladder. 

And  always  in  his  mind,  as  we  sit  reading  in  the  evenings,  or  swim- 
ming in  the  pool  or  riding  off  to  Palm  Springs  with  our  suitcases  piled 
in  back — always  he's  thinking  of  his  work. 

I  know,  now,  the  signs  when  he's  getting  ready  for  a  new  radio  show, 
or  a  new  Broadway  revue,  or  a  new  motion  picture. 

The  restlessness  increases.  That  pacing-tiger  walk  gets  more  pro- 
noimced.  He's  upset  when  the  telephone  rings  every  five  minutes — and 
upset  if  it  doesn't.  He's  like  a  dynamo  being  charged,  slowly  gathering  ■ 
force  and  momentum  and  the  kind  of  creative  electricity  that  wiU  soon 
change  into  sparks — sparks  that  will  infuse  a  show  with  his  own  special 
kind  of  humour  and  pathos.  Each  new  show  he  treats  as  if  it  were  the 
first  he  had  ever  done  .  .  .  smd  every  performance  is  as  important  as  the 
opening  night.  He  never  takes  an  audience  for  granted  or  permits  him-  , 
self  to  coast  along  on  his  popularity.  ' 

Of  course  I  think  he's  wortderfvd.  I  thought  so  (Continued  on  page  85) 

Hear  AJ  Jolson  as  the  star  of  the  Music  Hall  program,  every 
Thursday  night  at  9  EST,  on  stations  of  the  NBC  network. 
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FROM  COAST  rocatsT 
TQHHYBARTLETT 


t*xr 


•^nB  D.)NS''K  :-.'w 


I  was  glad  of  little  Nancy's  help  when  the  gifts 
started  piling  up.  Announcer  Les  Lear  and  M.C. 
Tommy  Bartlett  read  off  a  list  that  had  me  gasping. 


Dinner  at  Chicago's  exotic  Shangri-La.  A  friend 
came  over  for  a  few  words  with  Mr.  Lear  as  Lin 
(right)    and  I  tried  to  guide  Nancy  and  Bobby. 


A  trailer-traveler's  report  on 

how  the  program  Welcome  Travelers 

operates  to  earn  its  name 

By  IIIIIAN  MASON 


WHEN  the  four  of  us — my  husband,  Lin,  our  daugh- 
ter, Nancy,  and  our  son,  Larry,  and  I — started  out 
to  see  America,  each  of  us  had  our  own  special, 
separate  objective  aside  from,  that  of  the  long-dreamed- 
of  trip  itself. 

Larry,  who  is  not  quite  five,  wanted  to  see  Indians — 
real  ones.  Seven-year- old  Nancy,  an  ardent  patron  of 
the  Saturday  afternoon  Western  movies  here  in  our 
native  Springfield,  Ohio,  had  her  heart  set  upon  seeing 
real,  live  cowboys,  close-up.  My  husband  wanted  to 
show  me  the  country  he'd  flown  over  and  the  cities  he'd 
visited  so  often  on  business  trips.  He'd  talked  about  so 
many  things  he'd  seen,  trying  to  share  them  with  me — 
and  now,  finally,  we  were  to  enjoy  them  together. 

As  for  me — it  was  a  radio  program  I  had  my  eye  on. 
A  very  special  one.  As  soon  as  the  dates  on  our  itin- 
erary were  definite,  I  wrote  to  the  Welcome  Travelers 
program  in  Chicago,  asking  for  tickets.  You  see,  I've 
been  a  radio  fan  for  years,  and  with  good  reason.  Lin's 
business  has  alw^ays  been  some  phase  of  radio.  He 
began  in  college,  when  he  paid  his  tuition  by  working 
at  a  local  station.  When  we  were  married,  nearly  ten 
years  ago,  he  was  known  as  "The  Singing  Announcer" 
at  station  WKRC  in  Cincinnati.  At  the  time  of  our  trip 
he  was  associated  with  a  company  that  handled  radio 
transcriptions.  Radio  was  our  hving;  we  knew  small 
and  not-so-smali  stations  intimately — but  it  ■wasrft  the 
same  as  being  on  the  inside  of  a  big-time  program!      , 

That's  why  the  thought  of  being  present  at  a  network 
broadcast  meant  something  special  to  me.  Trom  the 
day  in  June  when  we  set  out  on  the  great  westward 
loop  that  was  to  take  us  to  the  Coast  and  back  to  our 
native  Ohio,  I  had  my  hopes  pinned  on  the  two  cities 
on  our  itinerary  from  which  national  broadcasts  orig- 
inated— ^Hollywood  and  Chicago. 

We  went  by  trailer — Lin's  idea,  and  one  I'd  objected 
to  vigorously  at  first. 

"No  trailer,"  I  said  firmly.  "If  you  think  I'm  going 
to  cram  the  four  of  us  into  one  of  those  beetle-shaped 
boxes  . .  .  and  they're  not  safe.  I've  seen  them,  lumbering 
and  weaving  down  the  highway.  I'd  rather  fly.  And  be- 
sides," I  finished  triumphantly,  "we  haven't  got  a  trailer." 

Welcoirie  Travelers,  "with  Tommy  Bartlett  as  M.C, 
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By  bus  around  Chirago — and   we'll  never  torget  tlie   >ilvery  Buckingham  Fountain  in  Grant  Park.    (I'ourlh  from  left  is  us.) 


Lin  ran  his  hands  through  his  hair. 

"But  you  can't  see  anything  from  a  plane!  And  that's 
the  whole  point  of  the  trip — we  want  to  see  the  country. 
Anyway,  we'll  get  a  trailer,  somehow." 

We  did  find  one,  finally.  After  advertising,  after 
combing  Dayton  and  Cincinnati,  after  Lin,  in  despera- 
tion, ran  spot  advertisements  on  the  air,  we  found  a 
woman  who  was  willing  to  rent  us  her  trailer  for  the 
season.  In  the  meantime,  a  series  of  plane  crashes  had 
changed  my  opinions  about  the  relative  safety  of  the  air. 

The  trailer  was  twenty-one  feet  long.  Fitting  the  four 
of  us  into  it  was  like  working  a  Chinese  block  puzzle, 
from  which  you  have  to  remove  one  piece  before  you 
insert  another.  We  put  the  children  to  sleep  on  the 
double  bed  until  Lin  and  I  were  ready  to  go  to  bed  at 
night,  and  then  Nancy  was  shifted  to  the  couch,  Larry 
to  a  mattress  on  the  floor.  When  everything  was  in 
place,  it  was  possible  to  move  around — if  we  were  care- 
ful.   But  move  as  much  as  a  chair,  raise  the  drop-leaf 

is  heard  daily  at  12  Noon  EST,  on  ABC  stations. 


of  the  table,  and  we  were  trapped  in  our  own  home. 

It  was  our  home  for  three  months.  There  were  dis- 
advantages. Tires  went  flat  under  us — four  of  them — 
and  each  time  meant  the  purchase  of  a  new  tire,  since 
the  weight  of  the  trailer  ruins  the  flat.  A  rough  spot 
in  the  road  jarred  the  cupboard  doors  open,  breaking 
everything  breakable,  spreading  glasses  of  jelly  and  a 
can  of  cofTee  all  over  the  floor.  Sometimpes,  with  trailer 
camps  full,  we'd  have  to  stop  beside  a  filling  station  for 
the  night,  without  water  and  lights — and  just  go  to  bed, 
dirt  and  all. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  were  always  sure  of  a  bed 
and  a  place  to  stay;  we  had  with  us  many  more  of  our 
belongings  than  we  could  have  taken  on  an  ordinary 
trip,  and  we  didn't  have  to  pack  and  unpack  suitcases. 

We  traveled  to  California  by  way  of  St.  Louis,  Kansas 
City,  Rocky  Mountain  National  Park,  Albuquerque  and 
Phoenix.  There's  no  way  to  tell  you  what  it  meant  to 
us — except   to   say    that   the    (Continued   on   page  93) 


25 


Y 


Breakfast  with  his  Belle  has  always  been  the  cheerful 
prelude  to  Lorenzo's  day  but  now  the  postman  is  making 
unwelcome  contributions  to  his  mailbox.  Sleight-of-hand 
takes  practice  and  Belle  moves  around  so  fast  a  man 
never  knows  on  which  side  of  the  table  she  will  be  next. 


««*:  •V       «9ff 


[EARNS  THAT  SILENCE  IS  NOT  ALWAYS  GOLDEN 


Lorenzo  Jonea,  ooncxived  and 
produced  by  Frank  and  Anne 
Hnnunert,  is  heard  Monday 
Uurough  Friday  at  4:30  P.M. 
EST,  on  NBC  network  stations. 


2.  When  newly-wed  Angns  and  Margaret  invade  the  Jones 
living  room,  babbling  aboot  the  plan  for  Angus  to  go  in 
bnsinees  with  Clarence  K.  Muggins,  the  manufacturer, 
Lorenzo  has  hopes  that,  through  Angus,  Muggins  may 
be  persuaded  to  consider  producing  a  Jones  invention. 


3.  Next  day  Lorenzo  has  a  big-brotherly 
chat  with  the  girl  next  door,  Linda  Trumbull. 
She's  unhappy  because  she  has  no  boyfriend 
to  boast  about  to  the  other  girls  in  her  class 
when  they  talk  about  getting  notes  and  dates 


IORENZO  JONES,  mechanic  by 
trade  and  inventor  by  passionate 
preference,  lives  so  completely  in 
his  gadget-ridden  dreams  that  the 
real  world  is  full  of  pitfalls  for  him. 
•Fortunately  his  practical  wife,  Belle, 
is  there  to  get  between  him  and 
trouble — except  that  occasionally,  as 
in.  this  Radio  Mirror  picture- 
story,  she  doesn't  get  there  quite  in 
time. 

Seen  here  in  the  parts  they  play 
on  the  air  are:  Karl  Swenson  as 
Lorenzo;  Lucille  Wall  as  Belle;  Ker- 
mit  Murdock  as  Muggins;  Anne  Shep- 
herd as  Margaret;  Art  Carney  as 
Angus;  Frank  Behrens  as  Jim. 
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EARNS    THAT    SILENCE 
IS  NOT 
ALWAYS  GOLDEN 


4.  Down  at  the  corner  drugstore  Lorenzo  has  a  soda  with  Clarence  K.  Muggins.  He  is 
bringing  the  conversation  around  to  his  invention  when  Jim  Barker  wanders  in.  Jim  has  had  a 
quarrel  with  his  wife.  Seems  he  did  not  tell  her  when  he  got  a  letter  from  a  girl  he'd  known 
back  home.  Irma  admitted  the  letter  was  harmless,  but  she'd  found  it  in  his  pocket.  He  should 
have  told   her  at   once  when  he  got  it.Clarence   and   Lorenzo   agree — "always   tell   them   first." 


7.  But  he  does  tell  Muggins.  They  decide  Jim  Barker 
must  be  writing  the  letters.  Hadn't  he  said  he'd 
bet  fifty  dollars  they  wouldn't  show  a  letter  from 
another  woman  to  their  wives?  Only,  Jim  can 
prove   he's   been   out   of   town,   couldn't  have   written. 


8.  Angus  gets  a  letter.  His  wife,  Margaret,  rushes 
over  to  Belle's  house.  Belle  calls  up  Mrs.  Mug- 
gins, who  tells  her  that  Lorenzo  has  been  getting 
letters  too.  Belle  is  furious.  Imagine  Mrs.  Mug- 
gins  knowing    more   about   Lorenzo    than   she    does! 
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5.  Next  morning,  Lorenzo  receives  a  letter  in  the 
mail  himself.  Nothing  like  this  ever  happened  to  him 
before!  He  can't  believe  it.  He  reads  it  again. 
Well,  his  conscience  is  clear.  He'll  certainly  tell 
Belle.     So    he    stuiTs    the    letter    in    his    pocket. 


B.  When  another  letter  comes,  even  warmer  than  the 
first,  Lorenzo  has  destroyed  the  earlier  one.  Now 
he  can't  show  this  one  to  Belle.  It  asks,  "Why 
don't  you  ever  answer  me?  Have  you  forgotten 
the  box  number?    Whatever  has  happened  to  you?" 


■Bagp^awi»»>v~r 


A.  Belle  has  always  thought  she  might  make  a  good 
detective.  She  spends  a  day  in  the  post  office 
and  is  rewarded.  Linda  Trumbull  comes  in  and 
opens  the  post  box  named  in  the  mysterious 
letters.     The    lonely    child    just    wanted    some    mail. 


lO.  Lorenzo  has  to  agree  with  Belle.  He's  been  very 
foolish.  "If  you'd  had  any  sense  you  would  have 
recognized  a  child's  handwriting.  If  you'd  let 
me  see  them  I  would  have  known  at  once."  Lorenzo 
promises,  "No  more  secrets" — even  about  inventions! 
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How  do  you  spend  your  time  as  a  radio  listener? 
Where,  from  Monday  through  Sunday,  is  your 
dial  set;  what  programs  do  you  eagerly  an- 
ticipate, which  do  you  impatiently  tune  out?  Which 
offerings  fill  your  entertainment  requirements  so 
well  that  season  after  season  you  want  them  back 
on  the  air? 

This  year,  for  the  first  time,  these  questions  are 
being  asked  on  a  nationwide  scale  of  the  most 
important  people  in  the  radio  business:  the  listen- 
ers themselves.  Of  course  there  have  been  other 
polls,  many  others:  polls  of  radio  editors,  column- 
ists, critics,  in  which  these  professional  interpreters 
of  the  radio  scene  register  their  reactions  to  what 
the  networks  are  offering.  The  results  of  such 
polls  have  their  undeniable  value.  But — please 
note  that  word  professional.  It  explains  why  these 
people  cannot  speak  for  you,  the  radio  audience — 
for  you  whose  sole  interest  in  radio  is  in  the 
amount  and  kind  of  entertainment  it  serves  you. 

The  editors  of  Radio  Mirror  have  long  felt  that 
there  should  be  some  device  set  up  by  which  to 
sauge  the  feeling  of  our  readers — average  radio ' 
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listeners — ^with  regard  to  what  they  are  hearing 
on  the  air.  We  have  known,  from  your  letters, 
that  you  have  definite  ideas  about  what  you  do 
and  do  not  care  to  listen  to.  But  not  all  of  you 
take  the  trouble  to  write.  We  feel  that  yours  are 
the  very  opinions  w^hich  can  and  should  be  one  of 
the  most  creative  forces  in  radio.  To  you,  after 
all,  are  directed  the  combined  efforts  of  perform- 
ers, networks,  sponsors.  As  an  example  of  the  fact 
that  this  force  does  exist,  check  back  in  your  No- 
vember Radio  Mirror  to  the  editorial,  CBS  Is 
There.  In  this,  the  editors  called  attention  to  an 
excellent  CBS  program  of  that  name,  explained 
that  it  had  been  taken  off  the  air  to  make  room  for 
new-season  programs,  and  pointed  out  that  if  the 
network  were  made  aware  of  the  amount  of  pub- 
lic acclaim  this  program  had  won,  they  would 
perhaps  reinstate  it.  Result:  listener-opinion  was 
so  unmistakably  expressed  in  the  CBS  mailbag 
that  CBS  Is  There  went  back  on  the  air  in  late 
October.  For  you  are  the  final  judges,  the  critics 
whose  approval  radio  must  gain  if  it  is  not  to  fail 
in  its  purpose. 


Therefore,  with  the  November  issue  of  Radio 
Mirror,  the  Radio  Mirror  Awards  for  1947  were 
launched.  This  month  appears  the  second,  and 
final,  ballot  in  this  year's  Awards  Poll.  Here  is 
your  chance  to  vote  for  your  favorite  programs. 

On  the  ballot  below,  next  to  each  type  of  radio 
show,  write  the  name  of  the  program  which, 
in  your  opinion,  is  the  best  in  its  field.  Vote 
only  for  the  programs  you  hear  on  networks, 
because  this  is  a  nationwide  poll — local  favorites 
cannot  be  considered.  Send  your  ballot  to  Radio 
Mirror  Awards,  205  East  42nd  Street,  New  York 
17,  N.  Y.  You  need  not  sign  your  name.  Votes 
wiU  be  counted  by  impartial  judges,  and  the  re- 
sults will  be  announced  in  the  April,  1948,  issue 
of  Radio  Mirror.  At  that  time,  too,  they'll  be 
announced  on  the  programs  which  have  won  the 
approval  of  the  majority  of  our  readers. 

There  is  still  time  to  get  last  month's  ballot  in,  if 
you  haven't  already  done  so — ^fill  it  out  with  the 
names  of  your  favorite  performers,  and  send  it 
along  with  the  ballot  below,  on  which  you  will 
vote  for  your  favorite  programs  only. 
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the  matter  with   all   of   you?";. 
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Science  waits,  trembling. 


as  Jane's  friend  Irma,  armed  with 


pen  and  book,  goes  down  into 
the  unplumbed   depths   of  her   own   mind 


Richard  sometimes  says,  "Jane,     why  not  find  another 
roommate?"  But  how  could  I  give  up  My  Friend  Irma? 


SHARING  an  apartment  with  my  friend  Irma — I 
was  about  to  say  living  with  Irma,  but  how  can 
you  call  it  living  when  you  are  holding  your 
breath  twenty-four  hours  a  day! — is  certainly  never 
dull.  I  never  know  what  will  happen  next.  Richard 
sometimes  wonders  why  I  don't  find  another  room- 
mate, but  I  just  couldn't.  I  love  that  girl.  Bless  her 
— ^where  could  you  find  anyone  else  with  a  heart  as 
big  as  hers?  And  who  would  look  after  Irma  if  I 
didn't?  Not  counting  Al,  of  course.  That's  Irma's 
boy  friend  Al.  No,  you  couldn't  possibly  count  on  him. 

Take,  for  instance,  the  other  afternoon. 

I  was  sitting  in  the  oversize  closet  we  call  the  liv- 
ing room;  just  sitting  there,  dropping  stitches  in  my 
knitting  and  thinking  of  Richard.  It's  tough  being 
in  love  with  your  boss — all  day  long,  in  the  office, 
it's  "Jane"  or  "Hey,  you!",  and  then  in  the  evenings 
it's  "honey"  and  gardenias.    I  get  so  mixed  up. 

Suddenly  the  door  burst  open  and  Irma  rushed  in, 
letting  the  door  bang  to  behind  her. 

"Jane,  I've  just  had  the  most  exciting  afternoon! 
I  met  a  man!" 

"WeU,  that's  interesting.  I  meet  men  every  day — 
but  I  can  understand,  after  your  boy  friend  Al,  that 
any  other  man  would  be  exciting." 

She  shook  her  head,  violently.  Standing  there  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  she  was  an  unforgettable 
picture  of  confusion  and  excitement.  The  cold  air 
outside  had  pinked  her  cheeks  and  the  tip  of  her  cute 
little  nose.  Her  blonde  curls  were  in  a  topknot  on 
her  head,  and  her  little  lace  Dutch  hat  perched  there 
by  some  law  of  gravity  known  only  to  Irma.     One 


hand    firmly    clutched    a    fat    leather-bound    book. 

"You  don't  understand,  Jane.  He  wasn't  that  kind 
of  a  man.  He  was  a  doctor  or  a  professor  or  some- 
thing— anyway,  he  had  a  long  white  beard.  I  was 
out  feeding  the  pigeons  in  the  park  and  we  began  to 
talk—" 

"I'll  bet  those  birds  had  some  nice  pieces  of 
gossip." 

"Oh,  no,  Jane.  It  was  this  man — with  the  beard — - 
on  the  park  bench  with  me.  He  was  worried  because 
he  said  I  couldn't  concentrate." 

"You  mean  he  just  sat  down  beside  you  and  right 
away  he  knew  you  couldn't  concentrate?" 

"Well — I  was  thinking  about  Al  and  worrying  about 
when  we  were  ever  going  to  get  married  and  if  he 
could  ever  get  a  job,  and  I  guess  I  was  confused 
because  this  professor  said  I  was  eating  the  birdseed 
and  giving  my  ham  sandwich  to  the  pigeons.  So  he 
said  I  wasn't  concentrating." 

"That  was  brilliant  deduction  on  his  part." 

"Oh,  yes." 

With  one  hand  she  was  trying  to  remove  her  coat, 
wiggling  it  off  her  shoulders.  For  some  reason — 
though  when  did  Irma  ever  go  by  reason! — she 
refused  to  put  down  that  book  she  was  carrying,  and 
kept  it  clutched  in  her  arm.  It  was  quite  a  feat,  this 
undressing,  and  Irma  was  pretty  well  tangled  up  in 
book  and  overcoat  and  gloves  and  hat,  but  she  went 
right  on  talking.  "He  said  he  would  like  to  try  an 
experiment.  He  told  me  to  close  my  eyes  and  see  if 
I  could  concentrate  on  something.  It  sounded  like 
a  nice  game  so  I  told  him   (Continued  on  page  82) 


On  the  opposite  page,  surrounding  Irma  (played  by  Marie  Wilson),  are  her  roommate  Jane  (played  by 
Cathy  Lewis);  who  tells  this  story  especially  for  Radio  Mirror;  Professor  Kropotkin  (Hans  Conreid); 
Richard  (Leif  Erickson);.  Mrs.  O'Reilly  (Gloria  Cordon).     My  Friend  Irma  is  on  CBS,  Mon.,  10  P.M.  EST. 
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Kitcben  Hrc 


X         /  /  I  y 


Radio  Mirror's  Prize  Poem 

Our  kitchen  range  is  like  our  life  here,  based 
On  ancient  steadfast  things;  our  wills  ore  braced 
The  more  for  any  storms  that  come  to  know 
Its  glowing  constancy.  When  fall  winds  blow 
The  oak  logs  seem  to  catch  the  fleeting  lights 
Of  gold  and  scarlet  leaves  that  autumn  nights 
Of  frost  and  rain  have  tumbled  on  the  hills. 
And  then  a  flood  of  scent  and  color  fills 
The  room,  to  join  with  fragrances  llMt  pour 
In  tempting  ripples  from  the  oven  door 
Or  tantalize  from  kettles  on  the  top 
Where  apples  bubble  and  cranberries  pop. 
And  it  is  here,  when  winter's  surly  knife 
Has  found  us  out,  to  bring  chilled  blood  to  life 
With  summer-certainties.  And  what  high  dreams 
Have  laughed  and  lived  and  sung  here  in  its  gleomsl 
And  Robin,  Raleigh,  Chaucer,  Richard — hosts 
Of  proud,  swoshbucMing,  gay,  romantic  ghosts 
Have  swaggered  in  to  charm  the  nights  with  tales 
Of  pilgrims,  seas,  crusades,  green  forest  traib. 
And  Christmas,  with  its  holy  sweetness,  finds 
A  lantern  in  the  window  and  the  blinds 
Pulled  high  to  show  a  welcome  light,  and  there 
Is  singing  cedar  fragrance  on  the  air  . . . 
And  we  wait,  hushed,  for  angel  songs  above. 
And  speak  low,  tender  words  of  human  kxve! 
— Beveriey  Giihens  Dresboch 


A^ain  the  Star  Returns 

Agcdn  the  star  retuinB  to  blase  the  east — 
Again  the  Lilliputian  eoith-men  stare 
A  troubled  moment,  sullenly  aware 
That  blood-bought  brotherhood  cannot 
be  pieced 
From  flesh-blown  fragments  spat  on  battle- 
fields. 
A  thousand  Hiroshimas  but  proclaim 
The  incondesence  of  a  star's  high  flame; 
A  thousand  Lidice's  red  harvest-yields 
Intensiiy  each  star-beam's  healing  ray. 
O   wecrry  night-world,   lift   your   tear- 
drained  eyes 
Toward  the  East!  Hide  your  purple  sacri- 
fice 
Of  horror  deep  within  earth's  ancient 
clay. 
While  you  turn  back  the  page,  to  wander 
far. 
And  seek,  with  Wise  Men,  the  returning 
star! 

— ^Bdythe  Hope  Genee 


Vlcasuriiij*  Cup 

She  measured  flour  in  a  silver  cup, 
Holding  it  a  monaent  in  a  hand 
That  shook  a  little,  as  a  distant  wind 
Of  recollection  ripples  quiet  land. 

Rough  fingers  traced  the  pattern  of  the  cup 
Then  gently  set  it  on  the  pantry  shelf — 
Linking  her  empty  arms  witii  tilings  long 

past, 
Her  gesture  wei^iing  some  remembered  self. 

With  that  brief  touch  she  measured  all  the 

da3rs 
Of  all  the  quiet  years  apart  from  him 
Whose  eyes  once  laughed  above  the  silver 

cup 
With  "Bab3r"  carved  upon  its  battered  rim. 
— Orpha  C<dcord 


Ducstion 


Shimmering,  tinselled  Christmas  tree. 
Since  your  burst  of  ecstasy, 
I  wonder  if  you'd  rather  be 
Growing  now,  than  shimmery? 

— ^Edith  Hammond 


Kitchen  Chant 

Rain  on  the  roof  with  a  sound  tike  singing — 
And  here  in  the  kitdien  i*  sometMrig  nice 

Patterned  with  flour  and  nuts  and  raisins. 
Sprinkled  with  sugar,  fragrant  wAh  spke. 

.  Little  boy's  rotmd  eyes  store  at  the  oven. 
Little  dog's  toil  goes  thump  on  the  floor. 

Little  boy's  hand  goes  tug  at  your  oprom 
It's  hours  till  lunch— please,  just  one  morel 

Crisp  and  worm  with  a  fragrance  of  dnnamon. 
One  tike  a  heart  and  one  dice  a  star  . . . 

Rain  on  tiie  roof  with  a  sound  like  singing- 
Mother  is  filling  tiM  cooky  jar. 

— Hortense  Roberta  Roberts 


Sentiments  of  the  Seasoi 


Early  Shopper 


This  year  I  did  my  Christmas  shopping  early; 

There  were  no  crowds;  no  one  was  in  a  hurry. 
I  did  not  have  to  edge  through  wreath-hung 
aisles; 

I  missed  the  hustle-bustle  and  the  flurry. 

My  gifts  are  wrapped  with  shining  tinsel  ribbon 
And  starry  stickers;  each  has  a  merry  card 

And  I  should  sit  and  gloat  upon  my  neighbor. 
And  for  my  foresight  reap  a  rich  reward. 

But  oh,  the  vagary  of  a  woman's  heart: 
I    miss    the    festive    crowds,    the    carolling 
chime; 
I  envy  all  the  hurried,  eager  faces; 
ril  never  shop  again  ahead  of  time! 

— ^Mae  Winkler  Goodman 


Ideas  of  Good  and  Evil 

To  «••  a  world  in  a  grain  of  sand 
And  a  iMavcn  In  a  wild  flowarf 

HoM  infinity  in  lh«  polm  of  your  hand. 
And  otwrilty  in  on  hour. 

— WMkim  Male* 


By  TED  MALONE 

Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  prognun, 
Monday  throngh  Friday 
at    11:45    EST,    over    ABC 


After  Christina.^  Carol 

(Any  Wife's  Song) 

For  a  happy  day  I'm  grataful 

And  overflows  my  cup. 

But  who'll  take  down  the  Christmas  tree 

And  pick  Ifiese  wrappings  upf 

1  love  each  gift  you  gave  me — but 

Who'll  pay  the  biUs  we  owe 

And  get  the  budget  back  in  ihapef 

AS  IF  I  MONT  KNOWI 

— Bizabetfi-Sien  Long 


A  Donkey  Bore  His  Motbe.r 

A  dookey  bore  His  modier  to  the  stable 
(Plodding  and  gentle  mnd  tore-fboced  beast) 
And,  mundiing  nearby,  doubtless  it  was  able 
To  see  the  Babe  by  starlight  in  the  East. 
And,  later  on,  a  donkey  was  to  carry 
The  Christ  to  Egypt  safely,  frmn  the  path 
Of  Herod's  jealoos  plotting  and  his  wrath. 
Cradled  within  the  loving  arms  of  Mary. 
And  so,  diis  Season,  donkeys  cannot  be 
Merely  the  beasts  of  btirden  they  appear — 
^t,  looking  closely,  one  most  sorely  see, 
In  manner,  or  in  eye,  or  tilt  of  ear. 
Some  sweet  recurring  reverence  for  the  load 
A  donkey  bore  on  that  Jndean  road. 

— ^Elaine  V.  Emans 


RADIO  MIRROR  WILL  PAY  $S0 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader, 
selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 
month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five 
dollars  will  be  paid  for  each  other  original 
poem  submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between 
the  Bookends  pages  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address 
your  poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205 
East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry 
submitted  should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines. 
When  postage  is  enclosed  every  e£Fort  will  be 
made  to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is 
not  a  contest,  but  an  offer  to  purchase  poetry 
for    Radio    Mirror's    Between    the    BoMcends. 


memory  of  Christmas  Past,  a  hope  for  Christmas  Future 


Bonus,    the   cabin    cruiser,   is   a    32-foot 
extension  of  the  Maxwell  living  room. 


^2^UO^    ^^^ 


BY 
IRA   RNASTER 
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Tuckerman    von    Sililitz.    who    aliuo-l    ^aw    hunling    in     Xfricii, 
waldiPs  gr.iveh   as  Boh  and  Jes-ira  prepare  the  shooliiip  irons. 


Commission-by-the-Sea,   the    Maxwell    solmion    for   the    problem   that   haunts   riidio   people:    how   to   avoid   stomach   ulcers. 


PERHAPS,  some  midnight,  a  little  leprechaun  will 
leap  onto  your  bedpost  and  whisper  beguilingly, 
"How  would  you  like  to  spend  the  Perfect  Week- 
end  at  that   Perfect   Place   known   as    Shangri-la?" 

If  you  should  ever  be  on  the  receiving  end  of  such 
an  invitation,  just  shoo  the  little  fellow  away.  Tell 
him  you'd  much  rather  wait  for  an  invitation  to  that 
Perfect  Place  out  on  Long  Island  owned  by  Bob  and 
Jessica  Maxwell. 

Bob's  Little  Acre  puts  Shangri-la  to  shame.  By 
rights,  the  place  should  be  named  Joie  de  Vivre — 
because  the  joy  of  living  is  truly  experienced  when 
you're  out  there.  Instead,  the  Maxwells  have  an- 
other name  for  it — they've  dubbed  it  Commission-by- 
the-Sea.  Reason?  Back  in  1943  Robert  Maxwell, 
who  is  one  of  radio's  busiest  producers,  happened  to 
do  a  particular  bang-up  job  on  a  series  of  important 
assignments  and  was  rewarded  with  a  particularly 
fat  commission,  said  sum  being  immediately  spent  on 
the  deed  for  that  Perfect  Place. 

So  wonderful  is  their  waterside  home  that  every 
weekend,  fifty-two   weekends   each  year,   the   Max- 


wells renounce  Radio  Row  and  traipse  the  hundred- 
odd  miles  out  there  just  as  fast  as  their  umpteen- 
cylinder  Buick  convertible  can  get  them — all  of  which 
adds  up  to  roughly  ten  thousand,  four  hundred 
miles  of  traipsing  each  year. 

In  town,  Bob  and  Jessica  approach  their  complex 
radio  chores  much  in  the  manner  of  two  expert 
marksmen  in  a  shooting  gallery.  Monday  through 
Friday  their  gunsights  are  fixed  on  an  endless  pro- 
cession of  fast-moving  clay  pigeons: — the  directing, 
by  Jessica,  of  Adventure  Parade  and  Hop  Harrigan, 
and  the  production,  by  Bob,  of  Adventure  Parade, 
Hop  Harrigan,  House  of  Mystery  and  Superman,  w^ith 
other  programs  in  preparation. 

All  four  shows  are  heard  over  the  Mutual  Network 
and  all  are  aimed  at  juvenile  ears.  What's  more,  all 
are  regarded  as  top-quality  listening,  not  only  by  the 
younger  set  but  by  many  important  educational 
groups.  The  House  of  Mystery  series,  for  instance, 
is  a  program  that  debunks  the  supernatural  and  has 
been  awarded  First  Prize  by  the  Institute  For  Edu- 
cation By  Radio  of  Ohio  State  University  as  the  best 
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MAXWELLS 


Everything    the    Maxwells    eat,    they    grow.    Strawberries,    too. 


No  weekend  complete  without  malted  and  gossip  at  Kollmer's. 


A  little  seafood  is  added  to 


children's  program  on  the  air.  And,  just 
as  you  might  expect,  Superman  has  earned 
a  total  of  twenty-six  awards  from,  parent- 
teacher,  religious,  veteran  and  educa- 
tional organizations,  among  them  awards 
from  the  Child  Study  Association  of 
America  and  The  National  Conference  of 
Christians  and  Jews. 

Bob  Maxwell,  who  is  the  acknowledged 
leader  in  the  field  of  juvenile  radio  pro- 
duction, has  pioneered  for  years  on  be- 
half of  honesty  and  integrity  in  the  prep- 
aration of  broadcast  material  for  young 
folks.  "Children  are  also  people,"  Bob 
says.  "The  day  of  writing  down  to  young- 
sters is  over  and  done  with.  Radio  has 
given  them  an  intellectual  awareness. 
They  deserve  to  be  considered  as  citizens 
of  the  world." 

Jessica's  sympathy  with  this  viewpoint 
is  expressed  not  only  in  her  expert  direc- 
tion of  programs  like  Hop  Harrigan  and 
Adventture  Parade — she  is  also  the  author 
of  a  best-seller  children's  book.  Printer 
Primer,  designed,  as  she  explains  it,  "to 
teach  moppets  a  painless  method  of 
spelUng  and  printing." 

Skill,  stamina,  steady  nerves,  a  strong 
sense  of  humor  and  a  little  thing  called 
Talent  go  into  the  successful  completion 
of  their  i-adio   chores   and,   come   Friday 


Bob    eagle-eyes    his    wife's  'docking    technique;    it's    pel^cct.  ' 


,»  .   «*♦,«■•  ■: 


^;!ite-* 


the    family   larder.    Either    Bob    or   Jessica    will    cook    it:    they    married   each    other   for    their   cooking,   they    claim. 


evening,  when  the  week's  quota  of  clay  pigeons  has 
been  effectively  dealt  with,  Bob  and  Jessica  climb 
into  their  convertible  and  head  east — for  Commis- 
sion-by-the-Sea. 

Long  Island  is  a  vaguely  fish-shaped  body  of  land 
that  juts  north-eastward,  some  hundred-odd  miles, 
into  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Its  eastern  extremity  re- 
sembles the  fish's  open  jaws  between  which  lie  such 
bodies  of  water  as  Gardiner's  Bay,  Noyack  Bay, 
Great  Peconic  Bay  and  Little  Peconic  Bay. 

The  Maxwell  cottage,  ten  minutes'  drive  beyond 
the  village  of  Cutchogue,  faces  on  a  tranquil,  tree- 
bordered  inlet  named  Broadwaters  Cove  and  only 
a  causeway  separates  the  Cove  from  Little  Peconic 
Bay.  Solemn  statement — seldom  has  Nature 
achieved  a  more  pleasing-to-the-eye  combination  of 
land,  water  and  sky. 

Now  it  isn't  because  Bob  and  Jessica  lack  eagerness 
to  reach  this  most  desirable  destination  that  they  halt 
their  swift  ride  briefly  in  the  village  of  Cutchogue. 
It's  only  because  they  must  halt  there  in  order  to 
check  on  things  at  their  turkey-farm  and  also  pick 
up  another  passenger — Tuckerman  von  Schlitz. 

Of  HeiT  von  Schlitz,  more  presently.  , 

"The  Robert  Maxwell  Turkey  Farm,  Inc.  is  located 
in  Cutchogue.  An  enterprise  started  only  a  few  years 
ago,  the  gobbler  ranch  now  raises  and  markets  five 
hundred  birds  annually,  its  output  being  restricted 
only  by  the  present  prohibitive  price  of  feed.  A 
former  Southold  Township  poHceman,  Antone 
Chituk,  manages  the  farm  for  Bob,  ably  assisted  by 


Mrs.  Chituk,  their  'teen-age  daughter  Joan  and  three 
boys  who  resemble  characters  straight  out  of  Huckle- 
berry Finn:  Jon,  Eugene  and  Antone  Jr. 

Also  grown  on  the  farm  is  every  imaginable  vege- 
table, thus  providing  the  cream  of  the  crop  for 
Jessica's  table.  In  addition,  Antone  raises  a  few 
guinea-hen  and  a  big  flock  of  chickens,  which  takes 
care  of  the  fresh  egg  problem.  In  the  fowl  depart- 
ment Bob's  favorite  is  a  bantam  rooster  named  Ticka- 
Ticka-Taw.  Bob  holds  the  bantam  in  his  hands, 
murmurs  something,  then  tosses  him  high  in  the  air 
whereupon  Ticka-Ticka-Taw  flutters  gracefully  to 
the  top  of  a  nearby  barn  roof,  assimies  a  posture  like 
a  weather  vane  and  crows  a  lusty  cock-a-doodle-doo. 
The  bantam  seems  to  love  this  routine  almost  as  much 
as  radio  producer  Robert  Maxwell  does. 

Bob  and  Jessica  drop  in  at  the  farm  in  order  to  talk 
turkey  with  Antone.  It's  the  Chituks,  incidentally, 
who  also  look  after  things  at  Commission-by-the-Sea 
while  the  Maxwells  are  whipping  up  radio  fare  in 
Manhattan  and,  while  Bob  and  Jessica  are  thus 
engaged,  Tuckerman  von  Schlitz  is  a  boarder  at  the 
turkey-farm. 

Tuckerman  von  Schlitz  is  a  character.  More  spe- 
cifically, he  is  a  magnificent  Belgian  Shepherd  with 
a  mile-long  pedigree.  Smart?  Tuckerman  under- 
stands anything  said  in  the  English  language,  even 
though  he  hails  from  Switzerland  via  darkest  Africa. 

Big-hearted  Bob,  who  constantly  gets  himself  in- 
volved in  bizarre  situations,  acquired  the  beautiful 
canine  late  last  year — and   {Continued  on  page  79) 
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MAXWELLS 


Everything    the    Maxwells    eat,    they    grow.    Strawberries,    too. 


No  wefi<cnil  rompielp  without  malted  and  gossip  at  Kollmer^. 


A  little  seafood  is  adder!  to 


tile  family   larder.    Either    Bob    or   Jessica   will    cook    it:    they   married    each    other   for    their   cooking,   they   claim. 


children's  program  on  the  air.  And,  just 
as  you  might  expect,  Supennan  has  earned 
a  total  of  twenty-six  awards  from  parent- 
teacher,  religious,  veteran  and  educa- 
tional organizations,  among  them  awards 
from  the  Child  Study  Association  of 
America  and  The  National  Conference  of 
Christians  and  Jews. 

Bob  Maxwell,  who  is  the  acknowledged 
leader  in  the  field  of  juvenile  radio  pro- 
duction, has  pioneered  for  years  on  be- 
half of  honesty  and  integrity  in  the  p.rep- 
aration  of  broadcast  material  for  y"""^ 
folks.  "Children  are  also  people,"  Bob 
says.  "The  day  of  writing  down  to  young- 
sters is  over  and  done  with.  Radio  has 
given  them  an  intellectual  awareness. 
They  deserve  to  be  considered  as  citizens 
of  the  world." 

Jessica's  sympathy  with  thU  viewpoint 
is  expressed  not  only  in  her  expert  ^^^' 
tion  of  programs  like  Hop  Harrigan  and 
Adventure  Parade— she  is  also  the  author 
of  a  best-seller  children's  book,  P""'^ 
Vrimer,  designed,  as  she  explains  it,  ^ 
teach  moppets  a  paiiJess  method  o 
spelling  and  printing." 

Skill,  stamina,  steady  nerves,  a  strong 
sense  of  humor  and  a  little  thing  called 
Talent  go  into  the  successful  completion 
of  their  radio  chores  and,  come  Frida> 


Boh    eade^Tes  ^i»    wife's  -dockinn    lerhiiique:    it's    iierfert 


evening,  when  the  week's  quota  of  clay  pigeons  has 
been  effectively  dealt  with,  Bob  and  Jessica  climb 
into  their  convertible  and  head  east — for  Commis- 
sion-by-the-Sea. 

Long  Island  is  a  vaguely  fish-shaped  body  of  land 
that  juts  north-eastward,  some  himdred-odd  miles, 
into  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Its  eastern  extremity  re- 
sembles the  fish's  open  jaws  between  which  lie  such 
bodies  of  water  as  Gardiner's  Bay,  Noyack  Bay, 
Great  Peconic  Bay  and  Little  Peconic  Bay. 

The  Maxwell  cottage,  ten  minutes'  drive  beyond 
the  village  of  Cutchogue,  faces  on  a  tranquil,  tree- 
bordered  inlet  named  Broadwaters  Cove  and  only 
a  causeway  separates  the  Cove  from  Little  Peconic 
Bay,  Solemn  statement— seldom  has  Nature 
achieved  a  more  pleasing-to-the-eye  combination  of 
land,  water  and  sky. 

Now  it  isn't  because  Bob  and  Jessica  lack  eagerness 
to  reach  this  most  desirable  destination  that  they  halt 
their  swift  ride  briefly  in  the  village  of  Cutchogue. 
It's  only  because  they  must  halt  there  in  order  to 
check  on  things  at  their  turkey-farm  and  also  pick 
up  another  passenger — Tuckerman  von  Schlitz. 

Of  Herr  von  Schlitz,  more  presently. 

The  Robert  Maxwell  Turkey  Farm,  Inc.  is  located 
"»  Cutchogue.  An  enterprise  started  only  a  few  years 
JSo,  the  gobbler  ranch  now  raises  and  markets  five 
"undred  birds  annually,  its  output  being  restricted 
only  by  the  present  prohibitive  price  of  feed.  A 
former  Southold  Township  policeman,  Antone 
f^fiituk,  manages  the  farm  for  Bob,  ably  assisted  by 


Mrs.  Chituk,  their  'teen-age  daughter  Joan  and  three 
boys  who  resemble  characters  straight  out  of  Huckle- 
berry Finn:  Jon,  Eugene  and  Antone  Jr. 

Also  grown  on  the  farm  is  every  imaginable  vege- 
table, thus  providing  the  cream  of  the  crop  for 
Jessica's  table.  In  addition,  Antone  raises  a  few 
guinea-hen  and  a  big  flock  of  chickens,  which  takes 
care  of  the  fresh  egg  problem.  In  the  fowl  depart- 
ment Bob's  favorite  is  a  bantam  rooster  named  Ticka- 
Ticka-Taw.  Bob  holds  the  bantam  in  his  hands, 
murmurs  something,  then  tosses  him  high  in  the  air 
whereupon  Ticka-Ticka-Taw  flutters  gracefully  to 
the  top  of  a  nearby  barn  roof,  assumes  a  posture  like 
a  weather  vane  and  crows  a  lusty  cock-a-doodle-doo. 
The  bantam  seems  to  love  this  routine  almost  as  much 
as  radio  producer  Robert  Maxwell  does. 

Bob  and  Jessica  drop  in  at  the  farm  in  order  to  talk 
turkey  with  Antone.  It's  the  Chituks,  incidentally, 
who  also  look  after  things  at  Commission-by-the-Sea 
while  the  Maxwells  are  whipping  up  radio  fare  in 
Manhattan  and,  while  Bob  and  Jessica  are  thus 
engaged,  Tuckerman  von  Schlitz  is  a  boarder  at  the 
turkey-farm. 

Tuckerman  von  Schlitz  is  a  character.  More  spe- 
cifically, he  is  a  magnificent  Belgian  Shepherd  with 
a  mUe-iong  pedigree.  Smart?  Tuckerman  under- 
stands anything  said  in  the  English  language,  even 
though  he  hails  from  Switzerland  via  darkest  Africa. 

Big-hearted  Bob,  who  constantly  gets  himself  in- 
volved in  bizarre  situations,  acquired  the  beautiful 
canine  late  last  year — and  (Continueei  on  poge  79) 
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It's  hard  for  a  Cover  Girl 


to  be  just  one  of  the  crowd. 


But  Jan  Ford  keeps  trying 
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By 
PAUllNE 
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Interest    in    riding    has    intensified,    of    late — perhaps 
berause  there's  a   UCLA  Engineer  who  likes  it,  too. 


THE  size  four  foot  of  our  pretty  cover  girl,  Jan  Ford, 
already  is  well  over  the  threshold  of  a  glamorous  three- 
way    career    in    radio,    modeling    and    motion    pictures. 
She  plays  Holly  on  the  Frances  Langford  program,  she  is 
Bumps  on  The  Smiths  of  Hollywood,  Barbara  Wynsocket 
in  Date  With  Judy. 

With  her  impressive  list  of  assets — a  unique  ingenue 
voice,  perfect  cover-girl  features,  her  quick  charm  and 
delicious  figure,  to  say  nothing  of  professional  experience 
which  began  when  she  was  eleven — Jan  could  choose  her 
medium  with  excellent  chances  of  stardom,  or  go  merrily 
along  doing  very  well  in  all  three  professions. 

"Whit  she  really  wants  to  do — of  course,"  her  mother 
says,  "is  to  go  to  college." 

Jan  doesn't  want  to  be  different  from  other  girls  her 
age — which  might,  with  some  logic,  be  added  to  her  list 
of  professional  assets. 

Her  family — her  father,  who  is  a  specialist  on  business 
reports  with  the  Retail  Merchants  Credit  Association;  her 
young,  pretty  mother;  and  her  all-boy  bi'other,  Wally,  who 
loves  Jan  enough  to  be  her  most  honest  critic — still  live 
in  the  pleasant  little  house  in  suburban  Glendale,  which 
was  their  home  before  Jan  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
talent  scouts.  {Continued  on  page  89) 


Jan  For<J  is  heard  on  Date  With  Judy,  Tuesdays  at  8:30  P.  M.  EST,  on  NBC. 


Ife» 


No    figure-trouble    here.    When   Jan    wants    a    double 
malted    milk    with    two    scoops,    she    runs    one    up. 

Jan's    eye-catching    wardrobe    is    largely    the 
work  of  her  pretty  mother,  who  also  models. 


Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  written  by  Carl  Bixby  and  Don  Becker,  can  be  heard  Monday  tbrougb 


THE  BEST  CHRISTMAS  EVER 

Radio  Mirror's  Best  Lctter-of-the-Month 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Life  in  our  community  had  never  been  very 
happy  for  our  family  because  of  a  lot  of  things. 
One  thing  is  that  we  were  the  only  family  of 
Belgian  descent  and  a  lot  of  people  there  were 
German.  Then  since  my  mother  was  dead  there 
was  no  chance  for  the  neighbor  women  to  make 
friends.  Pop  had  worked  on  the  railroad  in 
Idaho  up  near  the  Canadian  border  in  an  out- 
of-the-way  place  and  it  had  made  us  all  shy. 

We  had  moved  to  Montana  and  had  lived  there 
several  years  and  we  had  gotten  along  with  the 
children  well  enough  at  school.  But  the  inevit- 
^  able  word  had  sneaked  out  that  my  unmarried 
sister  was  going  to  have  a  baby  and  the  rose- 
clouded  world  disappeared;  life  became  unbear- 
ably difficult  with  all  the  taunts  and  insults  that 
were  thrown  at  us. 

Every  day  I  saw  my  sister  becoming  heavier 
with  a  child  and  often  I  wished  she  had  never 
been  bom  to  bring  disgrace  on  our  family  and 
to  make  us  all  suffer  so.  My  father  became  older 
and  more  haggard  and  my  brother  no  longer 
played  with  the  other  boys,  but  we  were  proud 
and  we  told  each  other  it  didn't  matter. 

Jean's  baby  was  bom  the  19th  of  December, 
a  few  days  before  vacation.  Talk  was  increasing 
and  I  knew  that  people  had  already  branded 
our  family  and  this  young  child  as  bad. 
-^^  The  last  day  of  school  we  had  a  party  and  we 
^younger  children  were  to  tell  stories  about 
Christmas.    When  my  smaller  brother,  George, 


who  was  a  sfecond  grader,  got  up  to  give  his 
story  I  was  fiercely  glad  that  he  was  so  young 
and  didn't  understand  a  lot  of  things.  I  was  sur- 
prised at  this  story  he  told: 

"We've  always  been  a  poor  family  and  having 
a  big  family  is  kind  of  hard  around  Christmas 
time,  and  not  having  a  mother  is  pretty  awful 
sometimes.  I've  never  gotten  much  for  Christ- 
mas and  neither  have  any  of  the  others.  When 
we  do  get  something  we  share  it.  We're  used 
to  sharing  and  we  don't  mind  at  all. 

"My  sister  had  a  baby  this  year  for  Christ- 
mas," he  said,  his  small  pale  face  and  dark  eyes 
lighting  up  and  his  childish  voice  quivering  with 
delight,  "and  we're  going  to  share  him  for  a 
Christmas  present  too.  I  think  God  must  have 
known  how  poor  we  are  and  sent  this  real  live 
baby  to  us  so  we  can  share  him,  and  love  him, 
not  just  for  a  day  or  a  year  but  for  always,  and 
as  he  grows,  we  can  love  him  more  every  single 
day.  Don't  you  think  that  'Mikie'  is  giving  us 
the  best  Christmas  ever,  because  he  is  the  pres- 
ent for  it?" 

The  room  was  silent  with  an  awe  and  I  too  was 
silent,  but  only  because  I  was  thanking  God  for 
letting  me  know  how  very  beautiful  life  can  be. 

Mrs.  M.  C. 
Following    are    this    month's    $15    letters 
BUNDLES   OF  KINDNESS 
Dear  Papa  David: 

On  my  trip  to  visit  an  old  schoolmate's  father 
in  a  state  insane  asylum,  I  didn't  notice  that  al- 
most all  the  passengers  getting  off  at  the  scrubby 
way  station  with  me  carried  bundles.   Next  time, 


^te  oat 


Friday  on  your  local  NBC  station,  at  12  Noon,  PST;  1  P.M.  MST;  2  P.M.  CST;  3  P.M.  EST. 


however,  I,  too,  had*  one — compounded  of  kind- 
ness. A  clerk  in  a  music  store  didn't  have  the 
song  old  Mr.  K.  had  mentioned,  but  she  had  it 
at  home.  She  mailed  it  to  me.  Another  clerk 
picked  over  dozens  of  men's  socks  to  find  three 
pair  by  a  famous  maker,  "so  they'll  feel  good 
on  the  poor  gentleman's  feet."  Our  old  seam- 
stress, hearing  inmates  of  the  senile  ward  went 
around  in  stocking  feet,  contributed  a  pair  of 
her  dead  husband's  lamb's  wool  slippers.  And 
when  I  boldly  went  into  a  beauty  shop,  seeking 
to  buy  some  sprays  of  forsythia  forced  into  un- 
seasonal  bloom,  because  the  K.'s  yard  was  al- 
ways bright  with  that  flowering  shrub  in  April, 
the  owner  refused  to  sell  any —  "Take  them  all 
and  welcome,"  she  offered. 

So,  thinking  that  those  outside  an  asylum  are 
moved  to  compassion  for  one  inside,  I  made  my 
second  visit.  Then  it  was  that  I  saw  proof  that 
the  inmates  themselves  can  show  compassion 
to  one  another.  I  had  to  wait  in  a  somber  ante- 
room of  the  medical  ward  before  "my  patient" 
was  brought  out  to  me.  As  I  sat  gazing  through 
the  barred  windows  at  the  campus-like  grounds 
of  the  institution,  a  fully  dressed  man,  looking 
like  another  visitor,  and  a  far  ciy  from  the  bath- 
robe-wearing patients  I  had  met  so  far,  wandered 
into  the  room.  He  was  polite  and  friendly,  and  we 
talked  about  the  weather,  the  appearance  of  the 
grounds  and  like  subjects.  I  felt  he  was  trying 
to  be  cheerful  in  spite  of  a  great  sadness.  Pres- 
ently, he  informed  me  that  he  had  been  in  the 
asylum  eleven  years — suicidal  mania. 

While  we  chatted,   we   could  hear  anguished 


wails  from  the  rooin  beside  the  one  where  we  sat. 
They  were  the  wails  of  a  grieving  child.  They 
sounded  all  the  louder  because  the  glass  and  wire 
peephole  to  the  locked  door  behind  which  the 
little  imbecile  wept  had  been  removed.  When 
my  friend's  father  shuffled  in,  the  strange  man 
moved  into  the  long  corridor  with  its  double 
row  of  doors  showing  a  small  square  of  Ught 
through  their  glass  peepholes.  Soon  the  wailing 
of  the  child  grew  less  and  as  "my  patient"  was  in 
a  mood  to  be  stubbornly  silent,  I  could  hear  some- 
one close  by  talking  in  low  tones  in  a  comforting 
sort  of  way  just  outside  the  imbecile's  room. 

Going  to  get  Mr.  K.  a  paper  cup  of  water,  I 
found  the  potential  suicide  standing  in  the  corri- 
dor, his  face  against  the  aperture  in  the  heavy 
door.   He  was  doing  his  (Continued  on  page 72) 


RADIO    MIRROR    OFFERS    $50    EACH    MONTH 
FOR    YOUR    LETTERS 

Somewhere  in  everyone's  life  is  hidden  a  key  to  hap- 
piness. It  mar  be  a  hatf-forg^otten  friend,  a  period 
of  suffering;,  an  unimportant  incident,  which  sud- 
denly illuminated  the  whole  meaning  of  life.  If  ' 
you  are  treasuring  such  a  memory,  won't  you 
write  to  Papa  David  about  it?  For  the  letter  he 
considers  best  each  month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay 
fifty  dollars;  for  each  of  the  others  that  we  have 
room  enough  to  print,  fifteen  dollars.  No  letters 
can  be  returned.  Address  your  Life  Can  Be  Beau- 
tiful letter  to  Papa  David,  Radio  Mirror  Magazine, 
205    East    42    Street,    New    York     17,    New    York. 


- — Off  Im  ^niuma  face  ol  ute  womcl  mi£'n  acce/(/ance'  mioMif^  coifver 


Fully  clothed  and  in  their  right  minds — ^this  is  the  way 
Anne  Thomas  and  Lew  Parker  really  look,  while  your 
mind's  eye  sees  Annie  at  her  switchboard.  Lew  in  bed. 


Or,  better  still,  five 
minutes  of  eye-opening  fun 
with  morning  Shave  Time 


Crisp-voiced  Tom  Hudson  tells  you 
how  "to  keep  presentable  longer." 


Who    doesn't   like   to    get   up   to 
music?    Tom  Glazer  provides  it. 


IT  lasts  only  five  minutes — but,  apart  from  your 
morning  shower,  Mermen  Shave.  Time  is  as  ef- 
fective a  rise- up- tocsin  as  you're  likely  to  find, 
of  a  morning.  No  alarm  clock  Could  be  as  welcome 
to  a  just-awakened  ear  as  the  voice  of  Anne 
Thomas,  playing  a  switchboard  operator,  trying  to 
rouse  Lew  Parker,  a  guest  in  the  hotel  where  Anne, 
for  program  purposes,  works.  You'll  have  to  check 
your  local  stations  for  this,  because  it's  heard  at 
different  times  on  different  stations  aU  over  the 
coimtry;  and  when  you've  located  it,  make  a  note 
of  it.  Getting  up  is. easier  when  you're  doing  it 
to  turn  on  Shave  Time — and  Shave  Time  will 
keep  you  up  once  it's  on.  (For  a  list  of  local 
stations  on  which  Lew  Parker  and  Anne  Thomas 
are  heard  in  Shave  Time,  turn  to  page  92.) 
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1.  "Say,  Mr.  Parker,"  says  Annie,  "you've 
been  acting  peculiar  the  last  few  days — 
always    running    or    skipping.     How    come?" 


!  fe' 


2.  "Doctor's  orders,  Annie,"  says  Lew.  "He 
told  me  to  take,  my  pills  for  three  days 
running,    and    then     to    skip    three     days." 


/ 


3.  "Oh,  and  Mr.  Parker.  That  blonde  in 
the  lobby  last  night.  I  saw  her  starting  to 
leave.    What  followed?"    "I  did,"  says  Lew. 


4.    "Annie,"  says  Lew,  "if  I  had  a  date  with 

you    I    wouldn't    gel    fresh."     "Then    what  >^ 

do  you  want  to  date  me  for?"  says  Annie.        ^ 
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PEACE  ON  EARTH— Good  WiU  to  Men"  .  .  . 
these  are  swell  words.  We  hear  them  once  a 
year,  at  Christmastime,  and  they  give  us  that 
old  feehng  that,  maybe — for  a  few  days — all  the 
fighting  and  the  trouble  in  the  world  might  stop 
and  everybody  could  be  friends.  Just  "good  will  to 
men."   All  men.   Is  that  too  much  to  ask? 

My  friend,  Mr.  Jellico,  didn't  think  so. 

Of  course,  that  isn't  his  real  name.  But  it's 
lucky  for  all  of  us  that  there  are  guys  like  him. 
Sometimes  people  who  know  I've  visited  high 
schools  all  over  the  couiitry  talking  about  toler- 
ance—sometimes they  ask  me  what  about  this 
"good  will"  racket  .  .  .  does  it  pay  off?  I  can  tell 
you  it  does.  It's  paid  off  for  me.  And  it  did  for  my 
friend,  the  man  I'm  calling  Mr.  Jellico. 

It  was  a  July  morning,  several  years  ago,  that  I 
first  noticed  Mr.  Jellico's  candy  shop,  on  that 
neighborhood  corner  in  New  York  City.  The  kind 
of  neighborhood  you'd  call  "tough" — the  stores  a 
little  run-down,  fly-specked  windows — brown- 
stone-front  apartment  houses  jammed  together, 
with  tired  men  and  women  sitting  on  the  stoops. 

I  was  just  strolling  by,  on  my  way  to  the  broad- 
cast studios,  when  that  candy  window  caught  my 
eye.  The  neat  gold-lettering  "Jelhco's  Home- 
Made  Candies" — the  dolls  in  that  window  with 
peppermint  sticks  in  their  rigid  arms,  the  toj' 
trains  loaded  down  with  gumdrops  and  licorice 
jawbreakers  and  wrapped  candy  kisses — but  es- 
pecially the  trays  of  fancy  stuff  which  looked  as 
though  someone  had  had  a  lot  of  fun  making  them. 

There  was  a  tray  made  to  look  like  a  whole 
circus — clowns  and  elephants  and  a  girl  on  a 
trapeze — all  of  what  looked  like  red  and  white 
gixmdrops,  spun  sugar,  cinnamon  sticks  and 
marshmallows. 

Impulsively,  I  went  in.  My  daughter's  birthday 
was  the  next  week  and  I  wanted  a  gift  for  her. 

It  was  clean  inside — but  disorderly.  And  my 
first  impression  was  of  kids — ^boys,  mostly — 
perched  all  over  the  place  on  boxes  and  window 


FRANK  SINATRA 


There's  no  mystery  about  the 


good  way,  the  right  way,  to  live. 


Everyone's  in  on  that  secret- 


even  the  toughest  kids  in  town 


ledges;  dirty  kids,  clean  kids,  all  kinds — kids  with 
their  noses  flattened  against  the  glass  of  the  candy 
coxmters;  kids  reading  comic  books,  their  backs 
against  the  window  frames;  kids  behind  the  cash 
register,  earnestly  talking  to  a  little,  dried-up 
gnome  of  a  man. 

This  was  Mr.  Jellico. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you,  sir?"  his  voice  was 
almost  a  whisper,  yet  it  had  a  penetrating  quality. 

I  explained  I  was  looking  for  a  birthday  gift 
for  a  Uttle  girl  and  the  shopkeeper  unerringly 
picked  out  just  what  my  daughter  would  have 
wanted  most — a  big  marshmallow  teddy  bear  with 
a  funny  black  licorice  nose  and  two  beady  lozenge- 
shaped  eyes. 

While  he  was  slipping  it  gently  into  a  box,  the 
door  opened,  slammed  shut  with  a  bang.  Everyone 
looked  up.  (Continued  on  page  67) 


This    story    was    especially    written    for    Radio    Mirror    by    Frank    Sinatra, 
who  stars  in  the  Hit  Parade  Saturday  nights  at  9,  EST,  on  NBC  stations. 


What  is  good  luck  made  of:  work. 


talent,  determination?    For  Mindy,  it  was 


all  of  these — and  Pops  Whiteman,  too 


4X 


As  OUR  TRAIN  rushed  through  the  Spring  night 
Paul  Whiteman  sat  talking  to  me.  His  National 
Guard  Assembly  program  had  just  concluded  a 
successful  cross-country  tour.  We  had  made  "in 
person"  broadcasts  from  key  stations  in  the  ABC 
network  as  far  west  as  Des  Moines.  Then,  after  sev- 
eral weeks  of  my  first  real  taste  of  travel,  we  were 
homeward  bound.  Pops  (that's  what  everybody 
calls  Mr.  Whiteman)  said,  "You've  come  a  long 
way  in  an  amazingly  short  time,  Mindy.  Success  like 
yours  has  turned  many  a  girl's  head.  Always  re- 
member— be  like  Bing  Crosby,  my  greatest  discovery. 
Bing's  head  never  got  big — only  his  heart  did." 

I  once  heard  someone  say,  I  remembered  as  the 
train  sped  on  its  way,  that  luck  is  three-quarters 
hard  work  and  only  one-quarter  actual  turn  of  fate. 
But  with  me  it  hadn't  been  hard  work.  I  didn't  know 
enough  about  this  wonderful  business  of  radio  to 
plan  a  way  for  going  about  working  hard  toward  my 
goal.  With  me,  it  had  been  wishing.  Wishing,  want- 
ing, yearning,  hoping.  So  that's  what  luck  is,  I 
decided.  It's  one-quarter  turn  of  fate,  and  thiee- 
quarters  wanting  something  with  your  whole  heart. 
Wishing  so  hard  that  finally  it  comes  true. 

That's  the  lucky  beginning.  And  continuing  to  be 
lucky,  continuing  to  be  successful,  must  be  embodied 


jjVrj."All    through    school   I   kept   a    critical   and 
"I'     envious     ear     on     featured     radio     singers." 


in  what  Pops  just  told  me.  In  not  getting  a  swelled 
head.  In  being  truly,  humbly  grateful  for  what  luck 
has  brought  you,  and  then  repaying  the  kindly  fates 
with  all  the  hard  work  you  can  muster,  to  make  up 
for  the  hard  work  you  didn't  know  how  to  accom- 
plish before. 

So  I'll  always  remember  what  he  said,  you  can  be 
sure.  I'm  much  less  likely  to  have  a  swelled  head 
than  I  will  a  head  constantly  whirling  with  wonder- 
ment at  the  marvelous  good  fortune  that's  come  my 
way.  The  man  who  made  such  stars  as  Bing  Crosbv. 
Mildred     Bailey,     Joan     (Continued     on     page ^  76) 


Hear  Mindy  Carson,  with  Taul  Whiteman's  Orchrstra,  Wednesday  nights  at  8:30  KST,  on  the  Am.  network. 


CTif  "'Now  don't  be  ner- 
vous,' said  Pops.  But  he 
could  tell  my  knee-joints 
were  made  of  India  rubber!" 


By 
MINDY 
CARSON 


00 


[^   .:        "I    had    to    argue    for 

'quite  a  while  before  Mother 

gave  in  and  said  I  might  have 

a    try   at   a    singing    career." 
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TODAffi  CHILDREN 

Along  paths  shaped  by  destiny,  Today's  Children  pursue  happiness   in  this  NBC   story 


CARLOTTA  LAGORRO  ARMOUR,  beautiful,  warm-hearted  young  wife  of  composer  Keith  Armour,  is  a 
talented  and  experienced  homemaker.  It  was  she  who,  after  her  mother's  death,  became  the  focal  point 
of  family  life  for  her  father,  two  '  sisters  and  two  brothers  in  their  small  apartment  on  Chicago's 
Hester  Street.  But  brilliant,  mercurial  Keith  cannot  resign  himself  to  the  quiet  tempo  of  the  life 
Carlotta  would  like  to  build  around  him.  Their  marriage  so  far  has  reflected  their  incompatibilities 
rather   than   the   deep,    genuine   mutual   love   that   brought    them    together.     (Played   by    Marjorie    Da«es) 
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ITALO  LAGORRO,  with  daughter  Car- 
lotta's  help,  successfully  guided  his  some- 
times turbulent  family  through  many  a 
crisis.  After  Carlotta's  marriage,  THERESE 
took  over  the  running  of  the  house,  but  her 
father's  opinions  will  always  be  her  final 
yardstick.  This  is  true  too  of  MARY,  the 
youngest  Lagorro;  no  problem  arises  in 
her  world  that  does  not  come  in  for  dis- 
cussion either  at  home  or  in  Italo's  shoe- 
repair  shop.  (Italo  is  Milton  Herman; 
Thcrese,  Betty  Moran;  Mary,  Lois  Kenison) 


KEITH  ARMOUR  is  a  pianist-composer,  temperamental,  touched  with  genius. 
The  intensely  creative  work  to  which  he  has  dedicated  himself  puts  constant 
strain  on  Keith's  emotional  nature,  strain  which  is  mirrored  in  his  marriage  to 
Carlotta  in  spite  of  the  profound  love  that  brought  them  together.  Unable 
to  adjust  to  the  routine  of  a  home,  Keith  irritably  seeks  inspiration  and 
stimulation  away  from  Carlotta,  who  is  beginning  to  accept  the  fact  that  she 
may  have  to  build  a  life  for  herself  which  will  be  independent  of  Keith  and 
the    insecurity    that    his    temperament    creates.      (Played    by    Wilms    Herbert) 


Today's  Children  is  heard  Monday  through  Friday  at  2  P.M.  EST,  on  stations  of 
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CANUICE  DRAKE,  vivid, 
headstrong  daughter  of  broker 
Walter  Drake,  has  flirted  tem- 
pestuously with  young  DAVID 
LAGORRO,  her  father's 
chauffeur.  David,  always  the 
"problem  child"  of  his  family, 
shares  Candy's  undisciplined 
desire  for  a  life  full  of  excite- 
ment. Together,  these  thrill- 
seeking  youngsters  may  stir  up 
more  excitement  than  they  can 
cope  with.  (Played  by  Jeanne 
Bates,     Jack     Edwards     Jr.) 


NAOMI  DANIELS,  social 
service  worker  who  heads 
the  Hester  Street  Foundation, 
is  a  close  and  understand- 
ing friend  to  the  Lagorros. 
WALTER  DRAKE,  who  em- 
ploys David,  also  has  a  high 
regard  for  the  attractive 
Naomi.  A  wealthy  investment 
broker,  Drake  can  easily 
afford  his  frequent,  ample 
contributions  to  the  Found- 
ation. (Naomi  is  Jo  Gilbert; 
Walter   Drake   is   Joe   Forte) 
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Half  the  fun  of  Chrisimas  is 
the  fragrant  food  that  comes 
with  it,  and  the  good  old  tra- 
dition of  dressing  up  your 
favorite  seasonal  tidbits  for 
visiting   friends   and   family. 


HALF  of  the  fun  of  Christmas  is  plan- 
ning for  it.  For  no  other  holiday 
in  the  year  do  people  work  as  they 
do  for  this  one  great  day;  most  of  us, 
from  the  time  the  first  Santa  Claus  ap- 
pears on  street  corner  and  in  store 
wind^iw,  are  busily  making  gifts  and 
goodies,  compiling  lists  of  things  to  buy 
and  give,  of  friends  to  see  and  write  to 
— and  loving  every  crowded  minute  of 
it.  It  almost  seems  as  if  we  are  trying, 
unconsciously,  to  prove  the  truth  of 
some  of  the  maxims  we  were  brought 
up  on — the  one,  for  instance,  that  says 
we  never  appreciate  anything  unless 
we  work  for  it,  another  one  which  tells 
us  that  it  is  better  to  give  than  to  re- 
ceive, and  the  quotation  which  most  of 
us  memorized  in  school:  "The  gift 
without  the  giver  is  bare." 

Another  thing  that  sets  this  day 
apart  from  the  rest  of  the  year  is  the 
host  of  memories  it  evokes.  Even  at  our 
busiest  we  find  ourselves  recalling  past 
Christmases — the  hours  we  spent  past- 
ing chains  of  bright-colored  paper  links 
or  stringing  cranberries  and  popcorn 
to  decorate  a  tree,  the  greens  we 
brought  from  the  woods  to  make 
wreaths  and  garlands  and  the  thrill  of 
making,  or  receiving,  a  brand-new 
wardrobe  for  a  favorite  doll.  Best  of 
all  were  the  good  things  to  eat,  the 
cakes  and  puddings  and  cookies  made 
not  only  for  our  own  family's  pleasure 
but  to  give  to  favored  friends;  such 
making  and  sharing  seems  to  me  to  em- 
body the  whole  warm  tradition  of 
Christmas,  so,  as  my  Yuletide  present 
to  you,  here  are  recipes  to  help  you 
carry  it  on. 

Steamed  Fig  Pudding 

V2  cup  raisins 
1/2  cup  finely  cut  citron 
Vz  cup  finely  cut  figs 
IVz  cups  sifted  enriched  flour,  divided 
1/2  teaspoon  soda 
1  teaspoon  salt 
1/4  teaspoon  ginger 


%  teaspoon  nutmeg 

Vi.  teaspoon  cinnamon 

Vz  teaspoon  cloves 

Vz  cup  molasses 

1/2  cup  milk 

Vz  cup  ground  suet 

Mix  fruits  with  Vz  cup  of  the  flour. 
Mix  and  sift  together  remaining  flour 
and  other  dry  ingredients.  Combine 
molasses,  milk  and  suet,  add  to  flour 
mixture  and  stir  enough  to  make  a 
smooth  batter.  Add  fruits  and  mix 
well.  Pour  into  1-quart  mold  which  has 
been  oiled,  then  cover  tightly.  Place 
on  rack  in  kettle  containing  at  least 
2  inches  of  boiling  water,  cover  kettle 
tightly  and  steam  for  IVi  hours.  Check 
occasionally  to  make  sure  that  water 
does  not  boil  away;  if  it  does,  add  more 
boiling  water.  Turn  pudding  out  of 
mold  onto  plate  and  serve  hot.  Makes 
8  servings. 

White  Fruit  Cake 

Vz  cup  chopped  citron 
1/2  cup  white  raisins 
Vz  cup  chopped  almonds 
IVs  cups  sifted  enriched  flour,  divided 
Vs  teaspoon  salt 

6  tablespoons  butter  or  margarine 

1  cup  sugar 

4  eggs,  unbeaten 

1  tablespoon  milk 
Vz  teaspoon  vanilla 

{Continmd  on  page  88) 
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FOOD  COUNSELOR 


Listen  Monday  through  Friday  at  noon 
when  Kate  Smith  Speaks,  on  stations 
of   the   Mutual    Broadcasting   System 
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■'Eye  appeiil,"  says  John  Reed  King,  "that's  what  kids  need  in  their  toys." 


WHAT  with  Torme  Time,  over  NBC,  Give  and  Take  on  CBS,  Tran- 
scriptions for  a  local  broadcast  and  frequent  television  appear- 
ances, John  Reed  King  is  so  busy  a  radio  personality  that  he  might 
be  forgiven  for  sidestepping  an  extra  assignment.  But  when  it's 
Christmas  gift  shopping  for  his  two  small  daughters,  it's  a  "must"  as- 
signment with  John.  Either  Princeton  psychology  degree,  or  his 
fatherly  fondness  for  the  youngsters — but  choosing  their  playthings 
has  always  been  a  most  important  job  to  him.  And  his  experience  is 
vast! 

Toys  for  a  small  baby,  he  says,  should  have  eye  appeal.  Red,  a  high- 
visibility  color,  is  a  popular  one  in  infant-class  toys.  Then  come  the 
"feelable"  cradle  toys:  rings,  balls,  and  the  newer  educational  devices 
the  stores  are  offering  in  increasing  number.  Any  toy  that  "does  some- 
thing" wins  out  over  a  static  toy:  animals  that  nod,  wind-up  boats  and 
trains;  and,  as  the  child  advances  in  years,  building  arrangements  of  all 
kinds  help  channel  creative  urgis.  At  any  age — all  the  way  up,  John 
suspects,  to  Grandma — a  girl  will  welcome  homemaking  toys.  And 
always  a  Christmas  presentation  should  include  one  fat,  mad,  beauti- 
ful stuffed  animal. 

Among  the  "educational"  toys,  John  suggests,  one  might  fit  in  the 
step  toward  good  table  manners  which  you  see  on  the  right.  Neatly 
grooved  and  colorful,  it's  the  sort  of  thing  a  child  will  love  at  sight. 
Which  is  equivalent  to  saying  that  the  lesson  it  teaches  will  be  pain- 
less— and  unforgettable. 


EducationlB^^able    techniques    can 
be    absorbed    along    with    the    food. 


RADIO   MIRROR 
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CHRM/IS 


B.V  Mary  Jane  Fulton 


For  holiday  excite- 
ment, dress  the  gifts 
you  give  as  carefully  as 
you've  selected  them. 
It's    part    of    the    fun. 


RADIO  INriRROR 


Glamorous  singer  Hollace  Shaw  and  her  husband  work  together 
on    the    gift    list,    making    each    package    an    artistic    triumph. 


IlOLLACE  SHAW,  attractive  blonde  singing  star  of  CBS's 
'■ '  Saturday  Night  Serenade,  and  her  handsome  aviation- 
executive  husband,  C.  Turner  Foster,  are  more  in  love 
than  when  they  first  met,  six  years  ago.  Theirs  was  a  war- 
time romance. 

"Holly,"  as  she's  fondly  called,  was  Vivian  on  the  Hour  of 
Charm  program.  Turner,  a  colonel  in  the  AAF,  while  on 
leave  was  taken  to  a  broadcast  by  Dick  Joy,  radio  an- 
nouncer. It  was  love  at  first  sight  with  Holly  and  Turner. 
But  as  he  was  sent  to  North  Africa  not  long  afterwards, 
they  waited  until  he  returned  to  the  United  States  to  be 
married. 

Turner  never  misses  one  of  her  broadcasts.  Holly  is  just 
as  interested  in  his  work.  They  especially  look  forward 
to  holidays  together,  like  the  Christmas  season  just  ahead. 
First  on  their  list  of  gifts  to  each  other  will  be  cosmetics. 

He's  getting  her  something  special — a  lovely  make-up 
kit,  a  manicure  kit,  a  big  bottle  of  perfume,  and  a  match- 
ing scent  in  eau  de  cologne.  Because  she  has  admired 
those  beautiful  crystal-clear  comb  and  brush  sets,  which 
come  in  such  luscious,  jewel-like  colors,  he  thinks  he  may 
also  surprise  her  with  one  of  these — maybe  get  her  a  com- 
plete dresser  set. 

For  him,  Holly  plans  to  get  a  shaving  set,  mustache  scis- 
sors, comb  and  brush  set,  and  a  pocket-sized  man's  mani- 
cure set.  Turner  is  ultra-conservative,  and  doesn't  go  in 
for  fancy  stuff.  But  he  likes  the  new  shaving  sets  for  men. 
They  have  such  a  nice,  outdoorsy  scent.  And  because 
they're  also  packaged  so  tastefully,  he's  proud  to  display 
them  on  the  bathroom  shelf. 

Included  in  her  gifts  from  him  will  be  something  with  a 
holly  design  on  it.  For  Holly  has  a  hobby  of  collecting  china 
and  other  objects  decorated  with  the  leaf  and  berry. 

They'll  either  dine  alone  in  their  small  duplex  apart- 
ment on  New  York's  West  57th  Street,  or  have  such  guests 
as  Robert  Shaw,  Holly's  brother  (the  director  of  the 
widely  acclaimed  Collegiate  Chorale),  his  wife,  and  their 
two  young  sons.  However  they  celebrate  the  day,  it's  sure 
to  be  a  happy  one.  So,  wish  them  a  Merry  Christmas — 
for  that's  what  they're  wishing  you! 
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All  Times  Below  Are  EASTERN  STANDARD  TIMES) 
For  Correct  CENTRAL  STANDARD  TIME,  Subtract  One  Hour 


1              ■:      . 

SUN 

DAY 

A.M. 

IM3 ; 

Mas 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Earl  Wild 

Carolina  Calling 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 

People's  Church 
Tone  Tapestries 

White  Rabbit  Line 

News 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 

Johnson  Family 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Bible  Highlights 
Circle  Arrow  Show 

Radio  Bible  Class 
Voice  of  Prophecy 

Message  of  Israel 
Southernaires 

Church  of  the  Air 
Church  of  the  Air 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

VoicesDowntheWind 

News  Highlights 
Solitaire  Time 

Arthur  Van  Horn 
Dixie  Four  Quartet 
Reviewing  Stand 

Fine  Arts  Quartette 
Hour  of  Faith 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Salt  Lake  Tabernacle 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

World  Front  News 
Eternal  Light 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Lutheran  Hour 

Guest  Speaker 
World  Security 

Invitation  to  Learning 
As  Others  See  Us 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

American  United 
Chicago  Round  Table 

Cecil  Brown 

For  Your  Approval 

Sam  Pettengill 
Raymond  Swing 
Sammy  Kaye 

People's  Platform 
Doorway  to  Life 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Robert  Merrill 

James  Melton 
Frank  Black 

Family  Doctor 

Bill  Cunningham 
Veteran's  Information 

Lee  Sweetland 
Sunday  Vespers 

Robert  Q.  Lewis, 

Little  Show 
Bob  Reid  Sings 
"Here's  To  You" 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Eddy  Howard 
One  Man's  Family 

Reunion 
Juvenile  Jury 

Lassie  Drama 
Johnny  Thompson 
This  Week  Around 
The  World 

N.  Y.  Philharmonic 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

The  Quiz  Kids 
Musicana 

House  of  Mystery 
True  Detective 

Are  These  Our 

Children 
Old  New  York 

Hour  of  Charm 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

Ford  Show 

The  Shadow 
Quick  As  A  Flash 

Adventures  of  Bill 

Lance 
David  Harding 

The  Family  Hour 

Jean  Sablon 
Joseph  C.  Harsch 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
8:30 

6:45 

The  Catholic  Hour 

Hollywood  Star 
Preview 

Those  Websters 
Nick  Carter 

Drew  Pearson 
Don  Gardiner 
Greatest  Story  Ever 
Told 

Ozzie  and  Harriet 
Percy  Faith 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Jack  Benny 
Band  Wagon 

Sherlock  Holmes 
Gabriel  Heatter  Show 

Rex  Maupin 

Exploring  the  Un- 
known 

Gene  Autry 
Blondie 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Bergen-McCarlhy 

Show 
Fred  Allen 

A,  L.  Alexander 

Jimmy  Fidler 
Twin  Views  of  News 

Detroit  Symphony 
Orchestra 

Sam  Spade 
Crime  Doctor 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Manhattan  Merry- 

Go-Round 
American  Album 

Jim  Backus  Show 

Walter  Winchell 
Louella  Parsons 
Theatre  Guild 

Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Tony  Martin  Show 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Take  It  or  Leave  It 

The  Big  Break, 
Eddie  Dowling 

Voice  of  Strings 

The  Edmund  Hock- 
ridge  Show 

Jimmie  Fidler 

Christopher  Wells 
Strike  It  Rich 

— this  year,  as  last,  on  NBC's  Band 
Wagon,  as  the  unpredictable  Baby 
Alice.  She  also  played  in  the 
movie,   "It's   a    Wonderful   Life.'~ 
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man      who     p;anible4 
Ite    and    his    life's    sa%in| 
i  voice,  anrl  won.    The  gi* 
^.„     vate  Smith.    Ted  has  alwuyj 
Jbeen  featured  as  producer,  djre| 
|tor    and    announcer    on    her    pre 
igranis.    His   flair  for  picking  w| 
|lof  graduates  from  the  Kate  Sr.,„^^ 
^     radio  hall  of  fame.   Ted  never^l 
iFootball    game   and    is    owner   of   the- 


MONDAY                          1 

A.M, 

NBC 

M8S 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  New 

York 
Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Fred  Waring 
Road  of  Lite 
Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Kate's  Daughter 
Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

U.  S.  Service  Bands 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage  News 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Quaker  City  Sere- 

Young Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

nade 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

The  Story  of  Holly 
Sloan 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

House  Party 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Eddy  Duchin 

Winner  Take  All 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Merv  Griffin 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Tennessee  Jed 

American  School  of 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Terry  and  Pirates 

The  Air 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Lum  'n'  Abner 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
8:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Lowell  Thomas 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
The  Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Edward  R.  Murrow 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Cavalcade  of  America 
Voice  of  Firestone 

Scotland  Yard 
Charlie  Chan 

Paul  Whiteman 
Bobby  Doyle  Show 
Phil  Silvers 

Inner  Sanctum 
Talent  Scouts 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Telephone  Hour 
Dr.  1.  Q. 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Real  Stories 

Did  Justice  Triumph 

Candid  Microphone 
Sammy  Kaye 

Lux  Radio  Theater 

10:00 
10:15l 
10:30 

Contented  Program 
Fred  Waring 

Fishing  and  Hunting 

Club 
Dance  Orch. 

Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
Earl  Godwin 

My  Friend  Irma 
Screen  Guild  Players 

WEDNESDAY 


m.c.     invite*!     her    on 
Hi  ;.:.      ,-omineiice    as    the    singer 
iavser  Cufafs  Biind;  has  since  appeared  in  nine 
Jii'lures.      l.iii;;     i>     ;i     ManJiattaii-born     Laiiii.     the 
<)uuf!;ht<?r   i>i   I'orfirio   A.   Roinay.   Mexican   <lip]oinat. 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Fred  Waring 
Road  of  Life 
Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine Of  The  Air 
Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Katie's  Daughter 
Jacic  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


TUESDAY 


A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 

8:45 

News 

Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Editor's  Diary 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 

9:15 

Shady  Valley  Folks 

Oklahoma  Roundup 

9:30 

Clevelandaires 

9:45 

Nelson  Olmsted 

10:00 

Fred  Waring 

Cecil  Brown 

My  True  Story 

Look  Your  Best 

10:15 

Faith  in  Our  Time 

10:30 

Road  of  Life 

Say  It  With  Music 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 

Evelyn  Winters 

10:45 

Joyce  Jordan 

Club  Time 

David  Harum 

11:00 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 

Emily  Post  Quiz 

Tom  Breneman 

Arthur  Godfrey 

11:15 

Kate's  Daughter 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 

11:30 

Jack  Bercn 

Heart's  Desire 

Galen  Drake 

Grand  Slam 

11:45 

Lora  Lawton 

Ted  Malone 

Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Service  Bands 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

Art  Van  Damme 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Quartet 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Quaker  City  Sere- 

Young Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

nade 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Story  of  Holly  Sloan 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

House  Party 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:T5 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Toby  Reed  Stories 

Winner  Take  All 

4:4S 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Merv  Griffin 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Tennesee  Jed 

American  School  of 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Terry  and  Pirates 

The  Air 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Capt.  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Lum  'n'  Abner 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

John  MacVane 
Serenade  to  America 

Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber 
Lowell  Thomas 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 

Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 

Elmer  Davis 

Green  Hornet  Drama 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Edward  R.  Murrow 

8:00 

8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Milton  Berle 

A  Date  With  Judy 

Mysterious  Traveler 
Official  Detective 

Youth  Asks  the 
Government 
Erwin  D.  Canham 
America's  Town 

Big  Town 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  North 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Amos  'n'  Andy 

Fibber  McGee  and 
Molly 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Zane  Grey  Show 

Boston  Symphony 

We,  The  People 
Studio  One 

10:00 
10:1S 
10:30 

Bob  Hope 
Red  Sketton 

American  Forum 
California  Melodie* 

Ubor  U.  S.  A. 

CBS  Is  Thers 

12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

Service  Bands 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

NBC  Concert  Orch. 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Quaker  City  Sere- 

Young Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

nade 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Story  of  Holly 
Sloan 

The  Martin  Block 
Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  Or  Nothing 

3:15 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

House  Party 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

The  Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Two  Ton  Baker 

Winner  Take  All 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Merv  Griffin 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Tennessee  Jed 

American  School  of 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Terry  and  Pirates 

the  Air 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Lum  'n'  Abner 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 

John  MacVane 

Eric  Sevareid 

6:15 

Serenade  to  America 

Talks 

6:30 

Local  Programs 

Red  Barber 

6:45 

Sunoco  News 

Lowell  Thomas 

7:00 

Chesterfield  Club 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 

Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week 

7:15 

News  of  the  World 

Dance  Orchestra 

Elmer  Davis 

Jack  Smith 

7:30 

Manor  House  Party 

Leiand  Sfowe 

Lone  Ranger 

Bob  Crosby  Show 

7:45 

H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Inside  of  Sports 

Edward  R.  Murrow 

8:00 

Dennis  Day 

Crime  Club 

Mayor  of  The  Town 

American  Melody- 

8:15 

Hour 

8:30 

The  Great 
Gildersleeve 

Quiet  Please 

Vox  Pop 

Dr.  Christian 

8:45 

9:00 

Duffy's  Tavern 

Gabriel  Heatter 

Abbott  and  Costello 

Morgan,  Ameche  and 

9:15 

Real  Stories 

Langford  Show 

9:30 

Mr.  District  Attorney 

Let's  Go  To  The 

Jack  Paar 

9:45 

Movies 

10:00 

The  Big  Story 

Racket  Busters 

Bing  Crosby 

The  Whistler 

10:15 

10:30 

Jimmy  Durante 

Latin  American 
Serenade 

Henry  Morgan 

Escape 

— the  "'old  red  head."  nvhose  dis- 
tinctive handling  of  football  and 
baseball  gfinie^  ha--  brought  him 
a  tremendous  following  among 
fans.  Now  in  his  second  year 
as  .Sports  Director  at  CBS,  his 
nightly  broadcasts  at  6:30  cover  world-wide  sports 
events.  He  started  life  in  Columbui^,  Miss^  as  Walter 
Lanier  Barber,  and  made  his  first  broadcast 
while  he  was  attending   the   University   of  Florida. 


■ 

M 

59 


THURSDAY 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  to 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  in  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Fred  Waring 
Road  of  Life 
Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
Dorothy  Kilgallen 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Katie's  Daughter 
Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

QUufe^  ^04i£^ 


—trained  in  dramatics  at  the  Good- 
man Theatre,  Chicago,  and  was 
very  active  in  radio  until,  in  1944. 
8he  gave  it  up  to  work  for  the 
Stage  Door  Canteen  and  to  super- 
.         ,         _  vise  and  m.c.  variety  shows  for  the 

American  Theatre  Wing.  Now,  returned  to  the  air 
a'^fc^J'^T"^  Browning  on  NBC's  Right  to  Happiness. 
S:45  P.M.,  weekdays.  She's  married  to  radio  actor 
Les  Damon  and  they  have  bought  a  New  Jersey  farm. 


AFTERNOON  PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

Echoes  From  Tropics 
Words  and  Music 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 
Aunt  Jenny 
Helen  Trent 
Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

Art  Van  Damme 

Quartet 
Robert  McCormick 
Robert  Ripley 

Cedric  Foster 
Red  Hook,  31 
Quaker  City  Sere- 
nade 

Baukhage 
Nancy  Craig 

Big  Sister 
Ma  Perkins 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 

2:45 

Today's  Children 
Woman  In  White 
Story  of  Holly 

Sloan 
Light  of  the  World 

Queen  For  A  Day 
Martin  Block  Show 

Maggi  McNeills 
Bride  and  Groom 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Perry  Mason 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young 
Right  to  Happiness 

Song  of  .the  Stranger 

Ladies  Be  Seated 
Paul  Whiteman  Club 

Double  or  Nothing 
House  Party 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Backstage  Wife 
Stella  Dallas 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Young  Widder  Brown 

Erskine  Johnson 
Johnson  Family 

Merv  Griffin 

Toby  Reed  Stories 
Dick  Tracy 

Hint  Hunt 
Winner  Take  All 

5:30 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

When  A  Girl  Marries 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Front  Page  Farrell 

Hop  Harrigan 
Superman 
Captain  Midnight 
Tom  Mix 

Tennessee  Jed 
Terry  and  Pirates 
Jack  Armstrong 

American  School  of 

the  Air 
Treasury  Bandstand 
Lum  'n'  Abner 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 

Serenade  to  America 
Clem  McCarthy 
Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
In  My  Opinion 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Lowell  Thomas 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Grand  Marquee 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orch. 

Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Challenge  of  The 
Yukon 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Edward  R.  Murrow 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:49 

Aldrich  Family 

Geo.  Burns  and 
Grade  Allen 

Water  Front  Wayside 
Scarlet  Queen 

Treasury  Agent 
The  Clock 

Suspense 
Mr.  Keen 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Al  Jolson 

Jack  Carson  and 
Eve  Arden 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Mutual  Block  Party 

Willie  Piper 
Darts  for  Dough 

Dick  Haymes 
Crime  Photographer 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Bob  Hawk  Show 
Eddie  Cantor 

Family  Theatre 

Mr.  President 

Lenny  Herman 
Quintet 

Reader's  Digest 
Radio  Edition 
Man  Called  X 

A.M. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

8:30 
8:45 

Do  You  Remember 

The  Trumpeteers 
Three  Steps  To 
Rhythm 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Honeymoon  In  N.  Y. 

Clevelandaires 
Nelson  Olmsted 

Editor's  Diary 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Breakfast  Club 

CBS  Morning  News 
Oklahoma  Roundup 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

10:45 

Fred  Waring 
Road  of  Life 
Joyce  Jordan 

Cecil  Brown 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Say  It  With  Music 

My  True  Story 

Betty  Crocker,  Mag- 
azine of  the  Air 
The  Listening  Post 

Look  Your  Best 
Evelyn  Winters 
David  Harum 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Once  Upon  Our  Time 
Katie's  Daughter 
Jack  Berch 
Lora  Lawton 

Emily  Post  Quiz 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Heart's  Desire 

Tom  Breneman 

Galen  Drake 
Ted  Malone 

Arthur  Godfrey 

Grand  Slam 
Rosemary 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 

Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Welcome  Travelers 

Wendy  Warren 

12:15 

Echoes  From  Tropics 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

Aunt  Jenny 

12:30 

Words  and  Music 

This  Week  In  History 

Helen  Trent 

12:45 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

1:00 

U.  S.  Marine  Band 

Cedric  Foster 

Baukhage 

Big  Sister 

1:15 

Red  Hook,  31 

Nancy  Craig 

Ma  Perkins 

1:30 

Robert  McCormick 

Quaker  City  Sere- 

Young Dr.  Malone 

1:45 

Robert  Ripley 

nade 

The  Guiding  Light 

2:00 

Today's  Children 

Queen  For  A  Day 

Maggi  McNeills 

Second  Mrs.  Burton 

2:15 

Woman  in  White 

Perry  Mason 

2:30 

Story  of  Holly  Sloan 

Martin  Block  Show 

Bride  and  Groom 

2:45 

Light  of  the  World 

Rose  of  My  Dreams 

3:00 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ladies  Be  Seated 

Double  or  Nothing 

3:i: 

Ma  Perkins 

3:30 

Pepper  Young 

Song  of  the  Stranger 

Paul  Whiteman  Club 

House  Party 

3:45 

Right  to  Happiness 

4:00 

Backstage  Wife 

Erskine  Johnson 

Hint  Hunt 

4:15 

Stella  Dallas 

Johnson  Family 

4:30 

Lorenzo  Jones 

Winner  Take  All 

4:45 

Young  Widder  Brown 

Merv  Griffin 

Dick  Tracy 

5:00 

When  A  Girl  Marries 

Hop  Harrigan 

Tennessee  Jed 

American  School  of 

5:15 

Portia  Faces  Life 

Superman 

Terry  and  Pirates 

the  Air 

5:30 

Just  Plain  Bill 

Captain  Midnight 

Jack  Armstrong 

Treasury  Bandstand 

5:45 

Front  Page  Farrell 

Tom  Mix 

Lum  'n'  Abner 

EVENING  PROGRAMS 


Quif'  J.cmwanda 


—  whose  Royal  Canadians  have 
been  on  the  air  since  the  early  days' 
of  broadcasting,  hails  from  Lon- 
don, Ontario,  where  he  and  the 
rest  of  the  musical  Lombardos 
received  their  early  education. 
Guy  organized  his  band  in  1920  and  the  personnel 
is  almost  the  same  today.  Once  more,  this  year,  the 
Royal  Canadians  are  heard  over  the  air  on  Mondays 
at  9:30  P.M.,  over  the  Mutual  Broadcasting  Sjslem. 


6:00 
8:15 

6:30 
6:45 

News 

Serenade  to  America 

Sunoco  News 

Local  Programs 

Eric  Sevareid 
Report  From  The 
United  Nations 
Red  Barber,  Sports 
Lowell  Thomas 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Chesterfield  Club 
News  of  the  World 
Manor  House  Party 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn 

Fulton  Lewis,  Jr. 
Dance  Orchestra 
Henry  J.  Taylor 
Inside  of  Sports 

Headline  Edition 
Elmer  Davis 
Lone  Ranger 

Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
Edward  R.  Murrow 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Highways  In  Melody 
Can  You  Top  This 

Burl  Ives 

Scout  About  Town 

Leave  It  To  The  Girls 

The  Fat  Man 
This  Is  Your  FBI 

Baby  Snooks 
Thin  Man 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

People  Are  Funny 
Waltz  Time 

Gabriel  Heatter 
Real  Stories 
Information  Please 

Break  the  Bank 
Information  Please 

Mark  Warnow  Orch. 

and  Chorus 
FBI  In  Peace  and 

War 

t0:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Mystery  Theater 
Sports 

Meet  The  Press 
Date  Night 

Boxing  Bouts 

It  Pays  to  be 

Ignorant 
Spotlight  Preview 

i^yfv-7rir_ 


A.IVI. 

NBC 

MBS 

ABC 

CBS 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Story  Shop 

Coffee  With  Congress 
Bill  Herson 

Robert  Hurleigh 
Helen  Hall 

Tommy  Bartlett 
Time 

CBS  Morning  News 
Songs  For  You 

Saturday's  Rhythm 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

Frank  Merriwell 
Archie  Andrews 

Bill  Harrington 
Shady  Valley  Folk 

Junior  Junction 

The  Garden  Gate 
Lee  Adams 
Mary  Lee  Taylor 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

Meet  the  Meeks 
Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 

Pauline  Alpert 
Say  It  With  Music 

Piano  Playhouse 
Land  of  The  Lost 

Let's  Pretend 
Adventurer's  Club 

AFTERNOON   PROGRAMS 


12:00 
12:15 

12:30 
12:45 

Arthur  Barriault 
Public  Affairs 

Home  is  what  you 
Make  It 

Pan  Americana 
This  Week  in  Wash- 
ington 
Flight  into  the  Past 

Johnny  Thompson 
Nat'l  Association  of 

Evangelicals 
American  Farmer 

Theatre  of  Today 
Stars  Over  Hollywood 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

Nat'l  Farm  Home 

Veterans  Aid 
Elmer  Peterson 

Luncheon  at  Sardi's 

Bands  For  Bonds 
Football  Game 

U.  N.  General  As- 
sembly Highlights 
Fascinating  Rhythm 

Grand  Central  Sta. 
County  Fair 

2:00 
2:15 
2:30 
2:45 

Camp  Meetin'  Choir 

Football  Game 

Football  Games 

Give  and  Take 
Football  game 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

Your  Hosts  Buffalo 

Football  Game 

Football  game 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

Musicana 

Horse  Races 
Dance  Orchestra 
Dance  Orchestra 

Football  Game 

Football  game 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

Edward  Tomlinson 
Three  Suns  Shine 
Torme'  Time 
King  Cole  Trio 

This  Is  Jazz 

Dance  Orchestra 
Jan  August  and  His 
Piano  Magic 

After  the  Game 

Saturday  at  the 
Chase 

EVENING   PROGRAMS 


6:00 
6:15 

6:30 

6:45 

Rhapsody  of  the 
Rockies 

NBC  Symphony 

Sports  Parade 
Cecil  Brown 

Vagabonds'  Quartet 
Betty  Russell 

Harry  Wismer 

Earl  Godwin 

Bill  Shadell 
Word  From  the 

Country 
Saturday  Sports 

Review 
Larry  Lesueur 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

Curtain  Time 

Hawaii  Calls 

What's  the  Name 
of  That  Song 

Quisdom  Class 

Museum  of  Modern 
Music 

Hawk  Larabee 
Sound  Off 

8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

Life  of  Riley 

Truth  or  Conse- 
quences 

Twenty  Questions 

Harlem  Hospitality 
Club 

1  Deal  in  Crime 
Famous  Jury  Trials 

First  NIghter 
Sweeney  and  March 

9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 

Your  Hit  Parade 
Judy  Canova  Show 

Stop  Me  If  You 

Have  Heard  This 
Better  Half 

Gangbusters 

Murder  and  Mr. 
Malone 

Joan  Davis  Show 
Vaughn  Monroe 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 

Kay  Kyser 
Grand  Ole  Opry 

Theater  of  the  Air 

Professor  Quiz 
Hayloft  Hoedown 

Saturday  Night 

Serenade 
Abe  Burrows 

B>pi.  JlaAtlH^ 


—  whose  UTerry  Adventures,  as 
Archfe  Andrews,  make  hilarious 
Saturday  morning  listening  at 
10:30  over  NBC,  was  born  in 
BrooJIdyn.  None  of  bis  family  ever 
took  a  professional  interest  in 
show  business.  Hfter  an  early  debut  on  Nick  Kenny's 
WMCA  program.  Bob  became  a  Madge  Tucker  pro- 
tege and  was  soon  a  busy  child  actor,  even  commuting 
to  Chicago  to  appear* on  the  National  Barn  Dance. 


HAyi  you  HEARD? 


NAN  MERRIMAN 

Nan  Merriman's  full,  rich,  mezzo-soprano  voice  has 
long  been  familiar  to  listeners  who  are  interested  in 
serious  music.  Under  a  five  year  contract  with  NBC, 
she  has  appeared  as  guest  star  on  most  of  that  net- 
work's leading  programs. 

Miss  Merriman  was  born  in  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  where 
she  lived  and  was  educated  until  she  was  fifteen. 
Then  her  family  moved  to  Los  Angeles.  In  that 
glamor  capitol,  Nan  finished  high  shool  and,  on 
graduating,  worked  as  a  secretary  by  day,  studying 
and  vocalizing  in  the  evenings  and  early  mornings 
before  going  to  the  oflfice.  Whenever  a  competition 
was  announced  for  a  scholarship,  Nan  was  in  there, 
singing  and  winning.  She  studied  with  Mme.  Alexia 
Bassian  in  Los  Angeles,  later,  on  a  scholarship  at  the 
Cincinnati  College  of  Music  with  Mme.  Lotte  Leonard. 

The  climax  to  years  of  study  came  when  NBC 
signed  Miss  Merriman  and  Arturo  Toscanini  heard 
her  sing. 

The  famous  maestro's  standards  are  so  high  that 
only  the  most  absolutely  sure  of  themselves  ever 
tackle  him  for  auditions.  In  Nan's  case,  Signor  Tos- 
canini heard  her  sing  by  accident,  traced  her  through 
the  studio  and  requested  her  to  audition  for  him 
privately.  As  a  result,  she  has  done  several  broad- 
casts with  Toscanini  and  she  will  be  heard  in  two 
more  this  December. 

The  Toscanini  stamp  of  approval  has  led  to  a  full 
working  life  for  Nan.  In  the  1946-'47  concert  season, 
she  made  a  coast  to  coast  tour  of  60  recitals.  She's 
appeared  with  such  symphony  orchestras  as  the  above 
mentioned  Cincinnati  Symphony,  the  Pittsburgh, 
Philadelphia,  Boston  (Pop),  New  York  Philharmonic 
orchestras  and  was  chosen  as  soloist  with  the  New 
Friends  of  Music  group. 

Attractive,  with  her  dark  red  hair  and  blue  eyes, 
Nan  has  an  electric  personality  and  the  erect  carriage 
that  goes  with  self  assurance  and  pride  in  achieve- 
ment. And  why  not?  In  a  remarkably  short  time,  as 
careers  go,  she  has  carved  herself  a  nice  niche. 


ED  BEGLEY 

Just  for  the  purposes  of  identification  and  intro- 
duction, Ed  Begley  is  currently  playing  the  title  role 
in  Charlie  Chan,  the  Mutual  series  heard  Wednesdays 
at  8:30  PM,  EST.  But  you've  heard  him  in  any  dra- 
matic show  that's  run  during  the  last  six  years — 
Bulldog  Drummond,  The  Fat  Man,  Radio  Reader's 
Digest,  Just  Plain  Bill,  Valiant  Lady,  David  Harum, 
to  name  only  a  very  few — and  Ed  Begley's  appeared 
in  their  casts  regularly. 

To  New  Yorkers  and  theater-going  visitors,  Ed  was 
known  last  season  as  the  outstanding  dramatic  actor 
of  the  year,  because  of  his  exciting  portrayal  of  Joe 
Keller,  the  airplane  parts  manufacturer  in  the  Critics 
Prize  play  "All  My  Sons."  To  movie  fans,  he's  known 
for  his  fine  job  in  the  part  of  Paul  Harris,  the  banker 
in  the  20th  Century-Fox  film,  "Boomerang." 

In  a  way,  the  "Paul  Harris"  part  was  type  casting. 
Not  that  Ed  Begley  is,  or  ever  has  been,  that  mealy- 
mouthed  politico  type  he  portrayed.  But  "Boom- 
erang" was  the  story  of  certain  events  that  actually 
took  place  in  a  Connecticut  town.  And  Ed  Begley  is 
a  Connecticut  man — born  in  Hartford  and  educated 
there.  He  started  in  show  business  by  doing  a  comedy 
bit  in  vaudeville  for  a  short  time  and  then  giving 
that  up  to  join  the  Hartford  Players,  a  popular  local 
theater  group.  Later,  on  station  WONS  in  Hartford, 
Ed  did  quiz  shows,  man  on  the  street  broadcasts,  a 
stint  called  "Begley's  Express"  and  any  other  little 
chores  that  was  dreamed  up  for  him.  It  was  while 
he  was  working  on  WONS  that  Ed  met  Amanda  Huff, 
a  radio  actress,  and  they  set  out  together  in  double 
harness  coming  to  New  York  in  1942. 

Since  his  superb  job  in  "All  My  Sons,"  the  movie 
companies  have  been  hound  ng  him  witli  offers.  His 
only  movie  work  previous  to  his  click  in  "Boom- 
erang," was  as  an  Irish  pol'ceman  in  "Bit  of  Blarney," 
a  Universal  short  which  he  made  in  1946. 
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Entertaining    the    Quiz    Kids    on    his    Quiz    of    Two    Cities    was    a 
memorable    broadcast    in    the    radio-active    life    of     George     Bennet. 


WANTED:  Master-of-ceremonies,  announcer,  actor, 
narrator,  comedian,  straight  man,  writer,  director, 
producer  with  experience  in  movies,  radio,  television 
and  on  the  stage.  Must  be  equally  adept  at  being 
serious  and  funny,  at  reading  script  or  ad  libbing. 
Only  man  with  these  qualifications  need  apply. 

No,  WTIC  in  Hartford  is  not  looking  for  a  one-man 
radio  stock  company  to  fill  the  above  job.  The  job  has 
been  very  aptly  filled  for  the  past  twelve  years  by  one 
of  New  England's  most  popular  air  personalities — George 
Bowe.  In  the  hearts  of  young  and  old,  George  holds  a 
very  dear  spot.  As  a  member  of  the  team  of  George 
and  Glenn,  each  January  he  receives  from  thousands 
of  tiny  tots  thousands  of  dollars  for  the  WTIC- 
Hartford  Courant  Mile  O'  Dimes  Infantile  Paralysis  fund. 
The  "bobby  soxers"  clamored  for  tickets  to  his  Teen  Star 
Time  show  each  Saturday  morning.  Children  and 
adults  cheer  along  with  him  as  he  leads  Hartford  quiz 
hopefuls  each  Friday  evening  against  a  Springfield, 
Massachusetts,  team  on  the  Hooper-high  Quiz  of  Two 
Cities.  The  Bowe  features  are  almost  as  well  known  as 
the  Bowe  voice,  for  the  man  with  the  moustache  has 
made  thousands  of  personal  appearances  throughout  New 
England.  The  m.c.  jobs  of  which  he  is  proudest  are  his 
War  Bond  auctions  and  sales  for  which  he  received  a 
special  commendation  from  the  former  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury,  Henry  Morgenthau,  and  his  yearly  participa- 
tion in  the  Mile  O'  Dimes.    Red  Cross,  Rolling  Kitchens 


and  Army  and  Navy  hospitals  and  camps  all  were  a 
regular  part  of  his  extra-curricular  activities  during  the 
war  years,  and  now  he  is  following  through  with  periodic 
shows  for  the  vets  at  nearby  Veterans  Hospitals. 

Bowe  came  to  WTIC  in  1935  after  a  year  of  announc- 
ing at  Station  WICC  in  Bridgeport.  Born  in  Schenec- 
tady, New  York,  in  1907,  he  moved  with  his  family  to 
Hollywood,  California,  at  an  early  age  and  appeared  in 
youthful  roles  in  many  of  the  old  silent  films  as  well  as 
on  the  vaudeville  and  legitimate  stage.  He  appeared  in 
dramatic  productions  also  over  KNX,  Hollywood,  and 
KGER,  Long  Beach.  George  also  wrote  movie  news  for 
the  Hollywood  Press  Syndicate.  In  1930  he  returned 
East  to  do  advertising  and  sales  promotion  for  the  Gen- 
eral Electric  Company.  But  show  business  beckoned 
again  and  after  a  brief  fling  at  producing  and  m.c.-ing 
he  took  to  1;he  mike  at  the  local  radio  station.  Soon 
WTIC  nodded  in  George's  direction  and  he  moved  to 
Connecticut's  capital  city.  Periodic  promotions  were 
in  order  for  the  young  ball  of  fire,  and  now  he  holds 
the  position  of  Production  Manager.  Especially  notable 
is  his  outstanding  work  as  writer  and  producer  of  the 
official  Coast  Guard  program.  United  States  Coast  Guard 
on  Parade,  which  was  fed  by  NBC  to  ninety  stations  in 
this  country  and  short-waved  to  the  armed  forces  abroad 
for  two  and  a  half  years. 

His  very  lovely  wife,  Mary,  to  whom  he  was  mar- 
ried in  March,  until  recently  was  one  of  WTIC's  top 
control  operators.    Now  she's  retired  from  the  airwaves. 
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(And  which  had  her  permanent  at  a  beauty  shop  ?  No  one  could  tell  the  Ring  twins' 
permanents  opart — con  you?  See  the  answer  below!) 


See  how  easy  it  is  to  give  yourself 
a  lovely  TONI  Home  Permanent  for  your  date  tonight 


Soft,  smooth,  natural-looking  curls  and 
waves.  Yes  a  Toni  is  truly  lovely.  But. 
before  you  try  TONI,  you  will  want  to 
know  — 

Will  TONI  work  on  my  hair? 

Yes,  Toni  waves  any  kind  of  hair  that  will 
take  a  permanent,  including  gray,  dyed, 
bleached  or  baby-fine  hair. 

Is  it  easy  to  do? 

Easy  as  rolling  your  hair  up  on  curlers. 
That's  why  every  hour  of  the  day  another 
thousand  women  use  Toni. 

Will  TONI  save  me  time? 

Definitely.  The  actual  waving  time  is  only 


2  to  3  hours.  And  during  that  time  you 
are  free  to  do  whatever  you  want. 

HoW  long  will  my  TONI  wave  last? 

Your  Toni  wave  is  guaranteed  to  last  just 
as  long  as  a  $15  beauty  shop  permanent 
—  or  your  money  back. 

Why  is  TONI  a  creme  ? 

Because  Toni  Creme  Waving  Lotion  waves 
the  hair  gently  —  leaves  it  soft  as  silk 
with  no  frizziness,  no  dried-out  brittle- 
ness  even  on  the  first  day. 

How  much  will  I  save  with  TONI  ? 

The  Toni  Home  Permanent  Kit  with  re- 
usable plastic  curlers  costs  only  $2  .  .  . 


HOME  PERMANENT 

THE  CREME  COLD  WAVE 


with  handy  fiber  curlers  only  $1.25.  The 
Toni  Refill  Kit  complete  except  for  curlers 
is  just  $1.  (All  prices  plus  tax.  Prices 
slightly  higher  in  Canada.) 

Which  is  the  TONI  Tvt^in  ? 

Kathleerie,  at  the  right,  has  the  TONI. 
Ask  for  Toni  today.  On  sale  at  all  lead- 
ing drug,  notions  or  cosmetic  counters. 
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FABULOUS 


Congratulations  from  WJR  President 
"Dick"  Richards  who  gave  Harry  his 
first    small    spot    in    big-time    radio. 
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Since  last  January  ABC  Sports  Director 
Harry  Wismer  has  been  Assistant  to  the 
Presidents  of  WJR,  WGAR  and  KMPC. 


The  Pirates  beat  the  Tigers  on  a 
golf  course  in  Detroit  when  owner 
Crosby  triumphed  over  owner  Briggs. 


1.1 
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HERE  is  a  tale  of  an  athletic  star  who 
became  physically  handicapped  and 
was  forced  to  stop  all  competitive 
athletics — and  then  rose  to  the  top  of 
his  highly  competitive  profession  in  a 
remarkably  short  time.  On  January  1st, 
1947,  when  he  was  named  assistant  to 
the  president  of  three  powerful  stations. 
.  .  .  But  first  our  athletic  story. 

Back  in  1934,  Michigan  State  College 
buzzed  with  speculation  on  how  the  new 
coach,  Charley  Bachman,  and  a  fresh- 
man quarterback  he  was  bringing  with 
him  would  affect  Spartan  grid  prospects. 

The  fraternity  boys  said,  "He  must 
be  good;  he's  the  only  one  Bachman  took 
with  him." 

One  of  the  athletes  remarked:  "I  re- 
member Wismer  at  St.  Johns.  He's 
plenty  hot.  He  made  all-prep  school 
quarterback  and  starred  in  varsity 
basketball,  baseball,  and  tennis." 

However,  at  fall  practice,  Harry  Wis- 
mer, the  coach's  highly  touted  fresh- 
man star,  started  having  trouble.  Un- 
dercurrent whisperings  said  he  was  a 
great  grid  general  and  could  pass  like  a 
dream,  but  he  was  allergic  to  body 
contact.  Even  a  backfield  coach 
taunted:  "That  block  may  have  been 
great  stuff  at  St.  Johns,  but  it  will  never 
help  us  beat  Michigan." 

One  day  after  scrimmage,  a  fraternity 
brother,  Lou  Zarza,  found  him  holding 
his  leg  and  wincing  with  pain.  Harry 
finally  confided  that  a  leg  injury  had 
bothered  him  ever  since  the  start  of  fall 
practice.  At  first,  he  thought  it  was 
only  temporary,  but  it  had  stayed  with 
him  right  along.  Lou  urged  him  to 
see  a  doctor — and  that's  when  the  bot- 
tom dropped  out  of  his  athletic  world. 

The  "little"  leg  trouble  turned  out  to 
be  a  malicious  growth  on  the  femur 
that  became  inflamed  upon  the  slightest 
contact,  results  of  an  injury  sustained 
playing    for    Florida    Gator    freshmen 


against  Georgia.  To  remove  the  growth 
required  a  dangerous  operation  that 
might  cripple  him  for  life.  The  doctor 
urged  that  he  stop  athletics  at  once. 

This  created  a  problem  .  .  .  Harry 
was  in  school  on  an  athletic  scholarship 
and  augmenting  his  income  by  being 
Bachman's  secretary.  He  had  to  be 
worth  his  salt  to  the  athletic  department 
and  decided  to  take  up  sports  writing 
on  the  college  paper.  If  he  couldn't 
play  football  or  baseball,  at  least  he 
would  write  about  it.  He  became  sports 
editor  of  the  college  paper  and  when 
the  college  radio  station  decided  to 
broadcast  sports,  Harry  got  the  assign- 
ment. He  was  a  natural — he  understood 
all  angles  of  sports  and  was  gifted  with 
confidence  and  a  fine  radio  voice. 

He  liked  radio  and  decided  to  leave 
school  to  seek  the  glamor  and  fortune  of 
big-time  announcing.  He  applied  for 
his  first  job  with  Detroit's  largest  sta- 
tion, WJR,  and  was  turned  down 
because  of  inexperience.  However,  un- 
dismayed, he  returned  the  next  day  and 
insisted  on  an  interview  with  the  presi- 
dent. He  told  President  "Dick"  Richards 
that  all  he  needed  to  become  the  na- 
tion's leading  sportscaster  was  a  chance 
and  that  in  two  years  he  would  be 
another  Graham  McNamee.  Richards 
liked  his  nerve  and  gave  him  his  first 
big-time  start  on  a  small-time  scale. 

On  his  first  assignment,  he  was  the 
first  announcer  on  in  the  morning  and 
the  last  to  sign  off  at  night.  But  this 
didn't  last  long.  Soon  he  was  announc- 
ing the  Detroit  Lions'  games  as  the  Cub 
Reporter.  Then  another  good  break 
came  when  he  landed  the  Inside  of 
Sports  and  Meet  the  Missus  programs. 
He  worked  day  and  night  and  attended 
all  important  sports  events.  He  con- 
tinued to  meet  many  important  person- 
alities of  the  sports  world.  Each  day 
his  star  kept  rising. 
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Today  Harry  at  34  is  known  in  many 
circles  as  "The  Fabulous  Whizz."  He  is 
assistant  to  the  president  of  three  large 
stations,  sports  director  of  ABC,  winning 
the  Sporting  News  award  for  four  con- 
secutive years  as  the  nation's  No.  1 
sportscaster,  and  he  is  a  silent  partner 
in  a  thriving  radio  package  agency. 

Harry  Wismer's  most  cherished  honor 
came  this  past  winter  when  the  U.  S. 
Junior  Chamber  of  Commerce  named 
him  as  one  of  the  "Ten  Outstanding 
Young  Men  of  the  Year,"  along  with 
such  well  known  and  capable  "young- 
sters" as  cartoonist  Bill  Mauldin,  Joe 
Louis,  and  Pulitzer  Prize  winning 
author,  Arthur  Schlesinger,  Jr. 

Other  awards  honoring  this  young 
man  include  the  1945  and  1946  Wash- 
ington Touchdown  Club  presentation 
and  the  1946  Atlanta,  Ga.,  Touchdown 
Club's  award  naming  Harry  Wismer  as 
the  sportscaster  who  has  done  the  most 
for  Southern  athletics.  And  Wismer  is 
a  Yankee! 

In  February,  1945,  Wismer  won  the 
Esquire  Magazine  Award  for  the  "Out- 
standing Sportscaster  for  1944." 

Wismer  is  also  noted  for  his  sports- 
writing  which  his  accurate  and  thought- 
ful articles  in  Sport  Magazine  will 
attest.  His  other  writings  include  a 
weekly  report  on  the  football  season 
which  appears  in  Variety. 

He  has  to  catch  his  home  life  on  the 
run  between  broadcasts,  board  meet- 
ings, and  speaking  engagements.  His 
600,000  miles  of  traveling  a  year  takes 
him  away  too  often  from  a  lovely  wife, 
Betty  Bryant  Wismer,  and  his  two 
children  Henry  Richards  (6)  and 
Wendy  (3).  The  Wismer  home  is  a 
large,  modern  estate  on  the  outskirts  of 
Detroit. 


Signing  the  contract  for  the  sports- 
cast  series,  Leahy  of  Notre  Dame. 


Hair  that  thrills  at  the  very  sight  or  touch  of  it!   Hair  that  gleams  ^th 
natural  highlights  and  shadows  —  sparkles  -with  silken  softness — delights  with  clean 

fragrance — how  can  any  man  help  adoring  such  lovely  hair?   And  today 
more  and  more  wromen  of  all  ages  are  discovering  that  the  secret  of  this  glamorous 

hair-appeal  is  Lustre-Creme  Shampoo!  Not  a  soap,  not  a  liquid, 
Lustre-Creme  Shampoo  is  an  amazing  new  dainty  cream  that  lathers   luxuriously 

in  hard  or  soft  -water,  and  sweeps  dullness   away  .  .  .  c^uickly  (no  special 
rinse)  . . .  easily  . .  .  inexpensively.   Out  of  her  w^ealth  of  cosmetic  lore,  Kay  Oaumit 
blended  gentle  lanolin  -with  special  secret  ingredients  to  achieve  this  almost- 
magic  cream  that  introduces  a  new  glowing  softness,  a  -wonderful 
obedience  to  your  hair.   Try  it.   Discover  w^hat  a  ^vorld  of  True  Hair  Loveliness 
one  jar  of  Lustre-Creme  Shampoo  can  hring.    At  all  cosmetic  counters. 


Four  ounces,  St.OO 

Family  1  Lb.,  $3.50 

Also  30«  and  S5t  Sizes 


dried — not  dulled 

— not  unruly — but  silken 

soft,  responsive,  sparkling 

as  if  you'd  given  it  a 

hard  brushing. 


J  I     -"^f-^    -  ^^  ^m         hard  brushing. 


Kay  Daumit,  Inc.  (Successor),  919  N.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago,  III. 


R 

i; 
60 


IFORMATION 


Thick  and  fast  come  the  questions;  here  are  some  answers 


FOR  YOUR  INFORMATION— If  there's  something  you  want 
to   know   about   radio,    write   to   Information   Booth,    Radio 
Mirror,  205  E.  42nd  St.,  N.  Y.   We'll  answer  if  we  can,  either 
in  Information  Booth  or  by  mail — but  be  sure  to  sign  full  name 
and  address,  and  attach  this  box  to  your  letter. 


Vivian  Smolen 


ABSENT   FRIEND 

Dear   Editor: 

Kindly  let  me  know  what  has  happened 
to  Lesley  Woods.  Her  acting  was  always 
so  real  and  she  put  everything  she  had  in 
the  part  she  played.  We  miss  her  so  much. 
Trust  you  will  be  able  to  let  me  hear 
from  you. 

Mrs.  H.  S.  M. 
Grantwood,  N.  J. 


Lesley  Woods  You'll  be  interested  to  know  that  lovely 

Lesley  Woods  is  now  in  Europe.    Her  hus- 
band, an  architect,  is  studying  there.    As 
consolation,  here's  a  picture  of  Lesley   Woods. 

DOUBLE  DUTY 

Dear  Editor: 

One  of  my  favorite  programs  is  Stella 
Dallas.  I  have  listened  to  it  for  many 
years,  yet  have  never  seen  a  picture  of  her 
or  her  daughter  Laurel.  How  about  a 
picture  of  either  of  them?  I  also  enjoy  the 
Radio  Mirror.    I  read  it  every  month. 

Mrs.  R.  R.  C. 
Waco,  Texas 

In  our  March  issue,  we  had  a  picture 
story  on  Stella  Dallas  showing  the  members 
of  the  cast.  Included  were  Living  Portraits 
of  Anne  Elstner  as  Stella,  and  Vivian  Smolen  as  Laurel.  But  here 
is  Vivian  again.  If  you  haven't  guessed  already,  you'll  be  inter- 
ested to  know  that  she  also  plays  the  title  role  in  Our  Gal  Sunday, 
heard  on  CBS  12:45  P.M.  EST. 

THE    GOOKS 

Dear  Editor: 

Will  you  please  tell  me  what  has  hap- 
pened to  Vic  and  Sade?  The  program  was 
heard  over  CBS — a  daytime  program.  It 
was  my  very  special  favorite — so  true  to 
life,  and  down  to  earth,  plain  every  day 
living — humorous  enough  to  be  a  bright 
spot  in  anyone's  day.  Is  there  a  chance  of 
even  hearing  transcriptions  of  it?  Please 
let's  have  them  back  and  soon,  and  I'm 
expressing  the  wishes  of  many,  many  other 
listeners.  Mrs.  E.  E.  T. 

Tulsa,  Oklahoma 

We're  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that  this  program  has  been  off 
the  air  for  quite  some  time.  Apparently  the  spell  that  Vic  and 
Sade  cast  for  over  a  decade  has  not  diminished,  as  we've  received 
many,  many  inquiries  concerning  this  highly  amusing  program  of 
the  people  who  live  "half  way  up  on  the  next  block."  There  are 
no  present  plans  for  resuming  the  program,  and  it  is  not  possible 
to  hear  transcriptions  either.  But,  here's  a  picture  of  Art  Van 
Harvey  who  played   Vic  Gook. 

IN  DEMAND 

Dear  Editor: 

While  I  was  looking  through  the  Radio  Mirror  yesterday  I  found 
your  address.    One  of  my  favorite  radio  artists  is  James  Melton. 


Art  Van  Harvey 


James  Melton 


1  m  sorry  to  say  that,  as  I  live  in  Canad:i 
I  cannot  get  this  program  which  comes  on 
at  2:30  Sunday  afternoons  over  NBC  sta 
tlons.  We  cannot  get  American  station- 
through  Canada  on  our  radio  in  the  after- 
noon. We  can  only  get  them  at  nights.  I 
often  hear  Mr.  Melton's  recordings  on  the 
radio.  Would  you  kindly  print  a  small 
picture  of  Mr.  Melton  in  your  next  issue? 

Miss  G.  D. 
The  Pas,  Manitoba 


Julie  Stevens 


We'll  not  only  print  a  picture  of  James 
Melton,  but  we'll  also  tell  you  something 
about  him.  He's  married  to  Marjorie  McClure,  the  writer.  His 
favorite  recreations  are  boating  and  cooking — likes  football,  which 
he  played  at  college,  above  all  other  sports.  He  has  an  immense 
collection  of  ancient  automobiles  for  which  he  is  nationally 
famous.  He  also  collects  glassware  and  pewter.  Jimmy  is  a  great 
cook  and  specializes  in  midnight  suppers  for  his  many  friends. 
And  here's  a  picture  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera  tenor. 

UP-TO-DATE 

Dear  Editor: 

I  would  like  to  know  if  there  has  been 

a  change  of  players  on  the  program  Road 

of  Life,   NBC.    Is  the   same   man   playing 

Dr.  Jim  Brent  or  has  someone  else  taken 

the  part?  Your  answer  will  settle  a  friendly 

discussion  about  this  program. 

„     .,         „, .  Mrs.  R.  L,  T. 

Hamilton,  Ohio 

Matthew  Crowley  formerly  played  Dr. 
Jim  Brent.  The  present  Dr.  Jim  is  Don 
McLaughlin,  who  can  also  be  heard  in 
Counterspy  and  Tennessee  Jed.  The  other  change  in  this  program 
was  the  entrance  of  glamorous  Julie  Stevens  who  is  providing  the 
new  heart-twist  to  this  serial.    And  here  she  is! 

PRIVATE    LIVES 

Dear  Editor: 

Can  you  please  tell  me  the  whereabouts 
of  Alan  Bunce  who  used  to  play  In  Young 
Dr.  Malone?  All  my  friends  and  I  used 
to  rate  this  program  "tops"  until  the  role 
was  changed.  Can  we  have  a  small  picture 
of  Alan  Bunce? 

Mrs.  B.  D.  D. 
Denver,  Col. 

Alan  Bunce  is  now  Albert  of  The  Private 

Alan  Bunce  Lives  of  Ethel  and  Albert  heard  over  ABC 

daily.   No  doubt  you  saw  our  October  issue 

of  Radio  Mirror  in  which  we  featured  a  story  with  pictures  of 

Ethel   and   Albert.    If   you   missed   it,   here's   another   picture   of 

Alan  Bunce. 

LIGHT  OF  THE  WORLD 

Dear  Editor: 

I  have  listened  to  the  program  Light  of  the  World  for  a  long 
time  now  and  enjoy  it  very  much.  Would  you  please  tell  me 
something   about  Joseph? 

Miss  M.  J.  C. 
Brookvllle,  Pa. 

Barry  Doig  is  the  actor  who  plays  Joseph.  He  seems  to  have 
connected,  in  one  way  or  another,  with  churches  and  church  pro- 
grams most  of  his  life.  He  visited  churches  and  synagogues  with 
his  father,  who  heads  a  large  temple-and-church-building  firm, 
and  used  to  take  Barry  along  with  him  on  various  jobs  to  learn 
about  construction.  Barry  spent  four  of  his  childhood  years  in  a 
convent  school  attended  by  12  boys  and  300  girls!  Later,  he  was 
a  leading  boy  soprano  soloist  with  the  Paulist  choir  in  New  York. 
His   first    acting   job    was    as    Japheth    in    Light    of    the    World. 


The  Heart  Sings  A  Song 

{Continued  from  page  47) 

The  intruder  was  a  boy  of  about  ten, 
large  and  blond — and  truculent.  He 
marched  over  to  one  of  the  youngsters 
who  was  sitting  on  the  floor  and  nudged 
him  with  his  foot,  as  a  preliminary  to 
speaking.  ., 

"You  Mitch  Evans?"  Without  waitmg 
for  the  other  boy  to  answer  he  went  on. 
"They  told  me  you're  president  of  the 
Rangers.  They  said  I  was  to  come  and 
'see  you  about  joining  up."  He  didn't 
explain  who  'they'  was.  Nor  did  the 
other  boys  bother  about  such  a  foolish, 
technical  question. 

The  boy  Mitch  got  to  his  feet  and 
stood  looking  at  the  newcomer — a  look 
which  had  neither  friendliness  nor  dis- 
like in  it,  but  simply  consideration. 

"What's  your  name?" 

"Andrew  Warren.  I  just  moved  here 
last  week." 

"Okay.  But  you  gotta  be  inter- 
viewed. Lessee — who's  the  interview- 
ing committee  this  month — ?"  he  looked 
quickly  at  Mr.  -Jellico,  as  if  for  help.  I 
was  to  come  to  recognize  that  look — to 
see  it  often.  It  was  as  though  the  boys 
turned  instinctively  to  their  older 
friend,  not  so  much  for  the  real  an- 
.  swer,  iDut  more  in  just  the  sure  knowl- 
edge that  he  was  there — to  jog  their 
memories  or  remind  them  of  a  rule 
or  help  them  through  some  difficulty. 
Yet  seldom  did  Mr.  Jellico  speak  .  .  . 
and  he  didn't,  now.    He  was  just  there. 

Mitch  turned  back.  "Oh,  yeah- — 
Butch  and  David  and  Jim.  Okay,  guys!" 

THREE  boys  clambered  down  from 
boxes  and  stools  and  lined  up, 
squarely,  in  front  of  the  newcomer. 

His  mouth  fell  open.  He  turned, 
angrily,  to  Mitch. 

"Whaddya  mean — interview!  By 
them — " 

He  never  finished.  Mitch  had  taken 
one  step  forward  and  his  hand  had 
grabbed  for  the  other's  jacket  collar. 
There  was  a  general  movement  of  boys, 
edging  forward  in  a  circle  about  the  five 
in  the  center.  Mr.  Jellico  had  my  candy 
box  ready,  but  both  of  us  let  it  lie  on 
the  counter,  too  absorbed  to  notice. 

"Yeah,"  Mitch  was  saying,  but  not 
defiantly.  Reasonably.  "We  got  rules. 
You  wanta  join  the  'Rangers'  you  gotta 
understand  the  rules.  Isn't  that  right, 
Mr.  Jellico?" 

"That's  right,  Mitch." 

Strengthened,  the  Rangers'  president 
resumed  his  patient  tone.  "You  don't 
like  the  idea  of  being  interviewed  'cause 
you  think  you  don't  like  David  'cause 
he's  a  Jew  and  Butch  because  he's 
Italian  and  Jim  because  he's  a  Negro. 
Howdya  know  you  don't  like  'em? 
Howdya  know  they're  going  to  like 
you?"  The  words  came  so  easily  to 
Mitch  and  with  such  sureness  that  I 
felt  this  was  an  old  story  to  him,  and 
to  the  other  boys.  I  had  the  feeling 
that  someone — Mr.  Jellico? — had  first 
made  these  statements  to  the  boys  and 
that  they  had  worked  out  the  truths 
for  themselves. 

"Yeah,  but — " 

"Yeah  but  nothing!  You  get  into  the 
Rangers,  it'll  be  'cause  you're  not  a  dope. 
We're  all  for  one,  and  one  for  all.  We 
don't  allow  no — "  he  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment before  using  the  adult  words — 
"race  prejudice,  here.  See?  Anytime 
you  wanta  behave  and  get  interviewed, 
okay  with  us."  He  released  his  hold 
on  the  other's  collar  and  slid,  non- 
chalantly, his  back  against  the  wall,  to 


^6^  a  nte£ad(/. 

Denlyne's  flavor  lingers  on . . 


Clean-tasting!  Deliciously  different! 
Dentyne  Chewing  Gum— -/W  keen 
chewmg  gum  ! 

But  there's  more  to  Dentyne 
than  refreshing,  long-lasting  flavor! 
Dentyne's  firm,  chewy  texture  helps 
keep  teeth  sparkling,  too! 

Make  your  next  pack  of  chew- 
ing gum  Dentyne.  Enjoy  the  really 
satisfying  result  of  75  years  of  Adams 
know-how.  And  for  variety,  try  the 
other  delicious  Adams  quality  gums 
.  .  .  always  — 


^  f(wz  ^  Aa^a^Kd 


Trade  Marks 


Are  you  trying 

to  tell  me 
All  tissues  aren't 

KLEENEX? 


Homer,   ho^  can   a   mind   like  yours 

get  so  confused?  —  chided  my  wife.  I've 
always  told  you  Kleenex  and  ordinary 
tissues  aren't  the  same!  Why,  even  the 
Kleenex  hox  is  different.  It  serves  up 
tissues  ■ —  saves  time  and  trouble.  I 
want  Kleenex — there's  no  other  like  it ! 


PreCiSELY!  echoed  Dean  Doolittle.  My 
dear  colleague,  Kleenex  is  one  species  of 
tissue  —  not  a  term  for  tissues  as  a 
group!  Indeed,  I  find  Kleenex  most 
soothing  for  that  (ahem!)  sniffling 
condition  which  accompanies  a  cold. 
In  short,  there  is  only  one  Kleenex ! 


Brain  Boy,  you're  slipping!  my  sister 
admonished  me.  I'm  a  teacher,  too,  but 
in  my  book  —  Kleenex  means  just  one 
brand  of  tissues.  Nice,  soft  tissues  —  to 
remove  my  face  cream  gently!  But  do 
you  remember  to  ask  for  Kleenex?  No. 
You  mumble  "  tissues. "  As  if  my  skiri 
wouldn't  know  the  difference! 


Why  be  a  guesser.  Professor?  said  my 
nephew.  Just  hold  this  Kleenex  tissue 
to  a  light.  See  any  lumps,  or  weak  spots  ? 
Ixnay!  You  see  Kleenex  quality  smilin' 
through  —  always  the  same  —  so  you're 
sure  Kleenex  must  be  a  softie,  but  tough 
enough  for  any  Joe  Blow !  Your  eyes  tell 
you  there's  only  one  Kleenex! 


Lucky  1  learned . .  ,7^ere  is  only  one  KLEENEX 

ilMERICA'S    FAVORITE    TISSUE 
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his  former  sitting  position  on  the  floor. 
He  picked  up  the  comic  book. 
i      Andrew  Warren  was  walking  out  the 
door  when  Mr.  Jellico  called  him  back. 

"Welcome  to  the  neighborhood,  An- 
drew," he  whispered,  smiling.  "And 
here's  a  present  for  you — "  holding  out 
a  candy  bar. 

For  a  second  you  could  have  heard  a 
pin  drop,  so  quiet  it  became.  All  of  the 
boys  were  watching — watching  with  a 
tense,  waiting  judgment  in  their  eyes. 
Even  I,  the  stranger,  got  it  ...  if  An- 
drew scorned  the  gift  and  the  friend- 
liness, it  might  be  a  bad  mark  against 
him. 

But  he  didn't.  "Thanks,"  he  said, 
gruffly,  after  that  second  of  inward 
struggle.  And  he  even  managed  the 
beginnings  of  a  smile. 

Going  out,  he  bumped  into  four  more 
boys,  coming  in. 

As  if  their  entrance  were  a  signal, 
all  the  boys  whooped,  got  up,  stretched 
— and  made  in  a  clamoring  mob,  for 
the  door  at  the  back  of  the  shop.  Even 
after  that  door  was  closed  I  could  hear 
the  murmur  of  their  voices. 

I  looked  inquiringly  at  Mr.  Jellico. 

"Meeting  time,"  he  explained.  "The 
Rangers  meet  here,  officially  every 
Saturday  morning.  Not  that  they  aren't 
here  most  of  the  time,  anyway.  But 
this  is  when  they  do  their  planning." 

"Planning  for  what?" 

"ftH — they  get  up  hikes  for  the  week- 
"  end  and  swimming  parties  at  the 
YMCA  and  then  they  have  their  tourna- 
ments." He  chuckled,  softly.  "Always 
tournaments  for  something — boxing  or 
racing.  And  they  discuss  their  problems, 
too.  Like  how  often  is  it  fair  their 
mothers  should  ask  them  to  be  baby- 
sitters for  the  younger  children  in  the 
family!" 

"More  important  problems,  too,  I 
think."    I  was  prodding  him. 

"Yes."  Mr.  Jellico  looked  at  me 
thoughtfully.  "You're  Frank  Sinatra, 
aren't  you?  I  know  some  of  the  boys 
recognized  you  when  you  came  in. 
They've  got  good  manners.  They 
wouldn't  pester  you.  But  Johnny  Bell 
whispered  to  me,  while  the  rest  of  them 
were  going  into  the  meeting,  that  they'd 
like  it  if  you  would  go  in  and  speak 
to  them.  They  know  you've  talked  to 
a  lot  of  people  about  racial  and  religi- 
ous tolerance." 

"Well — "  I  felt  a  little  uncomfortable 
— "tell  me  more  about  them." 

"Oh,  they  don't  take  it  all  solemnly. 
We  did  at  first — that  was  two  years  ago 
— the  boys  and  I  had  to  do  a  lot  of 
talking.  More  than  just  talking,  too. 
That's  how  I  got  to  know  them — learn- 
ing to  step  in  fast  when  some  kid  called 
another  a  dirty  name. 

"It  was  the  Irish  and  the  Italian  and 
the  Jewish  and  the  English  kids  fight- 
ing each  other  in  little  gangs — and  all 
of  them  jumping  the  Negro  boys.  And 
they  weren't  having  any  jun\  That's 
what  I  kept  telling  them.  They  couldn't 
even  have  a  decent  baseball  game,  be- 
cause somebody  was  always  starting 
trouble  like  that. 

"So,  gradually,  they  began  to  get  to- 
gether. This  was  as  good  a  meeting 
place  as  any  and  the  boys  just  seemed 
to  naturally  come  here.  And  they  drew 
up  rules  and  became  the  Rangers." 

I  had  the  feeling  there  was  a  lot  more 
Mr.  Jellico  could  tell  me  of  his  own 
part  as  peacemaker — but  I  knew  I 
would  have  to  get  it  from  the  boys,  not 
from  him. 

I  was  to  get  to  know  these  boys 
better,  in  the  months  to  come,  and  to 
make  a  friend  of  Mr.  Jellico.  It  be- 
came a  habit  of  mine  to  drop  in  there 


every  week  or  so.  I  was  as  proud  as 
Mr.  Jellico  was  the  day  that  Andrew 
Warren  came  to  ask,  humbly,  for  his 
interview — and  as  a  special  honor  I  was 
allowed  to  be  present  at  his  initiation 
ceremony. 

It  was  inevitable  that  I  should  also 
get  to  know  the  neighborhood  better — 
from  buying  cigarettes  at  the  corner 
drugstore  or  a  milk  shake  fer  Mitch 
or  some  of  the  other  boys,  at  the  malt 
shop.  And  it  wasn't  difficult  to  get 
people  started  talking  about  the  Rang- 
ers. 

Everyone  agreed  the  club  was  a  fine 
thing,  a  very  fine  thing — but  they  all 
said  it  in  a  dazed,  surprised  way.  As 
if  it  were  still  a  miracle  to  them.  The 
shopkeepers  told  me  of  the  petty  thefts 
that  used  to  go  on,  regularly,  in  the 
neighborhood — and  were  no  more.  The 
policeman  on  that  beat  said  that  his 
juvenile  delinquency  problem  was  only 
among  the  older  teen-age  boys  and  girls 
— those  who  had  got  started  wrong, 
without  a  Mr.  Jellico.  Always  it  came 
back  to  Mr.  Jellico.  Schoolteachers  and 
churchmen  spoke  of  him  enthusiastic- 
ally. 

It  was  an  honor  to  belong  to  the 
.Rangers.  They  weren't  the  sissies  of 
the  neighborhood — they  were  the 
toughest,  the  leaders.  And  to  be 
dropped  from  its  membership — well, 
a  kid  might  just  as  well  move  away. 
He  was  a  pariah,  an  outcast. 

My  friendship  with  these  boys  and 
with  the  kindly  candymaker  was  a 
pleasant  one  for  me.  I  saw  them 
through  the  opening  of  school,  their 
first  paper  salvage  drive,  the  first  fall 
scrub-game  of  football  in  the  nearby 
park.  And  it  taught  me  a  lot,  being 
around  them  and  listening  to  Mr.  Jel- 
lico— who  never  seemed  to  preach,  only 
to  suggest,  in  that  odd,  gentle  whisper 
of  his. 

THEN  I  moved  away  to  California. 
And  even  when  I  returned,  on  theater 
engagements  and  business  trips,  there 
never  seemed  to  be  any  time  left  to 
pick  up  the  friendship  again. 

But  you  couldn't  forget  a  man  like 
Mr.  Jellico,  and  so,  a  few  months  ago 
when  I  had  finished  "The  Miracle  of  the 
Bells"  on  the  RKO  lot,  I  decided  on  a 
quick  trip  to  New  York.  I  could  just 
make  it — and  in  between  broadcasts. 
TThere  was  a  lot  I  had  to  do  while  I  was 
there,  a  benefit  performance,  for  one 
thing,  but  this  time  I  was  determined 
nothing  could  keep  me  from  dropping  in 
and  buying  a  box  of  candy  from  Mr. 
Jellico. 

As  I  walked  down  the  street  that  day, 
past  the  drugstore,  past  the  malt  shop 
and  the  grocery  store,  the  neighbor- 
hood comer  looked  just  the  same — 
and  so  did  the  candy  display  in  the 
window.  Oh,  this  time  it  wasn't  a 
circus — it  was  a  group  of  Pilgrim 
Fathers  setting  out  to  catch  their 
Thanksgiving  turkey  all  done  in  the 
spun  sugar  and  jelly  beans — but  the 
idea  was  the  same.  And  I  grinned,  to 
myself,   at  the   artistry   of  Mr.   Jellico. 

At  first  I  thought  the  room  was  emp- 
ty.    But  then  I  saw  him. 

A  little  more  dried-up,  a  little  thin- 
ner and  more  stooped — but  the  gentle- 
ness was  still  there.  The  safne  friendly 
expression  in  the  eyes  he  turned  on  me. 

"Hello,  Mr.  Jellico.    Remember  me?" 

He  peered.  And  then  he  rushed 
around  the  end  of  the  counter. 

"Mr.  Sinatra!  I'm  glad  to  have  you 
back!  The  boys  and  I — we  always  talk 
about  you.  It  was  a  long  time  before 
David  and  Mitch  got  out  of  the  habit  of 
saying   'Gee — I  gotta   tell   Mr.   Sinatra 


about  this  or  that' — whatever  it  was!" 

"Where  are  the  boys?"  I  asked. 

He  nodded  to  the  door  at  the  back  of 
the  shop.  And  now  I  could  hear  it — 
that  well-remembered  hum  of  voices 
from  behind  that  door. 

"Meeting,  huh?"  We  smiled  together. 
"And  how  are  you  feeling,  Mr.  Jellico?" 

"Just  fine!    Just  fine!" 

But  he  wasn't.  It  came  as  a  shock  to 
me  that  he  was  not  just  the  same  as  he 
had  been.  There  was  something  new 
in  the  back  of  his  eyes  and  I  could  only 
describe  it  as  fear.  Fear! — in  Mr.  Jel- 
lico who  had  had  the  courage  to  step 
in  between  angry  boys  with  sticks  and 
stones  in  their  hands.  Fear,  and  a  new 
deep  wrinkle  in  his  forehead  which  had 
always  been  so  serene! 

"What's  the  trouble?"  I  said  it  before 
I  could  stop  to  think.  "What's  bother- 
ing you,  Mr.  Jellico?" 

He  sighed.  "Yes,  there's  trouble. 
Do  I  show  it  so  plainly,  then?  But  you 
mustn't  be  worried  about  me — not  on 
your  visit  here.  Not  when  we've  all 
looked  forward  to  having  you  back." 

IT  WAS  at  the  end  of  the  meeting, 
when  I  had  been  admitted  as  an 
"honorary"  member,  that  the  boys  told 
me  of  Mr.  Jellico's  fear.  Not  all  the 
same  boys  were  there — some,  like 
Johnny  Bell  and  Mitch  had  moved 
away.  David  was  president  this  year. 

"It's  because  he's  always  doing  fav- 
ors for  people,"  Andrew  explained. 
"You  know  how  he  is,  Mr.  Sinatra.  My 
dad  says  he's  a  poor  businessman — he 
won't  say  'no'  to  anybody.  We  found 
out  he  signed  a  note  for  a  man  who 
lived  here  last  year — for  three  hundred 
dollars!  And  the  man  skipped  out  and 
nobody  knows  where  he  went  and  the 
bank  says  Mr.  Jellico's  gotta  pay  it  up." 
"And  he  hasn't  got  three  hundred  dol- 
lars," piped  up  a  voice  from  the  back. 

"We  organized  a  committee  and  we 
went  down  to  the  bank.  The  man  there 
was  nice,  but  he  said  the  bank  had  ex- 
tended time  over  and  over  and  now  Mr. 
Jellico  would  just  have  to  come  through 
with  the  dough." 

"He's  going  to  lose  the  shop." 

"We  won't  have  no  clubhouse  any 
more." 

"A  man  said  he'd  loan  him  the  money, 
but  Mr.  Jellico  said  it  would  just  be 
the  same  thing  again.  He  never  could 
raise  that  much  money.  He  never 
could  pay  it  back." 

David  took  charge,  as  the  meeting 
began  to  get  out  of  hand,  with  all  the 
boys  talking  at  once. 

"Look,  Mr.  Sinatra — we  figured  out 
we  could  raise  fifty  dollars  if  all  of  us 
got  jobs  after  school  and  pooled  our 
money.     But  that  isn't  enough." 

No,  it  certainly  wasn't. 

They  all  looked  at  me,  silent.  I 
racked  my  brains  for  an  idea  but  none 
came.  For  what  seemed  to  me  was  a 
long  time  we  just  sat  and  looked  at  each 
other,  brooding  and  hopeless. 

We  couldn't  let  this  haopen  to  as  nice 
a  man  as  Mr.  Jellico.  We  couldn't  let 
him  lose  his  shop.  But  three  hundred 
dollars!  Finally,  still  without  any  idea 
or  solution,  it  was  time  for  me  to  leave. 

"I'll  be  back  tomorrow."  I  promised. 
"And  we'll  go  into  this  thing  from  all 
the  angles.  We'll  find  a  way.  But  right 
now  I've  got  to  run — I'm  due  for  a  ben- 
efit performance  for  the  Cancer  Re- 
search Fund." 

I  had  barely  finished  speaking  when 
a  boy  was  tugging  at  one  arm;  another 
was  holding  on  to  my  coat.  They  all 
seemed  to  get  the  idea  at  the  same  time 
— they  came  to  life  in  a  surge  of  move- 
ment around  me. 


Pioduced  by  JAMES  J.  GELLER  •  Screenplay  by  Philip  MacDonald  U 

From  a  Play  by  Franli  Vosper  .  Based  on  a  Stoiy  by  Agatiia  Christie   f         R 


AN    EAGLE    LION     FILMS    RELEASE 


69 


("•jajiw 


L 


Lucky  you! 


O  You'll  be  just  as  proud  as  you 
are  lucky  when  you  own  King 
Edward  Silverplate!  Its  exqui- 
site beauty,  fine  craftsmanship 
and  enduring  quality  mean  years 
and  years  of  pride  and  pleasure 
for  you! 

•  Two  famous  patterns: 
King  Edward  — beloved  for  its 
traditional  elegance.  Cavalcade 
—distinction  in  the  modern  man- 
ner. King  Edward  Silverplate  is 
guaranteed  for  unlimited  service. 
Ask  to  see  the  complete  services 
for  6  or  8  in  anti-tarnish  chests. 
From  $28.95.  At  silverware 
departments  and  jewelers. 


KING  EDWARD 

CAVALCADE 

1^ 

^■H 

^^^fl 

I        1 

^H>-iT^!J-4>^| 

Im 

11 

^9 

^^^H    '  "^^^^1 

EXQUISITE 

silverplate 

NATIONAL     SILVER     COMPANY 


70 


"That's  it!"  Andrew  finally  made  him- 
self heard.  "That's  it!  We'll  give  a 
benefit  for  Mr.  Jellico!" 

"How  do  we  do  it?"  David  was  ask- 
ing. 

"Gee!— a   benefit!" 

For  just  a  second  I  was  doubtful.  The 
benefits  where  I  had  appeared  had 
taken  money  and  many  professional 
people  to  produce  them  and  advertising, 
publicity — big  organization.  But  when 
I  looked  at  their  faces,  I  knew  it  could 
be  done. 

"Okay,"  I  told  them.  "And  we  can 
say  it  is  a  benefit  for  the  Rangers — 
not  for  Mr.  Jellico.  We  can  say  it  is  be- 
cause you  boys  want  to  preserve  your 
clubhouse — not  to  save  his  shop.  That 
way  he  won't  be  hurt,  thinking  it's 
charity." 

"He  wouldn't  be  hurt."  It  was  a 
gentle  voice  from  the  doorway.  "Do 
you  think  I  would  call  it  charity  when 
the  Rangers  want  to  help  me?  Aren't 
I  a  Ranger,  too?"  Mr.  Jellico's  eyes  held 
a  gentle  reproach  for  me.  "Aren't  we 
all  for  one  and  one  for  all?  It  isn't 
fair  for  me  to  do  things  for  the  boys — 
and  then  not  let  them  do  something  for 
me  when  they  want  to." 

Again  I  had  learned  a  lesson  from  Mr. 
Jellico. 

In  the  weeks  that  followed  I  didn't 
have  any  time  to  help  the  boys.  There 
were  my  weekly  Hit  Parade  broad- 
casts every  Saturday  night  at  9:00  P.M. 
and  the  rehearsals  that  must  go  on  dur- 
ing the  week.  I  flew  back  from  Cali- 
fornia the  week  before  Christmas  on  a 
Wednesday— just  in  time  to  make  the 
benefit  that  night. 

I  grabbed  a  taxi,  but  even  that 
seemed  too  slow.  And  as  we  drove 
along  I  blamed  myself  for  not  helping 
the  boys  more — for  not  arranging  with 
some  of  my  friends  in  New  York  to  look 
in  on  the  boys  and  give  them  some  pro- 
fessional advice — maybe  show  them 
how  to  put  on  a  performance  and  line 
up  some  talent  for  them.  The  Rang- 
ers were  counting  so  much  on  this  ben- 
efit to  clear  Mr.  Jellico. 

The  first  thing  that  hit  me  as  the 
taxi  turned  into  the  street  was  the  sign. 
The  bunting  that  stretched  clear  across 
the  street,  up  high — "Come  One — The 
Rangers'  Benefit — Come  All."  And  the 
lampposts  decorated  in  red  and  white 


streamers!  It  looked  as  if  the  boys  had 
done  some  advertising,  and  not  on  any 
junior-size  scale! 

But  the  candy  store  was  dark.  Not 
even  from  the  back  room — the  meet- 
ing room — was  there  a  glimmer  of  light. 
I  paid  off  the  taxi  and  turned  slowly 
towards  the  store  entrance,  feeling  sud- 
denly sick  at  heart.  Had  the  benefit 
been  called  off?  Had  the  boys  become 
discouraged  and  quit?  The  candy  shop 
was  always  open  this  time  of  night — 
did  this  mean  that  Mr.  Jellico's  business 
already  had  been  foreclosed? 

Then  I  heard  the  panting  behind  me 
and  the  sound  of  running  feet. 

"Mr.  Sinatra!  We've  been  looking 
for  you!" 

Three  of  the  Rangers  surrounded  me 
and  started  pulling  at  my  arm.  With- 
out knowing  why,  I  found  myself  run- 
ning up  the  street  with  them. 

"Where  we  going?"  I  managed  to 
yell. 

"To  the  big  school  auditorium!"  they 
shouted  back.  "The  benefit's  already 
started.  We  were  afraid  you'd  never 
get  here  in  time — and  you're  to  sing 
the  last  song!" 

This  I  had  known.  But  for  the  next 
two  hours  I  could  sa^  that  it  was  the 
only  thing  that  wasn't  a  surprise  to  me. 

First,  there  was  that  crowd.  That 
swell,  big  crowd  that  jammed  the  enor- 
mous recreation  hall  to  the  rafters. 
That  gay  crowd  that  clapped  at  every 
act — that  laughed  at  every  joke,  funny 
or  not- — that  cheered  itself  hoarse  when 
Mr.  Jellico  was  presented  on  the  stage. 
I  saw  some  of  the  neighbors  I  had 
come  to  know,  there — the  Jeans  from 
the  malt  shop  and  the  clerk  from  the 
drugstore.  I  was  introduced  to  so  many 
mothers  and  fathers  and  uncles  and 
aunts  of  the  Rangers  that  I  couldn't 
begin  to  remember  their  names.  And  it 
looked  as  if  the  whole  school,  and  all 
the  congregations  from  every  church 
in  the  neighborhood,  were  there. 

The  ushers  and  the  ticket-takers — 
could  these  be  the  same  sloppy-looking 
guys  in  torn  corduroys  and  blue  jeans  I 
used  to  see  in  the  club  meeting  room? 
Now  they  were  all  slicked  up  and 
standing  stiff,  moving  about  the  hall 
and  down  the  aisles  like  well-scrubbed 
automatons  .  .  .  their  eyes  straight 
ahead — the  only  signs  of  the  boys  as  I 
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had  always  known  them,  might  be  a 
wad  of  gum  suddenly  shifted  from  one 
cheek  to  another. 

I  took  a  seat  down  front. 

"Isn't  it  lovely?"  the  woman  next 
to  me  leaned  over  during  an  intermis- 
sion. She  meant  the  stage.  "The  women 
of  my  church  made  the  curtain — fixed 
those  Christmas  stars  all  over  it.  And 
the  ladies  of  the  Methodist  Church  fixed 
the  flowers,  and  the  food  table  in  the 
back  of  the  hall  is  in  charge  of  the 
Parent-Teachers — " 

I  interrupted.  "You're  doing  all  this 
for  the  Rangers?" 

"For  Mr.  Jellico,"  she  corrected  me. 
■'For  what  he's  done  for  all  our  boys. 
My  son — I  thought  he'd  be  in  the  re- 
form school  by  this  time,  with  that 
mean  crowd  he  was  running  around 
with.  But  Mr.  Jellico  straightened  him 
out.  There's  my  son!"  and  she  indi- 
cated a  twelve-year-old  who  was  at 
the  end  of  a  line  of  sweat-shirted  tum- 
blers now  running  onto  the  stage. 

It  was  amateur,  that  show.  Strictly 
corn.  But  homegrown  corn— and  we 
all  went  for  it  as  if  it  had  been  the 
slickest  show  on  Broadway.  To  the 
audience,  those  were  their  own  kids 
up  on  the  stage — to  me,  they  were  my 
good  friends.  Even  some  adults  took 
part  in  the  show  and  their  attempts  at 
a  barber-shop  quartet  and  with  a  few 
blackout  skits  were  greeted  with  good- 
natured,  hearty  applause  from  all  of  us. 
The  school  dramatic  teacher  had  given 
what  little  direction  had  been  needed 
— enthusiasm  had  done  the  rest. 

IN  BETWEEN  the  acts,  I  learned  how 
it  had  all  happened.  The  Rangers  had 
started  out  on  their  own — planning 
just  a  little  affair  in  their  clubroom. 
But  it  had  shortly  grown  to  be  a  whole 
community  project.  No  one  around  was 
going  to  be  left  out — not  when  it  came 
to  paying  back  some  of  the  affection 
and  gratitude  they  felt  for  Mr.  Jellico. 

I  tried  to  "count  the  house"  but  it 
was  impossible.  I  was  only  sure  there 
would  be  much  more  than  three  hun- 
dred dollars  to  give — and  I  was  right. 

When  Mr.  Jellico  appeared  on  the 
stage,  David  and  the  other  officers  of 
the  Rangers  came  with  him,  holding  a 
box  in  their  trembling  hands  as  if  it 
were  some  sacred  chalice. 

They  tried  to  present  the  box  to  him 
• — with  the  money  in  it — by  making  a 
speech.  But  the  carefully-rehearsed 
words  would  not  come;  nor  would  they 
have  been  heard  for  the  cheering  and 
the  stamping  of  feet  in  that  hall.  Peo- 
ple yelled  themselves  hoarse  as  Mr.  Jel- 
lico took  the  box,  shyly,  and  just  as 
shyly  bobbed  his  little  gnome-like  head 
at  his  friends.  What  could  words  have 
said  that  we  didn't  all  feel,  already? 

Then  it  was  my  turn  to  sing. 

I  sang  "The  House  I  Live  In"  because 
I  think  it  expresses  so  well  the  way  we 
all  want  to  live — decently  and  honestly 
with  our  neighbors — the  friendly  greet- 
ings— the  handshake — the  warm,  good 
feeling.  All  races  and  religions.  And 
I  was  proud  that  I  had  a  song  to  sing 
that  night,  a  song  I  could  sing  straight 
from  my  heart  to  the  hearts  of  those 
good  people. 

"That  was  good."  It  was  Mr.  Jellico's 
whisper  at  the  back  of  my  neck  as  I 
came  off  into  the  wings  of  the  stage. 
""That's  the  way  it  should  be,  Mr. 
Sinatra.  Look  at  them  clapping!  Aren't 
you  proud  of  our  Rangers  tonight,  Mr. 
Sinatra?" 

We're  proud  of  you,  Mr.  Jellico.  And 
of  all  the  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jellicos  all  over 
the  world — who  do  so  much  to  bring 
peace  on  earth — good  will  to  men. 


Day  after  glorious  day  we  hiked.  Your  hand  always  there  to  help  me.  "I  love  touching 
your  hand"  you  said.  "It  feels  so  soft  in  mine."  Of  course!  Her  hands  are  Jergens-soft. 

At  divine  Lake  Louise 
K?YEcamemyway 
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Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

{Continued  from  page  43) 


best  to  comfort  the  weeping  child. 
"Don't  cry,  little  one,  don't  cry!"  he 
urged.  For  two  hours  he  stood  outside 
the  door,  sometimes  singing  a  snatch  of 
song,  sometimes  talking  in  low,  com- 
forting tones.  Several  times,  when  the 
wails  ceased  for  a  second,  he  started 
to  tiptoe  off.  Then,  as  the  child's  cry- 
ing began  again,  he  returned  to  his 
place.  I  left  him  there,  cajoling  and 
comforting  his  fellow  inmate.  Outside 
the  beauty  of  a  lovely  day  lay  on  the 
spacious  grounds.  And  in  the  forbid- 
ding hospital  corridor,  there  was  beauty, 
too.  A  man  in  dire  straits  was  forget- 
ting himself  to  help  a  child  in  the  only 
way  he  knew,  by  showing  it  the 
warmth  of  human  sympathy. 

K.  C.  L. 

A  BROTHER'S  GIFT 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  a  widow  and  my  life  has  been  a 
struggle,  so,  financially,  I  have  never 
been  able  to  do  what  I  wanted  to  do  for 
others. 

I  have  a  boy,  who,  at  the  time  this 
took  place,  was  thirteen  years  of  age. 
It  had  been  his  greatest  desire  to  have 
a  bicycle.  As  it  drew  near  Christmas, 
conditions  were  very  bad.  He  asked  me 
if  he  could  get  the  bicycle,  but  I  told 
him  it  was  impossible. 

Well,  he  realized  how  things  were 
and  he  said,  like  a  brave  soldier,  "Don't 
worry,  mother.  I  don't  want  it."  Shortly 
before  Christmas  my  oldest  boy  ob- 
tained work  and  unknown  to  me,  he 
decided  to  get  his  younger  brother  the 
bicycle.  He  purchased  it,  had  it  in  the 
house  for  about  two  weeks  and  I  did 
not  know  it. 

On  Christmas  Eve,  when  it  came  time 
for  the  children  to  come  down,  he 
brought  the  bicycle  upstairs,  I  could 
not  talk,  I  was  so  overjoyed.  But  when 
the  children  came  into  the  room  to  see 
their  toys,  my  boy's  eyes  wandered 
over  the  room.  He  did  not  say  anything, 
but  you  could  see  the-  disappointed  look 
on  his  face.  My  oldest  boy  had  put  the 
bicycle  in  the  kitchen.  I  asked  him  to 
go  into  the  kitchen  and  get  me  a  drink 
of  water,  which  he  did.  He  did  not  see 
the  bicycle  at  first.  He  filled  the  glass 
with  water  and  as  he  turned  around 
to  come  to  me  with  the  water  he  let 
out  one  scream  and  down  went  the 
glass  of  water,  and  he  could  hardly 
stand  on  his  feet  from  the  shock.  Then 
he  read  on  the  card  who  it  was  from, 
and  as  big  as  he  was  he  went  over  to 
his  brother  and  he  hugged  and  kissed 
and  he  would  not  let  go.  He  had  us  all 
crying  from  joy  and  he  sure  has  made 
much  use  of  that  bicycle  traveling  back 
and  forth  to  school  and  going  on 
errands   for   me. 

A.  S. 

FAMILY  BY  ADOPTION 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Years  ago  I  accepted  a  Civil  Service 
position  which  took  me  away  from  the 
comfortable  scenes  of  my  home  town, 
a  little,  neighborly  place.  I  was  trans- 
planted to  a  bustling  metropolis  and 
circumstances  relegated  me  to  various 
rooming  houses  in  the  passing  of  time. 

Perhaps  to  those  who  have  that  gosh- 
awful  homesick  feeling  the  minute 
they're  away  from  home,  a  rooming 
house  represents  empty,  meaningless 
stairs,  walls  and  rooms.  But  al- 
though I  love  my  family  deeply  and  go 
home  weekends,  I  have  found  sharing 
with  others  anywhere  brings  happiness. 


And    it's    easy    to    find    those    others. 

In  the  course  of  time  I  have  learned 
the  wants  and  tastes  of  the  other 
roomers  in  the  house.  There  is  a 
woman  of  some  sixty  years  who  dotes 
on  symphonic  music.  So  we  share  her 
record  player  and  whatever  clippings 
I  can  bring  to  her  attention  concerning 
the  time  and  place  of  current  concerts, 
as  well  as  jottings  concerning  record 
albums  and  composers. 

And  the  boy  next  door  goes  to  college. 
I  enjoy  typing  his  assignments  and  he 
lets  me  share  snacks  and  tea  that  he  is 
allowed  to  prepare  in  his  room. 

Sometimes  Mother  sends  me  home- 
made cookies,  some  of  which  I  leave  on 
the  mail  stand  for  a  crossword  puzzle 
enthusiast  in  the  house,  together  with 
several  issues  of  old  magazines  con- 
taining his  favorite  retreat. 

The  landlady  occasionally  has  a  busi- 
ness letter  for  me  to  compose  and  in 
return  lets  me  press  my  clothes  on  her 
ironing  board  in  the  kitchen. 

Yes,  life  can  be  beautiful,  even  in  a 
rooming  house,  even  in  a  supposedly 
cold-hearted  city,  if  your  heart's  open 
wide. 

A.  B.  M. 

MAZE  OF  DARKNESS 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Four  years  ago  I  became  afflicted  with 
a  disease  as  deadly,  as  devastating,  as 
destroying  as  any  known  to  man.  I 
became  an  alcoholic.  There  is  as  much 
difference  in  the  alcoholic  and  the 
normal  drinker  as  there  is  in  cancer 
and  chilblains.  This  fact  has  to  be 
recognized  not  only  by  the  alcoholic 
himself,  but  by  the  public  in  general. 
The  normal  drinker  can  gauge  his 
drinks  and  stop  drinking  at  will 
whereas  the  alcoholic  cannot.  One  drink 
is  too  much  for  him  and  a  thousand  are 
not  enough. 

It  all  began  innocently  enough.  I  was 
bored  with  life  in  general  and  began 
sipping  cocktails  in  the  evenings  in 
order  to  add  a  little  spice  and  zest  to 
what  I  thought  was  a  very  prosaic  ex- 
istence. All  went  well  for  a  time  and 
I  could  see  no  particular  harm  in  a 
little  artificial  relaxation.  However,  the 
day  came  when  my  thirst  became  un- 
quenchable. Drink  became  a  very 
necessary  crutch  to  me  and  I  could  not 
do  without  it.  I  became  so  quarrelsome 
and  unruly  that  most  of  my  friends 
dropped  me  in  disgust.  I  then  began 
drinking  alone,  whether  in  my  room  or 
while  driving  my  car.  I  had  three  car 
wrecks  in  less  than  a  year  and  narrowly 
escaped  death  each  time,  but  even  this 
did  not  deter  me  in  my  desire  to  drink. 

I  finally  reached  the  point  that  after 
drinking  only  a  few  drinks  my  memory 
became  a  complete  blank.  I  could  not 
remember  anything  that  happened 
after  a  drinking  bout.  To  wander 
around  in  a  maze  of  darkness  wonder- 
ing what  I  did,  where  I  went,  whom 
I  saw,  and  what  transpired  is  the  most 
gruelling  mental  agony  that  one  can 
suffer.  I  was  bathed  in  cold  fear  every 
time  the  telephone  rang,  or  every  time 
a  stranger  walked  into  my  office  for 
fear  that  I  had  committed  some  crime 
about  which  I  remembered  nothing.  I 
began  to  avoid  people  and  dropped  all 
of  my  social  activities  because  in  my 
mind,  I  could  read  suspicion  and  con- 
demnation on  every  face  that  I  saw. 
I  became  so  palsied  that  I  could  not 
lift  a  cup  of  coffee  to  my  lips.  My  days 
were  spent  in  a  nightmare  of  remorse 


and  guilt  and  my  nights  were  sleepless 
horrors.  I  was  jeopardizing  my  position, 
driving  my  family  crazy  with  grief  and 
anxiety,  and  losing  every  friend  that 
I  ever  had.  Life  held  very  little  mean- 
ing for  me  and  I  was  about  ready  to 
end  it  all.  I  didn't  feel  that  I  was  to 
live  in  a  world  with  decent  people  and 
I  didn't  seem  able  to  get  out  of  the  pit 
into  which  I  had  sunken.  Needless  to 
say  that  after  each  debacle  I  repented. 
I  tried  sincerely  to  quit  and  used  every 
known  method  but  all  ended  in  failure. 

I  was  filled  with  bleak  despair  one 
morning  when  I  happened  to  pick  up  a 
magazine  which  carried  an  article  about 
Alcoholics  Anonymous  and  the  miracles 
they  were  accomplishing  with  alco- 
holics. They  were  succeeding  where  the 
psychiatrists,  churches,  and  religious 
groups  had  failed.  I  read  the  article 
with  interest  and  immediately  got  in 
touch  with  the  chapter  nearest  my 
home.  I  began  attending  the  meetings 
and  a  whole  new  world  opened  up 
before  me.  My  fears  gradually  left  me, 
my  confidence  in  myself  was  restored, 
and  my  faith  in  a  Higher  Power  was 
revived.  I  was  made  to  see  myself  as  I 
really  was.  Not  a  monstrosity,  but  a 
perfectly  normal  human  being  just  like 
everyone  else  except  in  one  respect, 
and  there  were  thousands  of  others  like 
me.  It  was  not  through  condemnation, 
but  understanding  that  I  was  helped 
and  it  is  through  God  and  services  to 
others  that  this  organization  draws  its 
strength. 

Certainly  life  seems  more  beautiful 
to  me  now  that  I  have  passed  through 
four  years  of  fogs  and  shadows  to 
emerge  into  the  brilliant  sunlight  of 
day.  I  walk  with  a  buoyant  step  with 
a  clear  eye  and  a  clean  conscience. 

R.    B. 

MAGGIE 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Down  what  appears  to  be  the  end  of 
the  grass-grown  road,  but  which  turns 
out  to  be  only  a  bend,  rises  the  two- 
oentury-old  house  in  which  dwelt 
Maggie  Hawes.  There  she  sat  in  her 
wheel-chair  for  seventy  years.  Para- 
lyzed from  the  waist  down,  her  eyesight 
almost  entirely  gone,  she  still  rolled 
her  chair  about,  cooking,  washing,  and 
even  taking  an  occasional  boarder.  For 
years  her  only  constant  companion  was 
"Rabbit  Hill,"  with  its  tipping-stone 
apparently  ready  to  roll  down  and  set 
up  house-keeping  on  her  doorstep. 
Even  the  friendly  aspect  of  the  "moun- 
tain," as  she  always  dubbed  this  neigh- 
bor, became  menacing  when  forest  fires 
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BORDERUNE  ANEMM* 

is  a  threat  to  your  pep  and  popularity! 


Thousands  who  are  tired  and  pale  may  find  renewed  energy- 
restore  healthy  good  looks— with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 


T-^O  you  tire  too  easily?  Is  your  color 
^-^  fading  —  your  face  unbecomingly 
pale?  Do  your  enthusiasm  and  stamina 
and  charm  seem  to  be  waning? 

Very  often  these  effects  stem  from 
a  blood  condition,  and  you  may  be  the 
victim  of  a  Borderline  Anemia— due  to 
a  ferro-nutritional  blood  deficiency. 

Your  red  blood  cells  may  be  faded 
and  shrunken,  weakened  to  a  point 
where  they  cannot  transmit  full  energy 
to  your  body.  Results  of  medical  sur- 
veys show  that  up  to  68%  of  the 
women  examined— many  men  and  chil- 
dren—have this  Borderline  Anemia. 

How  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 
Build  Up  Your  Blood  and  Vigor 

So,  if  your  color  is  fading— your  energy 
failing  —  due  to  this  blood  deficiency, 
take  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets.  They  are 
formulated  to  help  build  up  faded  red 
blood  cells— thus  to  help  restore  vigor 
and  good  looks.  Continuing  tiredness 
and  pallor  may  come  from  other  condi- 


tions—so consult  your  doctor  regularly. 
But  in  a  Borderline  Anemia,  take  Iron- 
ized Yeast  Tablets  to  help  build  up 
your  blood.  Take  them  to  start  your  en- 
ergy shifting  back  into  "high"— to  help 
restore  the  natural  color  to  your  cheeks! 
Take  them  so  you  can  enjoy  life  again! 

*  Resulting  from  ferro-nutritional  blood  deficiency 


BORDERLINE    ANEMIA 

why  it  can  make  you 
TIRED    •    PALE    •    LISTLESS 


Energy-Building  Blood. This 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 
blood  rich  in  energy  ele- 
ments. Here  are  big 
plentiful  red  cells  that 
release  energy  to  every 
muscle,  limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Many 
have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells  are 
puny,  faded.  Blood  like 
this  can't  release  the 
energy  you  need  to  feel 
and  look  your  best. 
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it's  true!  These  Clopay 
drapes,  colorful  curtains,  and  Lin  toned* 

shades  cost  so  little  you  won't  believe 
your  eyes.  Made  of  cellulose  fibre,  and 
specially  processed  for  that  cloth-like 
look,  they  lend  an  air  of  graciousness 

to  every  room.  At  5  and  10c  stores. 
Variety,  Department  and  other  stores. 

"Some  items  a  few  cents  higher  Denver  and  West." 

Clopay 
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rolled  over  the  top  toward  the  old 
house  from  which  she  .could  not  escape 
alone. 

Not  at  all  disconcerted  by  the  sudden 
arrival  of  half  a  dozen  visitors,  she 
would  push  back  her  frying  pan  in 
which  she  had  been  trying  for  two 
hours  to  fry  potatoes  over  a  newspaper 
fire,  and  welcome  the  crowd  with  all 
the  repose  and  grace  of  a  queen. 

"Well,  well,"  she  would  cry  in  her 
young-sounding  voice,  pushing  back 
her  glasses  with  one  hand  and  shaking 
hands  heartily  with  the  other.  One 
little  boy  would  solemnly  remove  his 
cap  after  a  stealthy  glance  toward  her 
eight-year-size  legs,  and  ask,  "Oh,  and 
how  are  you,  Cousin  Maggie?"  "I  have 
no  diseases  at  present,"  I  have  heard 
her  say  innumerable  times. 

While  she  talked  of  politics,  town 
affairs  and  relatives  from  Utah  to 
Annam,  with  distinguished  visitors  like 
Helen  Keller,  or  humble  neighbors  like 
the  Russian  family  half  a  mile  away, 
she  would  be  sewing  on  a  tiny  frock- 
coat  of  striped  silk,  destined  to  com- 
plete the  costume  of  the  long-tailed, 
velvet  monkey  lying  near  her  single- 
stitch  sewing  machine.  These  jaunty 
creatures  with  their  orange  waist-coats, 
stiff  white  collars  and  cuffs,  and  button 
eyes,  bodied  forth  her  dauntless  spirit. 
They  have  delighted  countless  children 
of  at  least  two  generations,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  that  someone  reading  this 
account  of  her  life  will  write  you,  Papa 
David,  that  they,  too,  have  owned  or 
seen  one  of  these  enchanting  creatures 
made  by  Margaret  Hawes,  sitting  in  her 
house  by  the  edge  of  the  woods,  for 
all  the  world  like  a  fairy-tale. 

Her  nearest  neighbors  were  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  away,  and  upon  them  she 
must  depend  even  for  her  groceries. 
Not  even  would  they  permit  an  inter- 
phone between  the  houses,  fearing  that 
lightning  would  be  attracted  by  it.  At 
last,  after  she  was  seventy,  she  wrote  a 
letter  to  the  telephone  company  that 
she  had  twenty  dollars  she  could  spare 
to  have  them  install  a  phone  in  her 
house.  The  manager,  to  his  infinite 
credit,  was  so  touched  by  what  must 
have  been  revealed  between  the  lines, 
that  he  paid  her  a  visit  and  agreed  to 
put  up  wires  over  the  trees  from  the 
main  line  a  mile  away.  When  the  wir- 
ing was  finished,  the  linesmen  made  her 
a  last  call  to  assure  her  that  she  could 
call  anybody  she  wanted,  now.  Alas, 
they  found  her  in  bed,  sick  with  pneu- 
monia, too  weak  even  to  lift  the  re- 
ceiver. She  never  used  the  phone;  but 
don't  waste  time  pitying  her.  For  there 
was  not  one  visitor  who  did  not  forget 
his  own  cause  for  wailing,  and  rejoice 
with  her  in  her  wonderful,  and  some- 
times tart  serenity,  and  come  away 
laughing.  The  children  will  all  their 
lives  have  a  gracious  memory  when 
they  recall  how  they  used  to  bring  in 
the  wood,  attend  her  little  Sunday 
School  class  in  her  broad-boarded 
sitting-room,  fetch  blackberries  and 
bitter-sweet  from  the  old  wall,  Sweet 
William  from  the  rioting  garden,  and 
Concord  grapes  from  the  old  trees  about 
her  stony  pastures.  Long  ago  she  had 
forgiven  the  boy  who  in  furious  anger 
had  flung  the  hammer  at  her  which 
caused  her  paralysis.  (She  was  treated 
with  jalop  and  calomel  in  the  mistaken 
medicine  of  the  time.) 

Maggie  Hawes  lived  to  the  full  what 
most  of  us  would  permit  to  be  an  empty 
life,  always  living  within  the  income 
of  her  experience.  And  she  found  that 
what  would  seem  to  be  the  end  of  the 
road  was  just  a  bend,  after  all. 

M.  B.  Y. 


UGLY    DUCKLING 

Dear   Papa   David: 

I  was  a  homely,  self-conscious  young- 
ster and  this  was  made  more  painful 
because  my  sister,  who  was  two  years 
older  than  I,  was  very  pretty  and  very 
self-assured. 

We  were  all  visiting  our  grand  par- 
ents one  vacation  and  Grandpa  and  I, 
who  were  great  pals,  were  out  for  a 
walk  when  a  scrawny  little  pup  came 
up  to  me  and  licked  my  hand  and  took 
to  me  right  away.  He  followed  us  home 
and  became  my  adoring  shadow 
throughout  the  remainder  of  the  visit. 
I  may  have  been  a  shy,  gawky  kid,  but 
to  Dandy  I  was  a  goddess  and  the  most 
important  person  in  the  world. 

When  it  came  time  to  leave  I  wanted 
to  take  my  new-found  friend  home 
with  me  and  was  very  heartbroken 
when  my  parents  tried  to  pacify  me  by 
saying  we  couldn't  take  dogs  on  the 
train  but  they  would  get  me  a  better 
dog  when  we  get  home.  Grandpa  un- 
derstood and  said  he  would  take  good 
care  of  Dandy  and  I  could  visit  him 
anv  time  I  wished. 

Dad  got  me  a  thoroughbred  cocker 
but  it  was  too  beautiful.  It  preferred 
my  sister,  and  I  felt  more  self-conscious 
having  a  beautiful  dog.  But  came  my 
birthday,  a  large  crate  arrived  with  my 
name  on  it  and  in  it  was  Dandy  and 
a  card  saying  "Happy  Birthday"  from 
Grandpa. 

I  am  grown  up  now  and  married  and 
I  have  a  little  brown  dog  I  call  "Jigger" 
but  I  will  never  forget  that  other  little 
dog  who  made  me  believe  Life  Can  Be 
Beautiful  and  boosted  my  morale. 

Mrs.  a.  L.  F. 

HEAVEN  FOR  THE  HOMELESS 

Dear  Papa  David: 

On  cots  in  a  city  jail,  my  husband 
and  our  five  children  had  our  first  real 
sleep  in  eight  days.  Some  time  pre- 
viously our  landlord  came  to  the  small 
house  we  rented  from  him  and  said 
to  me:  "I  am  offering  this  house  for 
sale  at  $11,000  and  I'll  give  you  first 
chance."  I  was  flabbergasted.  "But  the 
price,"  I  exclaimed,  "is  nearly  three 
times  what  the  house  is  worth." 

"Take  it  or  leave  it,"  he  said,  and 
walked  away.  What  with  high  prices 
and  five  children  to  provide  for,  my 
janitor  husband  and  I  had  only  a  little 
money  and  buying  the  house  was  out 
of  the  question. 

In  a  short  time  the  house  was  bought 
by  a  veteran.  My  husband  and  I  looked 
until  we  were  exhausted  but  we  could 
,  find  no  place  for  our  family.  We  felt 
we  could  no  longer  keep  the  veteran 
and  his  family  out  of  his  house  so  we 
told  them  to  move  in.  They  let  us 
store  our  furniture  in  the  basement. 

We  piled  ourselves  and  the  children 
in  the  car  and  tried  to  make  the  best  of 
it.  Seven  of  us  sleeping  cramped  up 
in  the  car  was  terrible  but  at  least  we 
were   together. 

One  night  a  tapping  on  our  car  win- 
dow awakened  us  and  we  saw  a  patrol 
car  alongside.  An  officer  leaned  on  our 
car  and  said:  "Why  don't  you  folks  go 
home?"  If  I  hadn't  been  so  near  tears 
I  would  have  laughed.  "We  have  no 
home  to  go  to,  Sir,"  my  husband  told 
him.  The  officer  looked  very  puzzled. 
"We  can't  let  you  stay  cooped  up  like 
this."  He  talked  in  such  a  kindly  voice 
and  with  such  genuine  pity  that  we 
knew  we  had  a  friend. 

"Come  on  down  to  the  city  jail,"  he 
said  sadly,  "and  we'll  fix  you  up  for 
at  least  one  night."  Never  did  seven 
people  climb  so  gratefully  and  happily 
into  jailhouse  cots. 


The  next  day  the  police  officers  were 
very  interested  in  us  and  anxious  to 
help.  However,  they  told  us  they  would 
be  compelled  to  call  in  the  County 
Health  authorities  and  that  we  would 
be  turned  over  to  them. 

"Oh,  no,"  I  cried,  thoroughly  fright- 
ened. "Those  authorities  will  separate 
us.  They  will  send  the  children  to  the 
Detention  Home." 

"We've  got  to  do  something  today  to 
keep  this  family  together,"  one  of  the 
young  officers  said.  He  sat  down  at  a 
desk  and  wrote  something.  Then  he 
took  us  all  to  the  local  radio  station  and 
our  plight  was  dramatized  on  the  air 
during  the  period  called  Community 
Hour.  We  were  called  on  to  take  part 
which  we  did  with  all  our  hearts — we 
were  pleading  for  our  very  existence. 

Soon  after  the  end  of  the  program  on 
the  air  calls  and  gifts  began  to  pour  in. 
If  I  had  doubted  the  beauty  of  human 
nature  I  was  glad  to  doubt  no  more. 
Gifts  of  all  kinds  poured  in  and  many 
expressions  of  sympathy  came  from 
those  who  could  not  help  us  but  sym- 
pathized so  deeply  with  our  situation. 
Offers  came  in  to  take  care  of  one  or 
more  of  the  children.  Since  we  could 
not  bear  separation  it  seemed  as  if  we 
were  not  much  better  off.  The  excite- 
ment of  the  broadcast  wore  off  and  I 
began  to  be  very  frightened. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  Health  Authorities 
would  have  to  be  called.  Then,  almost 
at  the  last  minute,  an  elderly  man 
drove  up  to  the  jail  and  calmly  placed 
heaven  in  our  laps.  He  took  us  to  his 
comfortable  farm  house  a  few  miles 
from  the  city,  where  he  lived  alone,  and 
it  was  like  coming  home.  In  exchange 
for  some  farm  work  and  all  the  house 
work,  we  paid  no  rent — so  that  in  the 
end  we  were  better  situated  than  ever 
before. 


Truly  it  can  be  said  of  all  those  who 
helped  us  that  "an  unknown  spot  was 
touched  in  their  souls;  a  harp  they  had 
not  suspected  within  them  awoke  and 
replied." 

E.   S. 

FIFTY-FIFTY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  parents  separated  before  I  was 
born  so  I  never  knew  or  saw  my  father. 
Mother  took  me  into  a  home  that  was 
dominated  by  a  sex-crazy,  ill-tempered 
man.  He  made  my  life  miserable  from 
the  beginning  and  mother  ignored 
my  unhappiness  completely.  I  was  a 
sensitive  child  and  consequently  suf- 
fered a  great  deal  and  escaped  when- 
ever possible. 

By  the  time  I  was  grown  up  I  had 
become  so  desperately  unhappy  that 
I  tried  to  end  my  life.  The  attempt  was 
not  successful  and  when  my  childhood 
sweetheart  asked  me  to  marry  him  I 
ran  away  from  home  rather  than 
answer  him.  I  was  afraid  of  life,  afraid 
of  marriage,  and  afraid  that  I  could 
never  love  a  man  enough  to  give  my 
life  into  his  keeping. 

Then  the  war  came  along  and  with  it 
a  soldier  on  every  corner.  Some  were 
looking  for  excitement,  while  others, 
like  Jeff,  were  looking  for  someone  to 
come  home  to.  Jeff  had  come  from  a 
broken  home  just  as  I  had.  He  had 
been  on  his  own  since  he  ran  away  at 
the  age  of  eleven  to  avoid  being  placed 
in  an  orphanage  with  his  brothers  and 
sister.  But  life  was  not  terrifying  to 
him;  he  took  it  in  his  stride  and  laughed 
at  everything.  He  loved  people,  he 
loved  fun,  and  he  was  the  only  one 
who  could  make  me  forget  to  be  afraid. 

Ours  was  the  craziest,  slap-happiest 
marriage  that  ever  took  place.  We 
didn't  pretend  to  love  each  other  and 


we  knew  our  reasons  by  heart.  He 
wanted  me  to  be  there  when  he  came 
back,  to  wait  and  pray,  to  be  the 
"Home"  he'd  never  known.  And  I — 
I  wanted  to  be  a  normal  wife  and 
mother. 

It  wasn't  all  peaches  and  cream  by 
any  means.  There  were  days  on  end 
when  I  never  touched  a  newspaper  be- 
cause Jeff's  outfit  was  in  the  headlines. 
There  were  other  days  when  I  wished 
I'd  never  met  Jeff  and  a  million  times 
when  I  wanted  to  try  again  what  I  had 
failed  to  accomplish  before. 

Then  suddenly  the  war  ended  and 
Jeff  came  home.  That  was  when  the 
test  really  began.  We  nearly  separated 
a  dozen  times,  but  I  was  too  stubborn 
and  he  too  proud  to  admit  to  the  world 
that  ours  was  just  another  war  mar- 
riage going  on  the  rocks.  I  guess  we 
each  tried  to  outdo  the  other  in  chang- 
ing it  from  a  flop  to  a  huge  success.  For 
my  share  in  changing  it  I  earned  the 
love  of  my  husband  and  the  foundation 
for  a  truly  happy  marriage.  It  survived 
three  years  of  separation;  it  survived 
the  housing  shortage  when  we  had  no 
place  to  live;  it  survived  several  lean 
years  when  we  couldn't  buy  a  toothpick 
because  we  wanted  to  own  our  own 
home. 

We  now  have  a  beautiful  home,  a 
business  of  our  own  and  two  adorable 
babies  who  have  taught  me  that  laugh- 
ter and  tears  are  very  close  together, 
but  it  is  far  easier  to  laugh  than  to 
cry.  When  my  daughter  marries  I  have 
one  thing  to  say  to  her  over  and  over 
again — "People  will  tell  you,  dear,  that 
marriage  is  a  50-50  proposition.  Don't 
you  believe  them;  give  your  fifty  will- 
ingly, gladly;  then  give  fifty  more.  It 
will  return  to  you  in  the  happiness  it 
brings." 

B.  G.  H. 
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^John  and  I  are  terribly  happy.  He*s  given  me  just  about  everything  a  woman  could  want!" 


If  YOU  want  to  enjoy  that 

SLIM    ; 
TEEN  SIZE ; 

feeling  .  . 


Does  a  bulging  tummy  make 
you  look  years  older  than  you 
really  are?  Are  ordinary  girdles  i, 
uncomfortable  to  wear  ...  do  \ 
they  fail  to  flatten  out  your 
abdomen  the  way  you  want? 
Then  here  at  last  is  the  answer 
to  your  problem  1  SLIM-MODE, 
the  wonderful  new  adjustable 
health  supporter  girdle  is 
scientifically  constructed  to 
help  you  look  and  feel  liSe  t. 
"Slim  Sixteen". 

So  why  go  on  day  after  day 
with,  a  tired  back  that  needs 
-posture  support  to  bring  relief 
Why  look  <lroopy  anil  beyond 
your  years  because  your  mul- 
section  bulges  and  your  clothe^ 
don't  fit  right?  Read  belou 
why  SLIM-MODE  brings  you 
vital  control  where  you  need  i 
it  most  .  .  .  how  It  helps  to  S 
"harmonize"  your  figure  to 
more  stylish  lihes  ,  .  .  why  it's 
KO  comfortable  to  wear.  Ami 
remember,  you  can  have  a 
SLIM-MODE  sent  to  you  to 
■wear  on  FREE  TRIAL.  Sec 
our  olfer  in  the  coupon. 


The  Adjustable 

"SLIM-MODE'' 


LIFTS  AND 
FLATTENS  YOUR 
BULGING  TUMMY 

SLIM-MODE  has  a  built- 
in  front-lactd  r-anel.  Ad- 
just the  laces  to  your  own 
greatest  comfort.  Your 
tummy  is  lifted  in  to  shape, 
flattened  out  .  .  .yet  you 
feel   truly    comfortable. 

NATURALLY 

CONTROLLED 

S.T.R.E-T-C-H 

.SLIM-MODE  is  made  of 
two-way  S-t-r-e-t-c-h 
wonder  cloth — it  stretches 
as  you  breathe,  bend, 
stoop,  after  meals,  etc. 


HEALTH   SUPPORTER 
GIRDLE  - 


HEALTHFUL,  ENJOYABLE  FIGURE 
CONTROL  -  ALL  DAY  LONG! 

You  can  wear  SLIM-MODE  all  day  long.  Will  not  bind 
or  make  you  feel  constricted.  That's  because  the  two-way 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h  cloth  plus  the  front- laced  panel  brings  you 
perfect   personalized    fit.    The   design   of   SLIM-MODE   is 

based  on  scientific  facts  of  healthful  figure  control.  Made 
by  experts  of  quality  materials.  Comes  with  <letachable 
crotch  of  rayon  satin  material ;  also  4  detachable  garters. 
(Remove  garters  when  not  wearing  stockings.)  Color: 
Nude.  All  sizes.  Only  $398  in  regular 
sizes.  Sent  on  Free  Trial.  Give  meas- 
urements asked  for  in  coupon  below. 

pnpr  "Magic"  Plastic  Laces.  For 
rnCC  your  extra  attded  comfort 
you  get  a  pair  of  Plastic  laces  that 
stretch  gently  as  needed.  Try  them 
In  SLIM-MODE  instead  of  regular 
laces.   See  which  you  prefer. 


SEND   NO   MONEY 

YOU  TRY  IT 

BEFORE  YOU  BUY  IT! 
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RONNIE  SALES.  Inc..  Dept.  RM-12 
13  Astor  Place.  New  York  3.  N.  Y. 

Send  me  for  10  days'  FREE  TRIAL  a  SLIM-MODE. 
I  will  pay  postman  $3.98  (plus  postage)  (sizes  38 
and  over  $4.98)  with  the  understanding  that  this 
payment  is  only  my  evidence  of  good  faith  and  is 
not  to  be  considered  a  final  purchase  unless  I  decide 
to  keep  the  garment.  In  10  days  I  will  either  return 
SLIM-MODE  to  you  and  you  will  return  my  money; 
or  othervvise  my  payment  will  be  a  full  and  final 
purchase  price. 

My  waist  measure  is Hips  are  

My   height   is 

Name 

Address 

City  &  Zone State 

C  Save  Money.  We  pay  postage  if  you  enclose  pay- 
ment now.  Same   FREE  TRIAL  and  refund   privilege. 


That's  What  Luck  Is 

(Continued  from  page  49) 


Edwards  and  Morton  Downey,  had 
judged  me,  Mindy  Carson,  worthy  to 
join  that  great  galaxy.  The  great  Paul 
Whiteman  had  signed  me  as  regular 
featured  singer  with  his  world-re- 
nowned orchestra! 

It  vfill  help  you  to  understand  my 
wonderment  when  I  explain  that  less 
than  twelve  months  before  "Pops"  en- 
gaged me  I  had  never  sung  profession- 
ally. That's  an  understatement.  Less 
than  twelve  months  earlier  I  had  never 
set  foot  on  any  bandstand.  I  had  never 
been  within  shouting  distance  of  a  radio 
microphone.  In  fact,  the  only  public 
singing  I'd  ever  done  was  with  the 
James  Monroe  High  School  glee  club  in 
New  York — and  only  in  the  chorus,  at 
that.  Any  solo  work  I  felt  the  urge  to 
do  was  strictly  amateur,  usually  con- 
fined to  warbling  in  the  shower  or  while 
helping  Mother  with  the  dinner  dishes. 

BACK  in  that  glee  club  period  my 
audience  would  be  Mother,  Dad  and 
baby  brother  Wayne  or  possibly  a  few 
hundred  students  come  to  hear  our 
choral  renditions  in  the  James  Monroe 
auditorium.  Recently,  I  couldn't  help 
contrasting  that  small  audience  with 
another  one  before  which  I  sang — the 
28,000  people  who  packed  Hollywood 
Bowl  on  July  12th  to  hear  Paul  White- 
man's  concert  under  the  stars.  As  for 
my  invisible  listeners,  every  Wednes- 
day night  they  can  be  reckoned  in  the 
millions.  Can  you  appreciate  my  oc- 
casional wonderment? 

Singing  has  always  been  my  happiest 
means  of  self-expression.  Mother  and 
Dad  swear  that  when  I  was  no  more 
than  three  years  old  I  could  be  heard 
lilting  all  the  lyrics  of  "Tip  Toe 
Through  the  Tulips."  Oddly  enough,  it 
was  not  my  singing  but  my  terpsi- 
chorean  talent  that  Mother  encour- 
aged. She  enrolled  me  at  one  of  the 
best  dancing  schools  in  the  Bronx 
where  I  trained  rigorously  in  tap,  ballet 
and  acrobatic  routines.  What  promise 
I  showed  is  manifest  in  the  half-dozen 
loving  cups  that  adorn  my  bedroom 
dressing  table.  Somehow,  my  interest 
in  dancing  shrank  to  the  vanishing 
point  after  I  had  an  appendectomy  at 
the  age  of  twelve.  Maybe  it's  just  as 
well.  Maybe  there  was  a  kind  of 
prophecy  inscribed  on  the  last  of  those 
loving  cups.  Engraved  on  that  trophy 
(remember,  it  was  awarded  for  danc- 
ing) was  the  single  word — Fame. 

I'm  nineteen  years  old  now.  It  isn't 
for  me  to  say  that  I've  achieved  fame. 
But  without  any  hesitation  I  do  say  that 
I've  realized  the  absolute  fulfillment  of 
my  one  burning  ambition:  a  singing 
career.  I've  lived  with  that  ambition  all 
through  my  teen-age  years.  That  I've 
realized  it  so  quickly  and  on  such  a 
grand  scale  is  what  fills  me  with  a  sense 
of  wonder. 

If  this  suggests  that  all  I  did  during 
those  years  was  mope  around  and 
dream  about  a  singing  career,  let  me 
hasten  to  correct  any  such  impression. 
I'm  not  the  moping  type.  True,  I  fre- 
quently would  glue  an  envious,  and 
often  critical,  ear  to  the  loudspeaker  at 
home  and  I  would  often  voice  my  belief 
(within  the  family  circle)  that  Mindy 
Carson  could  do  as  well  as  many  sing- 
ers featured  on  various  programs.  As- 
sertions like  that  gained  me  nothing 
but  tolerant  smiles  from  Mother  and 
Dad.  Even  so,  I  didn't  brood  about  it. 
I  was  still  too  young  to  feel  thwarted 
— and  besides,  there  was  so  much  in 


life  to  feel  good  about,  look  forward  to. 

My  school  years  were  stimulating  and 
constructive.  I  was  right  in  the  thick 
of  athletics,  playing  short-stop  on  the 
girl's  nine  and  forward  on  our  basket- 
ball team.  During  one  season  I  led  the 
cheering  squad — and  that's  when  my 
acrobatic  training  proved  most  helpful. 
All  these  doings  won  me  membership  in 
the  "200"  Club  at  James  Monroe  High. 
Then,  quite  as  if  there  weren't  enough 
athletics  on  the  agenda,  I  kept  myself 
busy  after  school  hours.  Public  School 
77,  boasting  a  recreation  hall  with  some 
mighty  good  ping  pong  tables,  is  only 
a  few  minutes'  walk  from  my  house.  A 
sort  of  perpetual  tournament  was  al- 
ways under  way  and  in  it  I  held  the 
ping  pong  championship  for  four  con- 
secutive years. 

I'd  been  taking  an  academic  course 
and  found  subjects  like  science  and 
economics  especially  fascinating.  But 
my  outlook  was  not  a  purely  academic 
one.  Mother  and  Dad  had  only  moder- 
ate means  and  I  planned  to  make  my- 
self Assistant  Breadwinner.  This  called 
for  training  of  a  more  practical  sort  and 
so  I  swapped  a  couple  of  the  aesthetic 
subjects  for  plain,  workaday  ones  like 
typing  and  shorthand.  It  proved  to  be 
a  good  swap. 

Also,  during  my  senior  year  I  cut 
down  on  most  of  the  physical  culture 
and  channeled  those  energies  toward 
finding  a  part-time  job.  Energy  plus 
a  whopping  fib  (during  the  interview 
I  added  four  years  to  the  sixteen  that 
were  rightfully  mine)  won  me  a  job 
with  Rosemarie  de  Paris  Candies.  I 
had  become  a  business  girl! 

IFTER  my  graduation  I  continued  with 
fl  Rosemarie  de  Paris  on  a  full  time 
basis  and  ultimately  became  assistant 
sales  manager  in  the  firm's  wholesale 
department.  Such  progress  prompted 
unqualified  praise  from  Mother  and 
Dad  at  home  but  in  my  boss's  mind 
there  were  occasional  moments  of 
doubt.  He  found  no  fault  with  my  work 
but  every  so  often  he  did  find  it  neces- 
sary to  reprimand  me  for  one  bad, 
efficiency-destroying,  demoralizing-to- 
the-staff  habit — the  tendency  to  burst 
suddenly  into  song.  Whenever  I  did 
this  the  office  decorum  would  be  devas- 
tated. Clerks  and  typists  would  be 
startled  silly  and  sundry  executives 
would  be  amazed,  amused  or  incensed. 
Believe  me,  my  vocal  outbursts  were 
never  premeditated.  This  impromptu 
singing  has  always  been  a  habit  with 
me — a  sort  of  unconscious  release  of 
my  naturally  happy  temperament. 

In  January  1946,  after  the  strenuous 
and  enervating  Christmas  rush,  I  took 
a  short  vacation — one  week  of  glorious 
Florida  sunshine  at  my  aunt's  home  in 
Miami  Beach.  Maybe  it  was  there  that 
Dame  Fortune,  Lady  Luck,  Fate  or 
whatever  her  name  is,  began  to  weave 
a  bright  new  pattern  for  my  way  of  life. 
Anyway,  insofar  as  my  singing  was 
concerned,  it  was  during  this  fateful 
week  that  I  decided  to  accentuate  the 
positive  instead  of  the  wishful-think- 
ing. 

Along  with  some  of  her  friends,  Aunt 
Eva  took  me  to  a  small  night  club — ^just 
a  pleasant,  unpretentious  little  nabe 
nitery  with  music  and  "atmosphere." 
In  between  dances  a  trio  of  troubadours 
would  stroll  among  the  tables  serenad- 
ing the  customers.  When  our  table  was 
thus  honored  I  somehow  let  the  music's 
mood  capture  me  and  I  began  to  sing, 


just  for  the  sheer  pleasure  of  it.  It 
was  all  in  the  spirit  of  fun  and  I  was 
utterly  unprepared  for  what  happened 
next.  Within  a  few  minutes  the  club's 
manager  came  over  and  offered  me  a 
contract — at  $125  a  week. 

His  offer  had  almost  a  bombshell 
effect  on  me — partly  because  of  the 
money,  because  $125  was  considerably 
more  than  I  made  at  Rosemarie.  But 
what  excited  me  beyond  description 
was  the  fact  that  somebody  in  the  en- 
tertainment business  thought  well 
enough  of  my  singing  to  engage  me  at 
any  sum.  It  was  with  mixed  emotions 
that  I  declined  his  generosity. 

Came  the  end  of  my  holiday  and  once 
again  I  returned  to  my  old  routine  in 
New  York. 

I'd  lost  no  time  telling  Mother  and 
Dad  all  about  my  Big  Offer.  They  lis- 
tened respectfully  but  displayed  greater 
interest,  it  seemed,  in  my  Florida  tan. 
A  week  later  I  again  brought  up  the 
subject  and  this  time  they  must  have 
seen  the  determined  gleam  in  my  eye. 

I  believed  I  had  talent,  I  argued.  I'd 
believed  that  for  quite  some  time — • 
and  now,  someone  who  was  qualified 
to  judge  these  things  had  confirmed  my 
belief.  What's  more,  he  was  willing  to 
back  up  his  judgment  with  a  very 
decent  money  offer.  Now,  why  not  let 
me  have  a  try  at  such  a  career?  Just 
a  try.  Let  me  make  the  rounds  for  a 
month  or  two.  If  I  got  no  encourage- 
ment then  I'd  call  it  quits  and  go  back 
to  my  old  job  or  get  a  new  one.  I  was 
young.  Whatever  the  verdict,  I  could 
take  it.  But  just  let  me  settle  this  thing 
one  way  or  another. 

Mother  and  Dad  looked  at  each  other, 
sighed,  and  granted  my  request,  there- 
by starting  a  chain  reaction  almost  as 
important  (to  my  world)  as  the  one 
brought  on  by  nuclear  fission. 

And,  if  the  chain  of  events  that  fol- 
lowed happened  with  atomic  speed 
(considering  the  set-backs  possible  in 
show  business)  then  much  credit  must 
go  to  my  cousin,  Irvin  Miles.  It  was 
to  Irvin,  then  a  song-plugger  in  Tin 
Pan  Alley,  that  I  first  turned.  He  lis- 
tened while  I  recited  all  my  reasons  for 
seeking  an  audition  and  then  (in  spite 
of  some  misgivings,  I'm  sure)  arranged 
for  one  with  bandleader  Herbie  Fields, 
at  that  time  an  exponent  of  rather 
torrid  music.  The  outcome  of  that  audi- 
tion was  an  offer  to  join  Fields'  band 
which  was  all  set  for  an  engagement  at 
Armonk,  New  York.  Once  again  I 
thought  it  wise  to  decline  an  offer,  this 
time  because  of  the  rather  rugged  trans- 
portation problem  involved  and  also 
because  Fields'  style  of  music,  although 
excellent,  was  a  bit  too  jivey  for  me. 

Doubt  began  to  nudge  me  but  I  de- 
cided to  haunt  Tin  Pan  Alley,  never- 
theless. Through  contacts  made  for  me 
by  Irvin  I  soon  had  access  to  the  re- 


Road  of  Life's 

DR.  JIM  BRENT 

is    en+angled    In     a    story 
of    bit+er    misunderstanding— 

Read  SHADOW  OF  LOVE 

in  the 

JANUARY  RADIO  MIRROR 


At  last  —  a  bobby  pin  that  really  liolds  fully  144%  better  by  unbiased 
certified  test*  ...  a  totally  new  land  of  bobby  pin!  You'll  see  the  difference 

at  once— these  bobby  pins  look  lik^  lightning.  You'll  feel  the  difference  at  once, 
too.  They're  strong,  yet  flexible-^gentle  as  a  lover's  embrace.  Note,  too,  the 

invisible  heads,  rounded-for-safety  ends,  super-smooth  finish.  They  stay  more 
securely,  feel  better,  keep  your  hair  looking  neater,  smarter  all  day  through. 


(OuiyifiPoL 


'United  States  Testing  Company,  Inc.  Test  No.  75436,  Nov.  35,  1946 
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Dolls/ 


How  to  Be  the  Life 
of  the  Wedding! 

Give  This  Amazing  Bride  Doll 

YOU'LL  be  remembered  for  years 
to  come!  Bride  is  7"  tall.  (Also 
11"  and  15".)  Dressed  in  satin  and 
lace,  with  net  veil,  bridal  bouquet 
and  hand  made  flowers.  Silken  hair, 
in  the  newest  style!  The  ideal  gift 
for  showers,  anniversaries  and  col- 
lectors. "  And — at  an  amazing  new 
low  price— only  $2  each.  LOWEST 
PRICE  ON  SUCH  FINE  DOLLS 
SINCE  1937!     Order  NOW. 


Why  Not  Send  a  DOLL  as 
a  BIRTHDAY  GREETING? 

Aniuziug  New  Doll-of-the-Month  Gift 
Idea  for  Girls  from  4  to  80 

Imagine  the  attention  you  will  get  when  the  post- 
man rings  her  door  bell  and  hands  her  this  stun- 
ning, exquisitely  dressed  doll  as  a  gift  from  you. 
Many  folks  are  catching  on  to  this  new  gift  idea. 
How  THRILLED  she  will  be  to  get  such  a  gift. 
Send  her  one  now! 

We  will  include  any  type  of  greeting  you  wish  at 
no  extra  charge.  Just  write  your  message,  or  tell 
us  what  kind  of  card  to  enclose  (birthday,  anni- 
\ersary,  wedding,  etc.).  That's  all  you  do. 

This  durable  Doll  is  dressed  with  latest  hair-do. 
6"  tall.  Her  blouse  is  studded  with  3  simulated 
birthstones  especially  chosen  for  the  month  in 
which   your   girl  was   born.     Price   $2   postpaid. 
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•  •■......•■>,  Mail   Coupon   NOWaai. 

DOLL-OF-THE-MONTH   CLUB,   Dept.  2012 
II   W.  25th  Street,   New  York   10,   N.  Y. 

Please  send  the  following: 

BRIDE    DOL        7"  —  £200  11"  —  $5.00 

11"   doll    only    (movable    head,    arms,    legs) 

IS"— $15. CO 

15"    doll    only    (movable    eyes,    head,    arms,     legs) 

DOLL-OF'THE-MONTH    BIRTHDAY    DOLL 

S2.00   each.     Give   Girl's    Birthdate 

SEND   DOLL    TO: 


Name 


City State         

SEND  FREE  GIFT-CARD  AND  SIGN  IT  PROM: 


'ill    pay   postman    price   of   doll    plus 


hearsal  rooms  at  Santly-Joy  music  pub- 
lishers. There,  with  an  occasional  assist 
from  some  of  their  pianists,  I  would 
practice  new  tunes.  Before  long,  Eddie 
Joy  became  aware  of  me  and,  to  my 
everlasting  joy,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the 
pun,  decided  to  let  me  sing  the  vocal 
in  a  trade  recording  of  "Rumors  Are 
Flying"  which  he'd  just  published 
under  his  new  Oxford  Music  Corpora- 
tion banner. 

This  time  I  was  destined  to  make 
headway.  We  waxed  the  number  and 
the  transcription  was  auditioned  for 
Harry  Cool,  who  promptly  evinced  a 
desire  to  feature  not  only  the  song  but 
also  my  voice.  A  pact  was  signed  and 
all  that  summer  of  1946  I  shared  the 
bandstand  with  Harry  Cool's  Orchestra 
at  the  Glen  Island  Casino. 

JULY,  August.  Then,  with  the  big 
Labor  Day  wind-up  I  said  so  long  to 
Harry  Cool  and  his  boys.  His  band  was 
booked  for  Chicago.  Harry  Cool  asked 
me  to  continue  with  him  but  I  took  a 
dim  view  of  placing  a  thousand  miles 
between  me  and  my  family.  Mother 
and  Dad  had  been  so  swell  about  every- 
thing.   But  Chicago  was  so  far  away — 

Broadway  and  34th  Street  wasn't! 
Within  a  couple  of  weeks  I  was  singing 
with  Johnny  Messner's  Orchestra  then 
opening  its  Fall  engagement  in  the 
Hotel  McAlpin's  Marine  Grill.  I  learned 
something  while  appearing-  with 
Johnny  Messner — at  least  they  told 
me  I  learned  something.  "They"  were 
people  who  had  heard  me  at  the  Glen 
Island  Casino.  Kiddingly,  they  used  to 
call  me  "No-beat"  Carson,  presumably 
because  of  my  somewhat  individual  off- 
the-beat  phrasing.  Now,  at  the  Marine 
Grill,  they  were  saying,  "Mindy,  you're 
beginning  to  get  it.  You're  learning 
fast." 

Johnny  Messner's  stay  at  the  McAlpin 
ended  after  seven  weeks  due  to  a  sharp 
change  in  the  hotel's  policy.  I  was,  in 
the  parlance  of  Broadway,  at  liberty. 
And  Christmas  was  not  many  shopping 
days  away!  But  I  didn't  have  time  to 
get  completely  disheartened.  Eddie  Joy 
arranged  another  audition — this  one 
with  Paul  Whiteman. 

My  audition  before  that  fabulous,  al- 
most legendary  figure,  whose  name  for 
so  many  years  has  been  magic  in  music- 
dom,  was  slated  to  take  place  at  the 
American  Broadcasting  Company's 
studios  in  Radio  City.  Eddie  Joy,  calm, 
and  I,  not  so  calm,  walked  down  the 
third  floor  corridor  toward  the  ap- 
pointed room.  My  knee-joints  seemed 
made  of  India  rubber.  Thoughts  raced 
through  my  mind  with  supersonic 
speed.  I  thought  of  my  most  cherished 
possession  at  home,  the  only  item  in  my 
record  collection  that  I  handled  as 
though  it  were  the  Hope  Diamond — 
Paul  Whiteman's  original  recording  of 
"Rhapsody  In  Blue"  with  Gershwin  at 
the  piano.  I  had  always  revered  White- 
man — and  there  he  was  that  very  in- 
stant, approaching  us  along  the  hall- 
way! 

I  would  have  been  breathless  and 
awestruck  even  if  he  were  an  average- 
sized  man.  But  the  sight  of  that  six- 
foot-one,  220-pound  colossus  in  custom- 
tailored  clothes  walking  toward  us 
nearly  caused  my  heart  to  stop  beating. 
The  genial  giant  greeted  Eddie  Joy,  I 
whispered  hello  when  introduced  and 
as  we  went  inside  the  studio  Pops  put 
his  arm  about  my  shoulder,  chuckling, 
"All  right,  Mindy.  Now,  there's  no  need 
to  be  nervous.  After  all — "  He  stopped, 
then  said,  "Oh,  shucks,  Eddie,  what's 
the  use?  She'll  be  scared  no  matter 
what  I  say!"   We  all  laughed  and  most 


of  my  tension  was  gone. 

With  piano  accompaniment  I  sang  a 
ballad  and  followed  that  with  a  rhythm 
number.  The  whole  routine  was  over  in 
a  matter  of  minutes.  Through  the  con- 
trol room's  glass  window  I  saw  the 
band-leader  lean  over  and  say  some- 
thing to  Eddie  Joy  who  nodded  solemn- 
ly. Then  Pops  Whiteman  waved 
goodbye  to  me  and  left.  Eddie  came 
out  of  the  control  room.  I  asked  weak- 
ly, "Wha-what  did  he  say?" 

Eddie  replied,  "He  wants  you  to  wax 
those  two  numbers  and  send  the  tran- 
scription to  him  immediately.  We'd 
better  do  that  without  delay." 

I  couldn't  follow  this.  "Why  does  he 
want  transcriptions?" 

Eddie  Joy  shrugged.  "I  don't  know, 
Mindy." 

"But,  good  heavens,  didn't  Mr.  White- 
man  comment  on  the  audition?" 

Eddie  nodded  and  said  laconically, 
"Yes,  he  made  one  or  two  comments. 
One  of  them  was  'Say — this  gal  can 
really  sing!'  He  also  said  you've  got  a 
really  terrific  beat." 

I  had  a  whole  long  weekend  in  which 
to  mull  over  that  cryptic  conversation. 
We  had  made  and  delivered  the  re- 
quested transcriptions.  Monday  I  walked 
into  the  Santly-Joy  offices.  Eddie 
waved  me  to  a  chair,  looked  at  me 
archly  and  said,  "Who  do  you  think  is 
going  to  be  the  girl  vocalist  on  Paul 
Whiteman's  broadcast  this  Wednesday 
night?" 

WEDNESDAY  night,  I  sang  over  ABC's 
coast-to-coast  network.  Behind  my 
voice  was  the  muted  brass,  the  mellow 
strings  and  the  heavenly  harp  obbligato 
of  Paul  Whiteman's  great  orchestra.  It 
was  like  floating  on  a  fleecy,  soaring, 
sonorous  cloud. 

After  my  song  I  went  into  the  control 
room  to  hear  how  the  remainder  of  the 
show  sounded  through  the  loudspeaker. 
When  Pops  began  making  his  closing 
remarks  I  noticed  that  he  wasn't  fol- 
lowing the  script.  I  heard  him  ad  lib. 
"I'm  starting  on  a  concert  tour,  so  next 
Wednesday  night  I  won't  be  with  the 
broadcast  in  person.  But  you'll  find  the 
program  mighty  good  listening  next 
week  too,  folks,  because  Mindy  Carson 
will  be  on  it.  I  know  the  show  will  be 
in  very  good  hands." 

I  was  astounded.  There  was  Paul 
Whiteman  telling  the  whole  world  that 
I  was  to  be  his  regular  featured  singer 
and  all  this  time  I  thought  my  big 
break  consisted  of  a  single  guest-ap- 
pearance! I  nearly  fainted  in  the  sound 
engineer's  arms. 

And  that's  the  way  things  happened. 
It  was  just  one  year  from  the  bon-bon 
shop  to  the  big  broadcast.  Living,  since 
that  night,  has  had  all  the  excitement, 
all  the  richness  and  brilliance  of  a  Paul 
Whiteman  orchestration.  I,  who  had 
ventured  on  only  one  timid  trip  to 
Florida,  have  now  crossed  the  continent 
twice.  I've  known  the  thrill  of  per- 
forming in  Hollywood  Bowl.  I've  met 
celebrities.  I've  been  interviewed  and 
screen-tested.  I've  known  all  this  since 
Paul  Whiteman  told  me,  "Mindy,  there's 
no  need  to  be  nervous." 

No,  'Pops,  not  nervous — nor  swell- 
headed.  I  probably  never  will  take  all 
this  in  my  stride.  Always  there  will  be 
this  sense  of  wonderment,  because  I 
am  so  acutely  aware  of  what  wonderful 
breaks  I've  had.  I  know  how  tough  the 
going  must  be  for  thousands  of  talented 
young  people — youngsters  who  want  to 
sing,  to  dance,  to  act — kids  who  hope 
they  can  overcome  those  million-to-one 
odds  against  recognition.  But  it  can 
happen  again,  can't  it? 
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thereby  hangs  a  most  fascinating  tale. 

Some  men  have  a  yen  to  play  "an- 
gel" to  Broadway  shows.  Last  year 
Bob  found  himself  playing  angel  to 
an  African  explorer!  (Bob  will  do 
these  things  at  the  drop  of  a  pith  hel- 
met.) His  explorer's  plan  was  to  pene- 
trate the  Dark  Continent  and  obtain 
motion  pictures  of  the  gorilla  in  its 
native  habitat.  It  all  sounded  fascinat- 
ing, so  Bob  backed  the  expedition  to 
the  tune  of  three  thousand  dollars.  The 
explorer  sailed  from  these  shores, 
stopped  off  on  the  European  continent 
to  pick  up  certain  supplies,  picked  up 
also  the  wonderful  Belgian  Shepherd 
while  in  Switzerland,  but  when  he 
reached  a  port  in  Africa  he  was  not 
permitted  to  take  tlie  dog  ashoi'e  be- 
cause of  regulations  related  to  tsetse 
fly  control.  So  the  explorer  shipped  his 
mascot  to  New  York  by  freighter.  All 
Bob  has  to  show  for  his  money  is  the 
Belgian  Shepherd  but  both  he  and 
Jessica  are  happy  about  it.  They  must 
be,  giving  him  a  name  like  Tuckerman 
von  Schlitz! 

When  descended  upon  by  Jessica, 
Bob,  Tuckerman  and  guests  Commis- 
sion-by-the-Sea  really  comes  alive. 
Nestled  snugly  amid  green  foliage,  the 
Maxwell  manse  is  first  glimpsed  from 
the  far  side  of  Broadwaters  Cove.  After 
crossing  the  causeway,  with  its  vista  of 
blue  Bay  on  your  left,  you  lose  sight 
of  the  house  briefly  while  driving 
through  a  serpentine  road  that  winds 
through  a  delightfully  wooded  section. 
And   then  suddenly  you   are  there. 

The  sleek,  svelte  convertible  has 
been  parked^outside  a  two-car  garage, 
bumper-to-bumper  with  a  vintage  sta- 
tion wagon  built  on  the  chassis  of  a 
1928  Ford — the  sort  of  contrast  charac- 
teristically indulged  in  by  Jessica  and 
Bob. 

Around  the  cottage  there  is  neatly 
trimmed  lawn,  punctuated  with  grace- 
ful trees  and,  here  and  there,  inviting 
rustic  benches.  An  old  sun  dial  lies 
flush  with  the  grass.  Some  fifty  yards 
ahead  is  a  tiny  dock  at  the  Cove's  edge 
and,  through  the  tall  grass  leading  to 
it,  Tuckerman  immediately  begins  a 
sniffing  expedition  of  his  own.  All 
about  you  and  soothing  to  your  senses 
is  blue  water,  green  shore  and  blue  sky. 

Realizing  how  beautifully  Nature  has 
arranged    things    out-of-doors,    Robert 
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and  Jessica  Maxwell  strove  to  match 
that  beauty  indoors.  And  they've 
succeeded  admirably.  Every  room  is 
a  warm  invitation  to  relax  and  dis- 
entangle your  city-snagged  nerves. 
Kitchen,  dining  room,  the  master  bed- 
room and  the  two  guest  rooms — each  is 
harmonious  with  the  theme  of  comfort 
and  infotmality. 

Piece  de  resistance  in  this  happily 
planned  house  is  the  living  room  (and 
Living  should  be  spelled  with  a  capi- 
tal L).  Not  a  chair  or  sofa  that  isn't 
luxuriously  comfortable.  Not  a  wall 
space  that  doesn't  please  the  eye — not 
a  window  that  doesn't  fulfill  its  proper 
function:  to  let  in  not  only  light  and 
air  but  .  .  .  well,  look — 

A  huge  triple  window,  some  six  or 
seven  feet  wide,  gives  you  a  breath- 
taking vista  of  Broadwaters  Cove.  You 
might  sit  in  any  part  of  the  living  room 
and  still  you  would,  without  effort,  see 
a  spacious  sweep  of  distant  shoreline 
in  its  ever-present  motif  of  blue  and 
green. 

AGAINST  the  wood-paneled  wall  op- 
posite this  window  is  a  massive  stone 
fireplace,  its  contour  reaching  up  coni- 
cally  to  the  beamed  ceiling's  height. 
On  your  right  is  another  window, 
smaller  than  the  waterside  one  but 
providing  a  generous  view  of  lawn  and 
wooded  terrain.  Beneath  this  window 
and  extending  the  wall's  length  are 
shelves  bearing  the  delightful  burden 
of  record  albums — not  only  the  Three 
B's  but  seemingly  everything  from  A  to 
Z.  In  a  corner  shelf  connecting  those 
two  walls  are  enough  good  books  to 
keep  you  curled  up  contentedly  for 
the  rest  of  your  life. 

Here  and  there  are  hanging  shelves 
on  which  rest  rare  examples  of  pottery 
and  glassware.  Atop  one  bookshelf  is 
arrayed  Jessica's  invaluable  collection 
of  miniature  pitchers,  almost  three 
hundred  in  all.  Collected  from  every 
corner  of  the  globe  they  are  really 
Lilliputian,  the  smallest  being  less  than 
a  quarter-inch  high  and  the  largest 
about  an  inch.  They  come  in  Chinese 
white  jade,  Mexican  blue  glass,  amber, 
brass,  ivory,  in  fact,  almost  every  con- 
ceivable medium.  Two  of  them,  be- 
lieve it  or  not,  are  left-handed  pitchers. 

All  this,  then,  is  Commission-by-the- 
Sea.  You've  had  time  to  note  the  de- 
tails while  sipping  a  frosty  liquid  re- 
freshment promptly  served  by  Bob. 
And  what  details  you  may  have  failed 
to  notice  have  been  vividly  called  to 
your  attention  during  the  cross-fire  of 
animated  conversation. 

Presently  your  versatile  host  van- 
ishes kitchenward  to  prepare  the  salad 
and  steak.  Bob  has  already  started  a 
good  blaze  in  the  stone  fireplace  and, 
deep  in  the  hot  embers,  he  has  em- 
bedded several  Long  Island  spuds. 
Jessica,  without  breaking  the  thread  of 
conversation,  is  busy  arranging  a  sort 
of  buffet — hot  plates,  silverware,  nap- 
kins, sauces  and  so  forth — on  a  bridge 
table  set  up  in  the  living  room  where 
dinner  will  be  eaten. 

"I  met  Bob  on  a  blind  date,"  Jessica 
comments,  "and  married  him  primarily 
because  he  was  such  a  marvelous  cook." 

You  begin  to  see  how  right  she  was. 
Bob  has  done  eye-  and  palate-exciting 
things  to  a  technicolor  salad  that  fills 
a  wide  wooden  bowl.  The  steak  next 
engages  his  full  attention.  Two  steaks, 
really — prime  cuts,  ruby-red,  inspiredly 
seasoned  (you  soon  discover)  and  at 
least  four  inches  thick.  Bob  has  them 
on  a  long-handled  wire  grill  which  he 
places,  just  so,  on  top  of  the  red-hot 
coals. 


And  soon,  aromatic  and  sizzlingly 
succulent,  they  rest  on  a  wood  plank 
while  Bob  carves.  A  ripple  of  adjec- 
tives fills  the  room  but,  since  they  all 
seem  to  be  inadequate,  everybody  just 
munches  happily  and  asks  for  extra 
helpings.  Maybe  Bob  is  pleased  with 
this  reaction  or  maybe  it's  all  in  the 
Maxwell  tradition — anyway,  he  brings 
forth  a  beverage  to  go  with  his 
charcoal-broiled  triumph.  The  bever- 
age is  champagne. 

There  is  talk — on  any  topic,  includ- 
ing: Whither  Radio?  Or:  A  Third 
Party,  Yes  or  No?  Ideas  are  exchanged 
on  subjects  including:  Psychology,  Nor- 
mal and  otherwise.  There  is  music 
— a  little  Sibelius,  a  bit  of  Berlioz  or 
maybe  some  Mozart. 

Half  past  midnight  moves  up  so 
swiftly — a  reminder  that  tomorrow  is 
another  day  .  .  .  and  tomorrow  there 
is  something  special  on  the  agenda. 

Next  morning  "something  special" 
turns  out  to  be  the  Maxwells'  32-foot 
cabin  cruiser.  Their  trim  craft  has  been 
named  Bonus,  a  variation  of  the  name 
applied  to  Commission-liy-the-Sea. 

■The  vintage  station  wagon,  loaded 
down  with  fishing-gear,  humans,  Tuck- 
erman  von  Schlitz  and  a  day's  proven- 
der, pulls  up  at  the  Schoolhouse  Creek 
docks  which  line  the  narrow  inlet  lead- 
ing out  to  Little  Peconic  Bay. 

Bonus  is  nice.  She  sleeps  five,  is 
equipped  with  a  compact  galley  and 
her  well-designed  superstructure  is 
new,  mahogany  and  trimly  impressive 
over  a  graceful  hull  that  still  wears  its 
coat  of  Coast  Guard  grey  acquired 
when  she  was  doing  yeoman  service 
during  the  war,  with  Bob  Maxwell  in 
command. 

AFTER  her  engine  warms  up,  Bob 
casts  off  the  tie-lines  and  she  eases 
away  from  the  dock,  swinging  about 
cautiously,  with  Jessica  at  the  wheel. 
The  inlet,  only  a  few  feet  wider  than 
the  craft's  32-foot  length,  calls  for  some 
terrifically  adroit  navigating — and  Jes- 
sica's adroitness  is  a  sight  to  see. 

"I've  just  got  to  be  good,"  Jessica 
explains  while  the  boat  inches  out 
through  the  channel.  "Bob  is  the  acme 
of  courtesy  when  he's  ashore,  but  when 
I  skipper  this  boat  he's  apt  to  pull  a 
Captain  Bligh  on  me.  Recently,  I 
docked  Bonus  rather  badly.  Even 
though  there  were  a  million  people 
watching  and  listening  Bob  yelled  blue 
murder  and  made  me  land  the  boat  all 
over  again.  He's  a  perfectionist  and, 
frankly,  I  respect  him  for  it." 

The  good  ship  Bonus  moves  out  to 
deep  water  and  soon  the  tawny  bluffs 
of  Robins  Island  and  Sag  Harbor  loom 
in  the  distance.  The  sun  is  warm,  the 
Bay  is  smooth  and  the  fish  are  reluc- 
tant. After  almost  four  hours  at  anchor 
three  or  four  strikes  are  made  but, 
when  brought  aboard,  the  catches  turn 
out  to  be  ugly,  inedible  sea-robins  and 
Bob  disgustedly  chucks  them  back  into 
the  briny. 

Sun,  sea  and  tangy  salt-air  add  up  to 
voracious  appetites,  a  phenomenon  pre- 
pared for  by  Jessica  whose  adroitness 
with  the  skillet  is  revealed  now  in  a 
basketful  of  delectable  eats — golden- 
brown  broiled  chicken  and  all  the 
fixin's.  How  she  found  time  to  whip 
all  this  up  during  last  night's  gab-fest 
remains  a  mystery.  The  golden-brown 
chicken  goes  down  beautifully  with 
chilled  beer  or,  if  you  will,  soda  pop. 

And  so,  following  a  leisurely  al  fresco 
luncheon,  the  Bonus'  drag-hook  is 
raised  and  a  wide  sweep  of  the  bay  is 
made  at  a  lazy  eight  or  nine  knots. 
Sometime  in  mid-afternoon  the  cabin- 


cruiser  puts  in  at  her  dock  and  the 
Maxwells  next  propose  making  a  wide 
sweep  of  Cutchogue  so  as  to  catch  up 
on  a  bit  of  neighborly  visiting. 

There's  a  brief  return-visit  to  the 
turkey-farm,  a  short  stop  at  soft- 
spoken,  white-haired  Ralph  W.  Ster- 
ling's seed  store,  a  few  minutes  of 
pleasant  chit-chat  at  the  Grathwohls', 
whose  white-frame  house  is  a  rare  ex- 
ample of  18th  Century  design  from  top 
gable  to  bottom  doorstep.  After  this, 
a  "must"  visit  takes  the  Maxwells  and 
party  to  Doc  Kollmer's  drugstore 
where  Bob  can  indulge  in  his  not-so- 
secret  passion — Doc's  foamy  chocolate 
malted  milk. 

II OW  the  relationship  between  Bob 
ii  Maxwell  and  Doc  Kollmer  is  one  of 
the  most  curious  and  altruistic  in  the 
annals  of  contemporary  American  busi- 
ness. Bob  conducts  a  mythical  adver- 
tising agency  and  its  one  and  only  "ac- 
count" is  Kollmer's  pharmacy.  Purely 
a  whimsy  on  Bob's  part,  the  end  result 
has  been  a  series  of  impressive  insti- 
tutional advertisements  for  the  drug- 
store appearing  in  the  local  news- 
papers. The  text  of  these  ads,  written 
by  Bob,  might  well  make  some  high- 
priced  New  York  ad-writers  sit  up  and 
take  notice.  One  of  Bob's  recent  crea- 
tions reads  in  part: 

"MUM,  MILK  OF  MAGNESIA 
AND  MORPHINE 
Anyone  can  sell  a  jar  of  Mum  or  a 
bottle    of   Milk    of    Magnesia,    but 
only    a    licensed    physician    and    a 
registered  pharmacist  can  prescribe 
and  sell  even  a  grain  of  Morphine. 
For    Morphine,    although    it    is    an 
amazing  pain-killer,  is  also  a  deadly 
drug.  ...  Be  wise  and  careful  in 
your  choice  of  a  druggist.   Remem- 
ber .  .  .  don't  gamble  with  your  life. 
Cutchogue  Drug  Store 
W.  H.  Kollmer,  Pharmacist." 

Lest  you  think  that  it's  only  Bob 
Maxwell  who  has  become  involved  in 
Cutchogue's  doings,  consider  carefully 
Mrs.  Maxwell's  recent  contribution  to 
the  community.  Jessica,  bringing  her 
Wellesley  College  training  into  play, 
helped  edit  an  important  and  scholarly 
history  of  the  town,  "Cutchogue: 
Southold's  First  Colony,"  by  Wayland 
Jefferson. 

Well,  mayhe  all  this  sums  up  Jessica 
and  Bob  Maxwell,  the  rural-urbane 
husband  and  wife  producer-director 
team. 

To  click  in  radio,  they  say,  you  must 
have  a  gimmick,  a  certain  something 
with  a  special  nuance  or  twist.  The 
Maxwells'  gimmick,  it  seems,  is  to  give 
radio  everything  they've  got  (which  is 
plenty)  from  Monday  to  Friday  and 
then  for  the  remaining  two  days — to 
forget   radio   completely. 

For,  very  obviously,  Jessica  and  Bob 
are  determined  to  click  with  life,  too. 
It  seems  that  their  gimmick  in  this  re- 
spect is  to  get  a  fair  share  of  graceful 
living  ...  a  share  of  the  sun,  the  sea 
and  the  good  earth  about  them — all  of 
which  adds  up  to  a  sensible  counter- 
balance to  the  stresses,  strains  and  ten- 
sions generated  during  their  work- 
packed  week  in  Manhattan. 

Jessica  and  Bob  Maxwell  have 
worked  out  their  design  for  living.  It 
isn't  any  fair-weather  arrangement. 
For  them  it's  a  way  of  life  that  holds 
in  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  and 
Spring.  Their  gimmick  out  on  Long 
Island  is  a  guaranteed  all-year-round 
protection  against  stomach  ulcers, 
radio's  occupational  disease. 
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SMART  FIGURING 

Bestform  designs  the  bra  you've  been  waiting 

for . . .  wonderful  youthful  lines  in  satin 

with  nylon  net  insert.  Satin  elastic  for  the 

perfect  line  of  separation.  At  good  stores  everywhere     '' 

Style  6092  in  A  cup,  32  to  36;  and  B  cup,  32  to  38- 

in  nude  and  white.  1 
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TRADEMARK* 

NlJ-YOrTH 

Day  or  Night 

HORMONE  CREME 


Poor  Dolly  didn't 
know  how  to  moke 
a    hair-do    stay 


—  the  delitately  perfumed  hair  lactfuer 

Men  hate  "frowsy"  women.  Why  not  hove 
that  well-groomed  look  they  admire,  when 
it's  so  easy  .  .  .  just  pot  a  few  drops  of 
Nestle  Hairtoc  on  your  fm- 
ished  coiffure  and  it  will  stay 
lovely  all  day  long.  Get 
Hairlac  today  at  your  drug 
or  dept.  store.  S0< 

KEEPS  HAIR  UNDER 
CONTROL  AND  LUSTROUS 
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A    New   Fashion   Gains   Popu/arify 

BUSTLINE  Glamour 


For  YOU  in 
2  Minutes 


Latest  Stylish  "Life-Like 

Bust  Cups"  for  Glamour 

Curves! 

Why  continue  to  feel  self, 
conscious  about  your  flat- 
looking  bustline'*  Men  are 
always  attracted  by  an  al- 
luring shapely  bu=;tline— 
tlie  key  to  feminine  appeal' 


Now  at  last,  you  too.  can  he  ad- 
mired, like  the  thousands  of 
other  delighted  women,  by  giving 
yourself  a  NATURAL-LOOKING, 
*'UP  AND  OUT"  BUSTLINE  with 
these-  new,  stylish  "Life-Like 
Bust  Cups.*'  Gaining  popularity 
with  a  good  many  stars,  models 
and  fashionable  women  every- 
where! 

Now  Wear  All  Dresses, 
Blouses,  Sweaters,  etc., 
with  Bustline  Confidence! 

Our  Super  Quality  "Life-Like  Bust  Cups"  are  easily  placed 
inside  any  bra  in  a  jjflfy!  Then  presto  you  are  ready  to  wear 
any  dress,  blouse,  sweater,  bathing  suit,  no  matter  how  re- 
vealing the  clothes  may  be — and  proudly  display  beautiful 
curves!  THEY  ARE  SOFT,  FLEXIBLE  AND  NATL*RAL 
LOOKING!  Made  of  a  special,  smooth,  flesh-like  rubber. 
Designed  by  eicpert  figure  stylist  to  cleverly  fit  any  size 
form,  like  one  made  to  order.  Very  light,  soft  and  com- 
fortable to  wear.  Always  keeps  its  shape,  will  not  crush! 
Stays  in  place.  Washes  easily.  Removable — worn  in  all  bras. 

SEND  NO  MONEY!  "»""*  be"comp^le'te"ly  de- 
WtaKi#    nv    ifiWiiBa  I  ■  liehted    with    your    new 

appealing:  life-like  bustline  after  10  Day  Trial  ...  or  YOUR 
MONEY  BACK  GUARANTEED.  Only  $2.98  a  pair.  You  would 
gladly  pay  much  more  to  gain  self  confidence  with  this  new 
figure!     Mail    Coupon   NOW! 


FREE  10  DAY  TRIAL  COUPON! 


TESTED  SALES.  Dept,  tR-7612 
20  Vesey  Street,  New  York  City 

Rush  to  me  a  pair  of  "LIFE-LIKE  BUST  CUPS'*  In 
plain  wrapper.  I  will  pay  postman  on  delivery  $2.98 
plus  postage.  If  after  10  days,  I  am  not  completely 
satisfied,  I  may  return  merchandise  for  my  money 
back. 
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D  Check  here  if  you  wish  to  save  postage  by  enclosing    ■ 
only  S2.98  with  coupon.  Same  Money  Back  Guarantee.    | 


IMITATION 

DIAMOND  RINGS 

$1.95     both  for     $2»95 

You  will  love  to  wear  these 
beautiful  Engagement  and 
Wedding  rings,  set  with  spar- 
kling imitation  diamonds,  a 
truly  rich  looking  bridal  set  in 
Yellow  Gold  Plate  or  Sterling 
Silver.  Satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  your  money  refunded. 

Send    No    Money 
Just    send    name,    address    and 
ring  size.  Pay  Postman  on  de- 
livery   plus    20«5'e   Federal    Tax 
and  postage  charges. 

CLARK  RING  CO.,  Dept.  700,  Box  5151,  Chicago 

■^ 

'Beads  Restrung  75cliU„6 

(Knotted    1.50)   2-Day  Service.  Necklaces,   Pearls.    All   Wortt 
Guaranteed.      Prompt    Service    on    mail    orders.      Just    send 
broken  pieces.     Returned   to  you   C.O.D.     Plus  Parcel    Post 
and    Insurance.     Also   Clasps   Fixed. 
STRINGMASTER.    Box    767A.    G.P.O..    New    York    t,    N.     V. 
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Dry  HAIR 

Jnat  try  this  SYSTEM  on  yonr  haii 
7  days  and  see  if  you  are  really  en- 
joying the  pleaanreof  attractive  hais 
that  so  often  captures  love,  romance. 

MARVELOUS  RESULTS 

when  scalp  and  hair  conditions  are 

V  normal  and  the  dry,  brittle,  breaking 

L  off  hair  can  be  retarded,  it  has  a  chance 

to  get  longer  and  much  more  beautiful. 

Just  tlY  the  JUELENE  SYSTEM  foi 

7  days,  let  your  mirror  prove  results. 

_„_  Send  $1.00.  (If  C.O.D.  plus  postage). 

Fully  guaranteed.  Yonr  money  back  if  you  are  not  delighted. 

JUEL CO., 4727  North  Damen,  DeptT-6 1 0,  Chicago 25,  III. 


Irma  Tries  An  Experiment 

{Continued  from  page  33) 


he  had  to  play,  too.  And  I  beat  him, 
Jane!  He  could  only  concentrate  on 
one  thing  and  I  could  concentrate  on 
dozens  at  the  same  time — I  could  think 
about  Al  getting  a  job  and  about  Rich- 
ard and  you  and  about  the  pickles  we 
wanted  to  get  for  dinner  and  that  funny 
woman  on  the  bus  yesterday  and  my 
new  nail  polish  and  that  green  dress 
we  saw  in  the  store  window  and  Mrs. 
O'Reilly's  rent  money  and  the  pigeons 
and — " 

"Okay — "  I  said,  hastily — "I  see  you 
won.  And  what  did  the  Beard  say  to 
that?  And  what  is  the  book  you're 
carrying?" 

"Oh,  this."  Irma  finally  managed 
the  problem  of  coat  and  book  by  drop- 
ping them  both  on  the  floor  and  then 
sitting  on  her  coat  as  she  retrieved  the 
mysterious  book.  "This  professor  got 
awfully  excited  and  he  said  that  I  was 
a  case  he'd  never  seen  before.  He  wants 
me  to  start  writing  things  down  every 
night — to  help  me  remember  and  con- 
centrate. Just  things  that  happen  to 
me  during  the  day  and  what  I  think. 
He  said  there  was  a  name  for  this  book, 
but  I've  forgotten  what  it  was  except 
that  it  had  something  to  do  with  milk." 

I'M  GETTING  used  to  her  mental  pro- 
cesses by  now,  so  it  only  took  me  a 
second  to  figure  that  one  out.  "Not 
dairy,  Irma.  Diary.  The  Beard  wants 
you  to  keep  a  diary."  And  I  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief — this  certainly  sounded 
harmless  enough. 

So  that's  the  way  it  started. 

When  Al,  Irma's  boy-friend,  came 
over  for  dinner  that  evening  he  was 
too  tired  from  dodging  work  all  day 
to  be  very  much  interested.  Besides — 
as  he  said — he'd  never  heard  of  anyone 
keeping  a  diary,  though  plenty  of  his 
race-track  friends  kept  book.  It  took 
a  little  while  to  explain  that  to  Irma, 
too,  so  that  it  was  long  after  dinner  was 
over  and  the  dishes  had  been  washed 
before  we  came  back  again  to  the  sub- 
ject. 

"What  goes  into  this  diary  thing?" 
Al  asked. 

"Oh — "  vaguely — "the  Professor  said 
to  write  down  anything  important  or 
interesting  that  happened  during  the 
day.   And  the  things  I  think  about." 

"You  mean  everything  about  us, 
Irma?" 

Her  blue  eyes  got  rounder  than  usual. 
"Oh,  I'm  glad  I  didn't  start  this  diary 
when  we  first  met,  Al.  Just  think — I'd 
have  to  write  that  you  came  over  for 
dinner  and  then  you  held  my  hand  and 
said  as  soon  as  you  got  a  job  we'd  get 
married." 

"What's  wrong  with  that?" 

"Ditto  marks.  I  couldn't  just  go  on, 
every  day,  writing  that  you  came  over 
for  dinner  and  held  my  hand  and  as 
soon  as  you  got  a  job  we  would — " 

Al  got  up  hastily  and  left,  saying  he 
had  an  early  appointment  in  the  morn- 
ing to  see  a  man  about  some  unemploy- 
ment insurance. 

After  Al  left,  Irma  really  got  down  to 
business.  Pencil  in  hand,  she  curled 
up  on  the  end  of  the  sofa  and  attacked 
the  clean  white  pages  of  the  diary.  Out 
of  the  corner  of  my  eye  I  watched  her 
as  she  chewed  the  end  of  the  pencil, 
looked  out  into  space,  frowned  a  little, 
nodded  and  then  shook  her  head  vio- 
lently, got  up,  sharpened  her  pencil, 
sat  down  and  sighed.  She'd  start  to 
write  and  then  hesitate  and  stop;  put 


the  pencil  back  into  her  mouth  and 
chew  on  the  eraser  again. 

Professor  Kropotkin,  our  neighboring 
roomer  from  upstairs,  stuck  his  head  in 
the  doorway  to  wish  us  a  nice  Valen- 
tine's Day. 

"But  it  isn't!"  Irma  eagerly  corrected 
him.  I  think  she  was  glad  of  the  inter- 
ruption.   "It's  no  holiday,  today." 

"I  know,"  he  told  us,  airily.  "But  I 
feel  happy.  I  feel  like  holiday.  So  I 
pick  one.  Christmas — no,  Christmas  is 
too  expensive.  I  don't  like  turkey  so  it 
can't  be  Thanksgiving.  Mrs.  O'Reilly 
wouldn't  let  us  set  off  any  firecrackers 
in  this  dump — I  mean,  this  apartment. 
So  I  pick  Valentine's  Day.  Will  you  be 
my  Valentine?" 

"I  don't  think  Al  would  like  that — " 
doubtfully.  "Besides,  I'm  trying  to 
write  in  my  diary.  You  must  excuse 
me,  Professor  Kropotkin." 

"Oh."  He  looked  dubious,  but  im- 
pressed. And  he  tiptoed  out  of  the 
room. 

Once  more  Irma  set  herself  to  write. 
Once  more  the  pencil  started  and  then 
stopped.  Finally  she  got  up  and  turned 
on  the  radio,  listened  for  a  while,  picked 
up  a  book  and  started  to  read.  Sighed 
a  little  and  leaned  back  on  the  sofa. 

I  was  just  about  to  suggest  that  she 
give  it  up  as  a  bad  job,  when  suddenly 
she  started  to  write.  I  think  she  must 
have  written  for  ten  minutes  without 
stopping.  Then  with  a  relieved  sigh 
she  closed  the  book  with  a  bang  and 
stood  up. 

"There!  That's  done.  Do  you  want 
me  to  read  it  to  you,  Jane?" 

"No,  Irma.  Diaries  are  supposed  to 
be  secret.  That's  why  people  start  out 
'Dear  Diary — '  " 

"But  I  don't  know  anyone  by  that 
name.  So  I  started  it  'Dear  Jane' — oh, 
I'm  sleepy.   I  think  I'll  go  to  bed." 

IN  A  FEW  minutes  the  apartment  was 
quiet.  When  I  finally  finished  sewing 
up  a  rent  in  my  apron,  the  only  sound 
was  the  quiet  breathing  of  Irma  from 
the  bedroom.  In  fact,  the  whole  house 
was  quiet.  From  downstairs  I  could 
hear  Mrs.  O'Reilly  singing  "Danny  Boy" 
off-key  to  herself,  but  it  was  too  far 
away  to  disturb  me.  I  started  to  switch 
off  the  lights  when  I  noticed  the  diary 
lying  on  the  table. 

Should  I  read  it?  After  all,  Irma  had 
said  to — it  was  addressed  to  me — it 
wasn't  like  reading  someone's  personal 
mail — and,  besides,  I  had  to  look  after 
Irma — not  that  she  would  have  anything 
to  write  that  would  be  news  to  me — 

The  temptation  was  too  strong. 

I  began  to  read  .  .  .  "Dear  Jane — It 
was  a  beautiful  day  today,  wasn't  it. 
The  sun  was  shining.  Only  it  was  not 
a  beautiful  day  for  me,  only  for  those 
people  who  are  alive,  and  I  am  dead 
.  .  .  dead  inside — " 

I  blinked  my  eyes  rapidly.  What  was 
this? 

" — He  says  he  loves  me,  but  I  know 
he  doesn't.  He  loves  her.  They  think  I 
do  not  suspect  what  is  going  on  but  I 
know  the  truth.  Oh,  how  could  he  be 
so  faithless  as  to  come  here  and  pretend 
he  loves  me  when  he  loves  another! 
My  heart  is  torn.  He  is  only  interested 
in  me  because  of  my  money.  What  shall 
I  do?  I  don't  know — but  I'll  do  some- 
thing! They  didn't  see  me  last  night 
when  they  were  at  the  Ritz — but  I 
watched  them." 

My  mouth  opened.   And  closed.   How 
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in  the  world  could  Irma  write  such 
things!  That  poor  little  darling— and  I 
never  suspected!  And  Al — taking  a  girl 
to  the  Ritz! 

I  flew  down  the  stairs.  The  phone 
was  in  the  hall  and  I  knew  Mrs. 
O'Reilly  would  hear  every  word,  but  I 
didn't  care.  Getting  Irma  out  of  trouble 
was  my  daily  task,  but  this  was  too  big 
for  me  to  handle,  alone. 

"Richard — !"  I  croaked  over  the 
phone.  My  knees  were  wobbly.  "You've 
got  to  come  over  here — right  away.  I 
need  you,"  I  wailed. 

"Jane."  I  could  hear  him  groaning 
on  the  other  end  of  the  phone.  "What 
has  Irma  done  now?" 

"It's  not  what  she's  done — it's  what 
Al's  done — I  mean,  it's  what  she  might 
do — oh!  hurry  up  and  come  over, 
Richard." 

He  was  there  in  a  very  short  time, 
really,  but  it  seemed  like  hours.  Natu- 
ally  Mrs.  O'Reilly  had  heard  my  phone 
call,  so  naturally  she  came  panting  up 
the  stairs  to  join  the  conference.  Irma 
was  still  asleep. 

RICHARD'S  eyes  were  bulging  when 
he  read  the  diary.  (Even  with  his 
eyes  bulging  he's  still  the  handsomest 
boss  I  ever  had.)  And  he  held  my  hand 
— which  could  almost  make  me  wish 
that  Irma  would  get  into  trouble  more 
often — heaven  forbid! 

"Who  would  have  ever  thought  that 
of  Al?" 

"I  would."  Mrs.  O'Reilly  nodded  her 
head,  darkly.  "I  can  spot  'em  a  mile  off 
— the  ones  that  leave  suitcases  full  of 
telephone  books  and  sneak  off  without 
paying  their  rent.  But  that  he  would 
do  this  to  her — "  Mrs.  O'Reilly  dabbed 
at  her  eyes  with  her  apron — "that  sweet, 
purty  thing."  Our  landlady  had  ob- 
viously forgotten  that  she  had  just  told 
me  the  other  day  that  we  would  have 
to  move  if  Irma  forgot  once  more  and 
let  the  bathtub  overflow. 

"Oh,  Richard — I'm  so  worried.  I 
don't  know  what  she  might  do.  She 
sounds  desperate!"  I  was  whispering  so 
as  not  to  wake  up  Irma. 

He  frowned.  "I  don't  get  it — what 
she  says  here  about  his  being  interested 
in  her  because  of  her  money.  She  hasn't 
any  money." 

"Well — she  does  pay  their  way  when 
they  go  to  the  movies!  And  he  eats 
here  a  lot  of  the  time." 

Richard  patted  my  shoulder.  I  moved 
a  little  closer,  wishing  that  Mrs.  O'Reil- 
ly wouldn't  just  stand  there — I  needed 
consoling  and  Richard  could  do  a  bang- 
up  job  of  consoling. 

"Don't  worry,  Jane.  I'll  tell  you  what 
I  think.  I  think  we  shouldn't  say  a  word 
about  this  to  Irma — but  watch  her. 
Wait  for  her  to  tell  you,  first.  And 
watch  Al.  I'll  do  that — I'll  come  home 
with  you  tomorrow  for  dinner  and  we'll 
keep  them  both  under  observation." 

I  agreed.  And  since  Mrs.  O'Reilly 
showed  no  signs  of  leaving  until  he 
did,  Richard  reluctantly  said  goodnight 
and  see-you-tomorrow  and  I  was  left 
alone. 

Before  I  let  down  my  own  Murphy 
bed  in  the  living  room,  I  peeked  in  on 
Irma.  There  she  slept — the  poor  little 
darling — looking  so  peaceful  in  my 
very  best  nightgown,  with  my  three- 
dollar  night  cream  on  her  face  and  my 
ribbon  in  her  hair — and  who  knows 
what  terrible  dreams  going  on  in  her 
mind?  Her  boy-friend  faithless,  in 
love  with  another  woman,  her  heart 
breaking  and  desperate! 

The  next  morning  at  the  office  I  told 
Richard — "And  she  was  just  the  same 
this  morning  as  she  is  every  morning. 
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ALL  SIZES! 


GRAY,  GREEN, 

BLUE,  BROWN 

OR  BLACK  WITH 

CONTRASTING 

STRIPES 


Just  look  at  this  marvelous  two- 
piece  suit— then  look  again 
at  the  astounding  Broadway 
Fashions  price!  Only  $6.98! 
"Unbelievable"  you'll  say— for 
that's  what  everyone  says! 
Beautifully  tailored  new  longer 
jacket  with  softly  rolled  collar, 
important  looking  pocket  flaps. 
Gored  skirt  with  zipper  closing. 
Crisp  spun  rayon.  Sizes  9-11- 
13-15-17;  14-16-18-20; 
38-40-42-44.  Rush  coupon. 
We  mail  immediately. 
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599Broadway,  New  York  1 1,  N.  Y. 

Send  this  lovely  dress  on  opprovol. 
I'll  pay  postmon  $6.98  plus  postage 
ond  C.O.D.  chorges.  I  (  not  delighted, 
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STAMMER? 


This  new  128- page  Book,  "SlauiniL-ring,  It's  Cauf 
and  Correction."  describes  the  liogue  Unit  Method 
for  scientilic  correction  of  stammering  and  stut- 
tering— successful  for  46  years.  Benj.  N.  Bogue, 
Det)t.  7502.  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4,  Ind. 
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GIVEN 


Just  Send  Your  Name  and  Address 

We  will  mall  you  this  beautiful  GLOW- 
ING CROSS.  Also  FREE  CATALOQ 
showing  many  VALUABLE  GIFTS  that 
are  GIVEN  with  PULL  INFORMA- 
TION on  HOW  TO  RECEIVE  THEM. 
Enclose  stamp  or  coin  for  malUog 
GLOWING  CROSS. 

THE  RELIGIOUS  HOUSE,  Dept.  MAC. 
7002   N.   Clark  St.  Chicago  26,    III. 


Sterling  Silver 


cADDLE  RING 


Authentic  replica  o*  champronihip  rodeo 
uddlel  Handsomely  formed  from  solid 
Sterling  Silver,  by  eipert  silver  croftsmert. 
Men's,  Women's,  Children's  styles.  Sen* 
en  approval, 

SEND  NO  MONEY)  Just  clip  ed  and 
mail  with  name,  address,  ring  style  and 
size.  Pay  postman  only  $4.95  [includes  tai) 
plus  postage,  weai*  5  days.  If  not  delighted, 
return  for  full  refund. 


it's  a  60thiC  JARPROOF 


^  fhe  on/y  wofcft  wAoi e  HEART    iV 

^'  GUARANTEED  A  LIFETIME 

Gothic  Jarproof  Watches  — for  active 
T-'fi  men  and  women— priced  from  $33.75 
,^  to  $1,000.  (ind.  Fed.  Tax).  Sold  by 
Ij  selected  Franchised  Jewelers  only. 
Write  for  free  booklet  "MW" 

'Balance  staff  and  its  Jewels 

f%  GOTHIC  JARPROOF  WATCH  CORP. 

37  West  57th   Street,   New  York   If,  N.  Y. 

•  ",,-  ^;  '  -'-    '  -      'X  .'^L.'  \.i»  M^ -CSSJ '«5'  ■ 
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Don't  Neglect 

CONSTIPATION 

when  you  have  a 


COLD 


'•   It's     important, 
when    you    have    a 
cold,    to    keep    your , 
bowels   open.    So,   if  I 
you  need  a  laxative, 
take  Ex-Lax ! 

Ex-Lax  gets  results  easily,  com- 
fortably— it  isn't  violent  or  upsetting 
as  some  laxatives  are.  When  you  take 
Ex-Lax,  you  hardly  knowr  you  have 
used  a  laxative,  except  for  the  satis- 
fying relief  you  get. 

Yet,  gentle  as  it  is,  you  can  depend 
on  Ex-Lax  for  a  thorough  bowel 
movement.  It  is  biologically  tested  for 
effective  action.  Many  doctors  use 
Ex-Lax  in  their  practice. 

And  remember,  Ex-Lax  has  a  deli- 
cious chocolate  taste — not  a  bit  like 
medicine.  It's  a  real  pleasure  to  take ! 

So  get  Ex-Lax.  It's  America's  most 
widely  used  laxative — the  favorite  of 
old  and  young  alike.  Still  only  10#. 
Economy  size,  25^. 

When  Nature  "forgets"... remember 

EX-LAX 

THE  CHOCOLAfED   LAXATIVE 

£)  1947,  Ex-Lax,  Inc. 
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f^S"m "'  PSORIASIS 

ISCflLV-     SKIN     TROUBLEI 


MAKE  TttE  ONE 

SPOT^ 

TEST.  )k' 


^DCRinOIL 


Prove  It  yourself  no  matter 

bow  lon^  you  have  suffered 

or    what   you   have   tried. 

Beautiful  bo<A  on  psoiia* 

sis   and   Derm  oil    with 

amazing,     true    photo. 

Sraphic  proof  of  result* 

MQt  FREE.  Writa  for  It. 


{END    FOR 

GENEROUS 
TRIAL 
SIZE  ^ 


Don't   miatAlM   ecxoma 

for   the   stubborn,    uQl 
embarra*»in9  scaly  sk 
disease  Psoriasis    Apply 
non-ataining    De  r  mo  i  1 . 
Thousands    do    for    scaly 
spots    on    body    or    scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after 
years    of    suffer  inpr.    report 
the   scales    have   cone,    the 

red  patches  gradually  disappeared  and  -^^^^^^^^ 
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  a^aln.  Dermoll 
Is  used  by  many  doctors  and  is  backed  by  a  positive  _ 
ment  to  ^ve  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  Is  re- 
funded without  question.  Send  lOc  {stamps  or  coin)  for 
fenerous  trial  bottJe  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test", 
est  it  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 
your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  Print  name 
Plainly.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgreen  Drug 
Stores  and  other  leading  Druggists.  LAKE  LABORATORIES, 
Box  547,  Northwestern  Station,  Dept.  9804.  Detroit  4,  Mich. 


SOFT 
.CORNS 

Between  Toes 


INSTANTLY  Relieved,  QUICKLY  Removed 

Soft  Corns  occur  only  between  the  toes.  To 
instantly  relieve  and  speedily  remove  them,  use 
Dr.  SchoU's  Zino-pads  in  the  speciail  size  and 
shape  for  Soft  Corns  (Soft  Com  Size).  Be  sure 
to  ask  for  them  by  that  name.  Sold  everywhere. 
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Forgetting  to  put  water  in  the  coffee 
pot  and  letting  the  toast  burn." 

"Maybe  what  we  haven't  realized  is 
that  all  these  mistakes  she  makes  is 
because  she's  thinking  about  something 
else." 

I  looked  at  him  doubtfully.  No  one 
can  tell  me  that  Irma  wasn't  acting 
like — well,  just  like  Irma.  Neverthe- 
less I  called  her  an  hour  later. 

"Irma?  How  are  you  feeling,  dear? 
Are  you  all  right?    Are  you  sure?" 

Her  answers  were  positive,  but  I 
wasn't  reassured.  And  an  hour  later 
I  called  again. 

"Irma? — are  you  all  right?" 

"Jane—?" 

"Are  you  all  right — isn't  there  any- 
thing you  want  to  tell  me?" 

"Oh."  There  was  silence  from  her 
end  of  the  line.  "I  don't  see  how  you 
guessed  it,  Jane.  I  only  had  it  on  for 
a  little  while  this  morning." 

"Had  what  on?" 

"Your  new  blue  coat.  Though  how 
you  knew  I  was  wearing  it — !" 

ALL  DAY  long  this  went  on.  I  couldn't 
resist  calling  her  to  check  up  and 
each  time  she  seemed  to  get  more  puz- 
zled than  ever.  I  didn't  want  to  come 
right  out  and  ask  her  about  Al,  so  I 
would  just  hint.  And  all  I  succeeded  in 
doing  was  convincing  Irma  that  some- 
thing was  wrong  with  me.  The  poor, 
brave  dear! 

By  the  time  five  o'clock  came  I  was 
practically  running  out  of  the  office, 
with  Ricliard  close  by  my  heels.  Both 
of  us  had  a  presentiment  that  something 
awful  was  going  to  happen. 

We  panted  up  the  apartment  house 
stairs,  Mrs.  O'Reilly  close  behind  us  and 
Professor  Kropotkin  coming  from  his 
upstairs  apartment  to  fall  in  line.  I 
flung  open  the  door. 

We  halted  there,  in  the  doorway. 
And  I  felt  weak  with  relief. 

"Ssh! — "  I  whispered.  "Look  at  her 
— fast  asleep  on  the  couch.  It's  all 
right,  Richard — we  needn't  have  rushed 
so.  And  look!  she's  been  writing  in  her 
diary  again — "  the  book  had  fallen 
from  her  limp  hand  to  the  floor.  I  bent 
and  picked  it  up.  The  others  crowded 
to  look  over  my  shoulder. 

"She's  been  writing  again.  This  is 
a  new  page  for  today — Richard! — listen 
to  this — '.  .  .  and  now  it  is  all  over. 
There  is  nothing  left  in  life  for  me.  I 
will  find  a  way  out;  I  will  never  stand 
in  his  way  to  happiness  .  .  .'  Richard! 
she  isn't  asleep — she's  dead!" 

Mrs.  O'Reilly  threw  her  apron  over 
her  head.  Professor  Kropotkin's  jaw 
dropped  open. 

"What's  going  on  in  here — !"  The 
voice  came  from  behind  us  and  we  all 
turned — to  see  Al  come  in  through  the 
kitchen  door  with  a  butcher  knife  in 
his  hand. 

"Murderer!"  squawked  Mrs.  O'Reilly. 

"Stay  back,  sir!"  ordered  Professor 
Kropotkin,  as  he  squeezed  himself  small 
behind  Richard. 

"Oh,  Al — how  could  you?  How  could 
you  have  done  it?    You've  killed  her — " 

"Wait  a  minute."  Richard  stopped 
me.  "What's  that  you've  got  in  your 
other  hand?" 

"A  hunk  of  bread.  I  was  just  going 
to  cut  myself  a  sandwich— and  what's 
the  matter  with  all  you  guys?  You 
gone  crazy?  Can't  a  man  make  him- 
self a  sandwich  without — " 

"And  can't  a  girl — "  this  time  the 
voice  came  from  the  couch  and  we  all 
wheeled  around  again — "can't  a  girl 
practice  her  concentrating  without 
ever3^body  coming  in  and  making  a  lot 
of  noise?    I'm  supposed  to  be  absolutely 


quiet  and  flat  on  my  back — " 

"Irma!"  I  dropped  on  my  knees  by 
the  couch,  feeling  as  if  I  were  watch- 
ing a  ghost  sit  up  and  talk.  "Are  you 
all  right?  You're  not  dead?  Irma — 
don't  do  it — you  have  got  something 
left  in  life — you've  got  all  your  friends. 
Don't  leave  us!" 

Her  big  blue  eyes  went  from  one  to 
the  other  of  us  in  bewilderment. 

"I  don't  know  what  you're  talking 
about.  The  man  on  the  park  bench  said 
I  was  to  lie  flat  on  my  back  for  a  half- 
hour  every  day  and  concentrate.  It's 
hard  work,  that  concentrating.  I'm 
hungry.  Al,  will  you  make  me  a  sand- 
wich?" 

"Me,  too."  Professor  Kropotkin's 
knees  folded  underneath  him  and  he 
sat  down,  weakly. 

"But  your  diary,  Irma — "  Richard 
persisted.  "You  said  Al  was  in  love 
with  another  woman  and  you  were 
going  to  end  it  all.  You  were  going  to 
kill  yourself  because  he  only  loved  you 
for  your  money!" 

She  sat  bolt  upright  on  the  sofa  and 
stared,  accusingly,  at  Al. 

"Al!  Is  that  true?  Do  you  love  some- 
one else?" 

"Aw,  no,  honey!" 

"But  Richard  said  you  did!" 

"No."  Richard  got  that  baffled  look 
on  his  face  that  he  always  does  when 
he  tries  to  talk  to  Irma.  "I  didn't  say 
it.  That  is — I  mean — you  said  it.  You 
wrote  it  in  your  diary." 

"Oh,  that.  I  wasn't  writing  about  Al 
and  me." 

"You  mean  you're  in  love  with  some- 
one  else?"    Now   it   was   Al's   turn   to 


SHE  SHOOK  her  curls.  "It  wasn't 
about  anyone  I  know.  I  tried  to  write 
about  myself  but  I  couldn't  think  of 
anything  to  say.  It  didn't  seem  very 
interesting  to  just  say  that  I  got  up  in 
the  morning  and  I  sat  on  a  park  bench 
and  fed  the  pigeons  and  then  Al  came 
over — my  goodness!  people's  grandchil- 
dren are  always  reading  people's 
diaries  when  people  are  dead  and  what 
would  my  grandchildren  think  of  me?  I 
didn't  want  them  to  be  disappointed  so 
I  just  copied  down  what  they  were  say- 
ing on  that  radio  program  I  was  listen- 
ing to — and  it  sounded  so  much  better. 
Don't  you  think  it  sounded  nice,  Jane? 
Don't  you  think  it  made  an  exciting 
diary?" 

"Move  over,"  I  sighed,  to  Professor 
Kropotkin.  "I've  got  to  sit  down."  Mrs. 
O'Reilly  faded  out  of  the  door.  Al  went 
back  to  the  kitchen  to  finish  his  sand- 
wich. Richard  opened  his  mouth  to 
speak,  but  then  he  seemed  to  think 
better  of  it,  and  closed  it  again.  I  knew 
just  how  he  felt. 

How  could  you  ever  make  Irma  un- 
derstand what  a  diary  was  for?  How 
explain  to  her  that  she  was  supposed 
to  write  her  own  thoughts  and  doings 
in  it,  not  someone  else's?  How  could 
you  scold  her  for  scaring  us  so? 

There  she  sat,  looking  so  pleased  with 
herself- — so  obviously  wondering  what 
we  were  all  upset  about.  And  then  she 
sighed,  looking  at  me. 

"Jane,  are  you  mad  at  me  for  some- 
thing?" 

"No.  No,  of  course,  I'm  not — "  then  I 
stopped.  "Yes,  I  am,  too.  You've  been 
wearing  my  blue  coat  again.  And  my 
best  nightgown  and  using  my  good 
night  cream!" 

And  as  I  went  into  the  bedroom  to 
take  off  my  hat,  I  heard  her  say  to 
Richard — "Oh,  I'm  so  glad  Jane  is  her- 
self again.  She  acted  so  funny  today 
and  I  was  worried!" 


This  Is  My  Husband 
Al  Jolson 

(Continued  jrom   page   22) 

even  before  we  were  married. 

It  was  in  Little  Rock,  Arkansas,  that 
I  first  saw  Al  Jolson — on  the  screen.  I 
knew  him  as  the  first  star  of  talking 
pictures  .  .  .  "Wonder  Bar"  .  .  .  "The 
Jazz  Singer"  .  .  .  Those  were  my  con- 
vent days,  before  I  graduated  into 
medical  school. 

I  think  right  now  would  be  a  good 
time  to  settle,  once  and  for  all,  those 
rumors  going  around  about  how  Al 
"discovered"  me.  Rumors  which  I  more 
than  suspect  my  husband  had  a  hand  in 
starting.  He  likes  to  tease  me  and  I 
have  heard  him,  with  an  absolutely 
straight  face,  tell  our  visitors  how  he 
found  his  "hillbilly"  wife,  who  never 
wore  shoes  until  after  he  married  her. 

Shades  of  Grandmother  Galbraith!  To 
say  nothing  of  my  Chennau  ancestors — 
who  are  probably  turning  over  in  their 
graves  at  such  lese  majeste.  The  last 
time  I  visited  our  home  in  Little  Rock 
I  had  the  feeling  I  should  slink  past 
the  portrait  gallery  with  my  head 
averted,  or  else  I  was  going  to  catch 
a  scolding  from  those  prim,  straitlaced, 
hoop-skirted  ladies  or  a  stern  eye  from 
those  Civil  War-uniformed,  mustached 
gentlemen  forebear.  They  were  the 
De  Chennau  of  Kentucky — my  mother's 
family — and  my  sisters  and  brothers 
and  myself  were  always  supposed  to 
model  ourselves  after  their  aristocratic 
behavior.  Playing  cards,  dancing  and 
going  to  the  movies  was  forbidden  and 
though  these  rules  were  relaxed  some- 
what as  we  grew  older,  you  can  well 
imagine  the  dismay  it  brought  my  fam- 
ily when  I  announced  I  was  going  to 
marry  into  the  theater  and  live  in  sinful 
Hollywood! 

MY  SISTERS  were  sure  they  were 
going  to  lose  me  forever  .  .  .  that  I 
was  going  to  some  faraway  place,  into 
another  world  from  theirs. 

Actually,  my  marriage  has  meant  no 
separation.  My  sisters  and  their  fam- 
ilies have  been  so  captivated  by  Cali- 
fornia they  now  live  in  Hollywood,  too, 
and  we  see  a  great  deal  of  each  other. 
My  father  has  retired,  and  he  and 
Mother  also  live  near  us.  Al  and  my 
father  are  great  sports  fans  and  attend 
every  baseball  game  and  football  game 
together.  While,  as  for  Mother — !  she 
adores  Al  and  hardly  a  night  goes  by, 
when  we  are  at  home,  that  he  doesn't 
insist  we  run  down  and  see  the  folks 
for  an  hour  or  so.  They  wage  long  gin- 
rummy  battles  together,  and  it  was  a 
very  special  occasion  when  Al  decided 
to  show  Mother  the  Hollywood  night 
life  and  she  had  her  first  champagne 
cocktail! 

Further  to  disperse  any  notion  that 
Al  met  me  at  the  door  of  a  share- 
cropper's cabin,  let  me  say  that  our 
meeting  was  quite  ordinary,  for  war- 
time. I  was  an  X-ray  technician,  a 
civilian  attached  to  the  Army  and  Navy 
Hospital  in  Hot  Springs,  Arkansas,  when 
Al  Jolson  came  there  to  entertain  the 
troops.  I  was  standing  all  during  the 
show,  with  an  Army  nurse,  and  my 
civilian  dress  must  have  been  quite 
noticeable  in  that  crowd. 

Immediately  afterwards,  a  friend 
brought  Al  over  to  be  introduced. 

His  first  words  were  characteristic.  Al 
is  not  a  man  to  waste  time. 

"I  just  wanted  to  see  if  you  were  as 
pretty  close  to,  as  you  were  from  the 


19  MILLION  MOTHERS  1^^  NOW  DO  THIS  TO 


Soothe,E(ise 

COUGHING,  MUSCULAR  TIGHTNESS  OF 

Children's  Colds 


WHEN  anyone  in  your  family 
catches  cold,  do  what  more 
than  19  million  mothers  do — 
Rub  throat,  chest  and  back 
with  warming,  comforting 
Vicks  VapoRub.  It's  the  best- 
known  home  remedy  you  can 
use  to  relieve  distress  of  colds. 
VapoRub 's  special  Penetrat- 
ing-Stimulating action  (as 
shown)  starts  to  work  instantly 
and  keeps  on  working  for  hours 
in  the  night  to  relieve  cough- 
ing spasms  and  ease  distress. 
It's  ideal  for  children — fine  for 
adults,  too.  Try  it!  Get  the 
one  and  only  Vicks  VapoRub. 


ugetthisspecial| 


When  Kidneys 

WorkTooOflen 

Are  you  embarrassed  and  Inconvenienced  by  too 
frequent  elimination  during  the  day  or  night?  This 
symptom  as  well  as  Smarting  Passages,  Backache. 
Leg  Pains,  Nervousness,  Rheumatic  Pains  and  Swol- 
len Anides  may  be  due  to  non-organic  and  non- 
systemic  Kidney  and  Bladder  troubles.  In  such  cases 
tile  very  first  dose  ol  the  scientifically  compounded 
medicine  called  Cystex  usually  goes  to  work  right  now 
helping  you  these  3  ways:  1.  Helps  nature  remove 
Irritating  excess  acids,  poisonous  wastes  and  certain 
germs.  2.  This  cleansing  action  helps  nature  alleviate 
many  pains,  aches,  soreness  and  stiffness.  3.  Helps 
reduce  frequent  night  and  day  calls,  thus  promoting 
better   sleep. 

Get  Cystex  from  your  druggist  today.  Give  It  a 
fair  trial  as  directed  on  package.  Money  back  guar- 
anteed unless  Cystex  satisfies  you. 


fPEBc/^^ 


Beautiful  new  prints.  Large  col- 
orful pieces.  Make  child's  play 
clothes. sun-suits,  rompers,  apronsi 
skirts,  patchwork  quilts,  lunch 
cloths,  bed-jackets,  etc.  Full  width 
material  included!  Other  pieces 
size  of  large  book  or  ma,gazine; 
All  of  usable  siae.  You'll  be  de- 
lighted. Three  povmds  (18  yds.  or 
more).  $1.98  plus  postage.  Sent 
C.O.D.  TREE  to  anyone — one 
thousand  yds.  (1,000)  thread; 
white  No.  50  free.  Equals  four- 
teen 5c  spools.  Also  dandy  needleworker's  book  free  filled  with 
patterns,  plans,  suggestions  and  illustrfltiona.  SATISFAC* 
TION  GUARANTEED.  If  not  perfectly  pleased,  return 
renin  ants  (keep  thread  and  book)  and  receive  full  refund 
including  postage.  You  be  the  judge.  You  can't  lose!  Get 
yours  nowI   Send  no  money.   Just  mail  a  card  today* 

KNIGHTS  REMNANTS,  Dept.  32-N 
3140  RooMvelt  Rd.  Chieaae  12.  llllBela 


I  CRANKY 

KEYED-UP? 
NERVOUS   TENSION 

If  your  NERVES  occasionally  get 
you  all  upset,  try  Miles  NERVINE. 
Use  only  as  directei  All  drug 
stores — two  forms  —  Liquid 
Nervine  or  effervescent  tablets. 

MILES 

MERVIHE 

Earn  ^35  a  week 

AS  A  TRAINED 
PRACTICAL  NURSE! 


Practical  nurses  are  alwaj^  needed  I 
Learn  at  borne  in  your  spare  time 
as  thousands  of  men  and  women — 18  to  60  years  of 
age — have  done  through  Chicago  School  of  Nnrsins. 
Easy-to-understand  lessons,  endorsed  by  physicians. 
One  graduate  has  charge  of  10-bed  hospital.  Nurse 
Cromer,  of  Iowa,  runs  her  own  nursing  home.  Others 
earn  $2.50  to  S5.00  a  day  in  private  practice. 

YOU  CAN  EARN  WHILE  YOU  LEARNI 
Mrs.  B.  C,  of  Texas,  earned  $474.25  while  taking 
course.  Mrs.  S.  E.  P.  started  on  her  first  case  after 
her  7th  lesson:  in  14  months  she  earned  $19001  You, 
too,  can  earn  good  money,  make  new  friends.  High 
school  not  necessary.  Eauipment  included.  Easy 
paymento.  Trial  plan.  18th  year.  Send  coupon  nowl 
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stage,"  he  explained,  casual  as  anything. 

He  asked  me  if  I  wanted  to  go  into 
movies  .  .  .  and  it  wasn't  the  usual  'line' 
because  not  long  afterwards,  although 
Al  had  gone  on  in  his  tour,  a  motion 
picture  offer  did  come  through. 

Now,  I  knew  I'd  never  be  an  actress. 
For  one  thing,  there's  my  very  pro- 
nounced Arkansas  drawl.  And  I  haven't 
that  kind  of  ambition. 

But  who  could  resist  the  chance  to 
go  to  Hollywood  and  have  a  screen 
test?  To  me,  it  was  like  a  chance  for  a 
wonderful  vacation  and  it  was  in  that 
spirit  I  accepted  it.  Al  had  been  writing 
me,  off  and  on,  and  I  thought  it  very 
kind  of  him  to  be  interested,  but  I  didn't 
suppose  his  interest  to  be  serious. 

I  didn't  expect  him  to  be  waiting  for 
me — at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning! — 
when  my  train  pulled  into  Los  Angeles! 
Eight  months  later,  in  1945,  we  drove 
to  Port  Site,  Arizona,  and  were  married. 

With  the  showing  of  the  motion  pic- 
ture "The  Jolson  Story,"  I  realized  how 
tremendously  popular  Al  is  with  people. 
I  had  always  known  that  he  was  a 
great  name  in  the  American  theater — 
even  in  Little  Rock,  Arkansas,  we  do 
hear  of  such  stage  smash  hits  as  "Hold 
On  To  Your  Hats!" — but  it  wasn't  un- 
til the  fan  mail  began  to  pour  in  from 
people  who  had  seen  the  movie  that  I 
fully  realized  how  much  everyone  loved 
him. 

And  for  the  same  reasons  I  do.  For 
his  warm,  generous  personality.  For 
the  way  he  gives — of  his  talents,  his 
time.  For  the  standards  he  sets  himself 
for  his  work.  Because  he  really  likes 
people,  that  feeling  of  me-and-you 
reaches  out  across  footlights  and  makes 
a  friend  out  of  stage  audience  or  radio 
listener. 

Because  he  is  so  sincere;  because  he 
never  says  what  he  doesn't  feel,  him- 
self— his  benefit  performances  have  had 
results  that  take  away  my  breath.  Once, 
he  appeared  in  New  York  on  behalf  of 
the  United  Jewish  Relief,  to  help  the 
displaced  persons  of  Europe,  and  in  that 
one  night  he  raised  jour  million  dollars 
from  among  two  hundred  people  in  the 
room!  He  sang  his  familiar,  beloved 
songs — actually,  he  auctioned  them  off, 
selling  them  to  the  highest  bidder, 
talking  to  them  between  songs,  raising 
them  to  such  a  genuine  emotional  pitch 
that  the  much-needed  money  just 
poured  in. 

All  during  the  war  he  sang  and  per- 
formed for  the  soldiers.  Though  his 
own  work  there  is  not  to  be  belittled, 
Al  is  prouder  yet  of  an  uncle  of  his — 
an  uncle  who,  as  the  Jewish  Rabbi,  was 
one  of  the  four  Navy  Chaplains  who 
stayed  on   deck   and  went  down  with 


their  sinking  ship,  giving  up  their 
places  in  the  life-boats  that  the  men 
might  be  saved. 

The  response  to  "The  Jolson  Story" 
has  been  so  tremendous,  the  studio  is 
reading  a  sequel  to  it — the  second  Jol- 
son story — taking  up  where  the  first 
left  oflf.  Because  Al  has  never  stopped 
being  a  success;  he  has  gone  on  to  other 
stage  hits  and  to  guest  performances  in 
the  radio.  Now,  of  course,  he  has  his 
own  program — the  Music  Hall,  over 
the  National  Broadcasting  Company 
network,  every  Thursday  evening  at 
nine  in  the  East  and  at  six  out  here 
in  the  West. 

Perhaps  my  sisters  weren't  so  far 
wrong  in  supposing  that  my  marriage 
would  mean  a  new  world  for  me.  The 
Galbraiths  are  of  a  leisurely  tempera- 
ment, and  I  must  admit  that  for  two 
years  now  I've  had  little  opportunity  to 
practice  that  leisure.  I  have  had  to 
adjust  my  tempo  of  living  to  my  very 
energetic   husband's. 

Al  not  only  comes  awake  the  mo- 
ment he  opens  his  eyes  in  the  morn- 
ing; he  is  also  immediately  into  the  day 
and  the  day's  plans.  A  four-thirty 
a.m.  call  from  his  New  York  brokers  is 
a  standard  ritual  with  him  (imagine 
being  able  to  quote  and  discuss  margins 
and  stock  market  prices  before  break- 
fast ! )  and  before  he  is  even  dressed  he 
has  arranged  and  re-arranged  his  work 
schedule  for  the  day — his  song  rehears- 
als, his  studio  conferences,  all  the  rest. 

But  I  am  a  late  sleeper.  I  come 
awake  only  after  fighting  up  through 
heavy  layers  of  sleep. 

We  compromise — with  the  help  of  the 
swimming  pool.  Al  promises  not  to 
talk  business  to  me  until  after  break- 
fast, and  to  allow  me  two  more  hours 
after  that  4:30  call,  and  I  have  learned 
to  get  up — still  half  asleep — and  follow 
him  down  the  curving  driveway  and 
into  the  cold,  bracing  waters  of  the 
pool.    That  does  it. 

In  other  ways  I  think  my  calm  tem- 
perament is  a  help  to  Al. 

He  has  so  much  vitality,  so  much 
nervous  energy,  he  is  consumed  with  it. 
Through  example,  if  nothing  else,  I 
think  I  encourage  him  to  relax.  Espe- 
cially when  he  is  first  working  out  the 
shape  of  a  new  show,  he  needs  under- 
standing. You  can't  tell  him  to  take  it 
easy.  You  have  to  find  the  little  ways 
and  in-between  times  to  divert  his  mind 
from  his  work  and  to  give  him  rest. 
Our  cooperative  cook  and  I  work  out  a 
simple  diet  for  him  then,  and  I  have 
learned  to  reach  the  telephone  before 
he  does  and  so  save  him  from  answer- 
ing numerous  unimportant  calls. 

Like  all  nervous,  effervescent  people, 
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Al  has  a  temper  which  flares  up  quickly 
and  is  over  the  next  minute.  It's  for- 
tunate for  both  of  us  that  I'm  a  happy- 
go-lucky  person,  taking  things  quietly, 
refusing  to  get  into  arguments. 

After  the  swim  and  our  breakfast, 
the  day  really  gets  going.  Al  is  usually 
home  until  at  least  eleven — sometimes 
for  lunch — but  whether  he's  at  the  pool 
or  going  over  a  new  song  with  his  ar- 
ranger or  blue-penciling  a  script  .  .  . 
the  telephone  rings.  And  rings!  Con- 
tinuously, until  late  into  the  night.  It 
might  be  a  call  from  New  York  about 
his  investments.  Or  from  the  studio 
about  the  shooting  on  the  Jolson  se- 
quel or  a  rehearsal  at  the  broadcasting 
studio.  But  whatever  it  is,  throughout 
all  of  this,  I  have  learned  to  go  placidly 
along  my  own  way — while  the  air  is 
sometimes  electrically  crackling  as  Al 
loses  his  temper  over  a  mistake  or  en- 
thuses over  a  new  idea. 

I  have  plenty  to  do.  There  are  always 
those  suitcases  to  impack! 

AND  I  am  studying  French  and  Portu- 
guese with  a  tutor.  It's  not  only  a 
question  of  wanting  to — it's  being  pre- 
pared. Who  knows  when  we'll  be  hop- 
ping of?  for  Paris  or  running  to  Brazil? 
With  Al  Jolson,  you  never  know. 

Then  there's  the  house.  Though  it's 
beautifully  decorated,  its  gray  velvet 
draperies  and  striped-satin-Empire 
sofas  are  a  little  too  formal  for  my 
taste.  Chintz  and  Early  American 
would  suit  us  better — and  certainly 
would  get  the  approval  of  our  dogs 
— a  necessary  consideration!  But  as  any 
woman  knows,  re-doing  a  house  takes 
endless  hours  of  planning  and  thought 
and  matching  swatches  and  comparing 
wallpapers — and  it  can't  be  done  long- 
distance from  Arrowhead  or  Palm 
Springs.  So  that  waits — for  that  im- 
probable time  when  Al  will  stay  put  in 
Hollywood  for  a  month  or  two. 

A  chance  acquaintance  of  ours  once 
said  to  me,  commiserating  with  me — 

"I  really  feel  sorry  for  you,  Mrs.  Jol- 
son. Being  the  wife  of  an  actor  must  be 
difficult — actors  have  so  little  idea  of  real- 
ity. They  live  in  such  an  unreal  world!" 

I  can't  defend  all  actors — but  I  know 
one  who  is  very  much  in  this  world  of 
today.  Al  is  as  keenly  interested  in 
the  news  and  politics  of  the  world  as 
he  is  in  its  entertainment.  He  reads — 
he  listens  to  the  radio  news  broadcasts 
— he  argues  and  debates  endlessly  with 
all  comers  on  the  issues  of  today. 

And,  taking  the  privilege  of  a  wife 
to  brag,  I'm  sur^  that  if  he  hadn't  been 
so  attracted  to  the  theater  as  a  boy,  he 
might  have  developed  into  another  Ein- 
stein. He  has  a  mind  like  a  mathemat- 
ical slide  rule,  adding  up  great  long 
columns  of  figures  at  a  single  glance, 
making  lightning  calculations  in  frac- 
tions and  decimal  points  while  the  rest 
of  us  are  still  plodding  with  two  and 
two  make  four.  His  stock  brokers  still 
aren't  used  to  it.  They  make  a  game 
out  of  seeing  if  they  can  catch  him  in 
a  mistake  over  the  last  night's  market 
quotations — but  so  far  it's  a  losing  game 
for  them. 

That  same  uncanny  quickness  of 
mind  helps  him  in  remembering  names 
and  faces.  I've  heard  him  recall  an  ob- 
scure bit  player  who  appeared  with  him 
in  some  long-ago  revue — or  remember 
a  chance  caller  at  his  star's  dressing 
room  at  Warner  Brothers.  Though  Al 
has  certainly  not  cultivated  this  mem- 
ory facility  deliberately,  I  can  assure 
Mr.  Dale  Carnegie  that  he  is  right — 
this  is  the  way  to  make  friends.  In 
fact,  it  can  be  a  nuisance  sometimes, 
particularly  when  I  have  inveigled  Al 
into  shopping  with  me.     I  have  stood 


on  more  sidewalks,  fidgeting — thinking 
of  that  dress  I  want  to  buy — while  Al 
stops  to  chat  with  some  stranger  who 
has  buttonholed  him  with — "Mr.  Jol- 
son, do  you  remember  me?  I  was  in 
New  York — "  and  so  they  are  off. 

Al  actually  likes  to  go  shopping  with 
me.  He  claims  I'm  the  "tweedy  type," 
which  has  meant  a  good  deal  of  revis- 
ing of  my  wardrobe  ideas.  Being  from 
Arkansas,  I  have  a  generations-long 
tradition  behind  me  with  regard  to 
clothes.  A  woman,  in  the  South,  is  a 
female;  she  starts  off  on  that  path  with 
her  first  steps,  and  she  practically 
never  leaves  off.  Which  means  feminine 
clothes:  lace  and  full  sleeves  and  soft, 
flowing  skirts.  Nothing  brisk,  nothing 
sharply  tailored.  So  Al's  preference  for 
me  in  tweeds  came  as  a  bit  of  a  shock. 
Now,  however — after  taking  a  little 
time  to  absorb  the  wrench,  and  revising 
my  whole  view  of  myself,  I  agree  with 
him.  (In  case  anyone  should  ask  me, 
there's  my  answer  to  the  question  some- 
body is  always  asking  somebody:  Do 
women  dress  to  please  men,  other 
women,  or  themselves?)  There  are 
now  six  tweed  suits  in  my  closet — and 
this  is  sunny  California  I 

Radio  is  a  fascinating  world  to  Al.  As 
I  said  before,  he  likes  people — he  feels 
he  owes  it  to  them  to  do  his  very  best 
to  entertain  them  .  .  .  and  any  actor  will 
tell  you  that  the  larger  audience  he  has, 
the  better  the  act.  That,  to  Al,  is  the 
great  and  wonderful  challenge  that 
radio  offers  over  other  mediums  of  en- 
tertainment— that  vast  unknowable  au- 
dience that  listens  to  him  from  home  all 
over  the  country.  Unlike  the  audience 
in  a  Broadway  revue  or  in  a  motion 
picture  house,  the  studio  audience  at 
the  Music  Hall  is  really  just  a  very  tiny 
fraction  of  his  real  audience  for  that 
Thursday  and  it  is  to  these  others  whom 
he  cannot  see  and  whose  applause  he 
cannot  hear,  that  Al  pours  out  the  best 
of  his  talents. 

To  me,  radio  has  another  attraction. 

It  isn't  routine.  It  means  a  new  and 
different  show  for  every  Music  Hall 
broadcast.  And  routine,  once  a  show 
gets  really  under  way  and  going 
smoothly,  can  be  deadly  to  an  Al  Jolson. 

Let  me  illustrate. 

WfHILE  "Hold  Onto  Your  Hats"  was  in 
rehearsal  and  during  the  first  months 
of  its  performances  on  Broadway,  Al 
worked  with  an  intensity  that  drove 
him  to  make  each  show  better  than  the 
last,  each  line  smoother  than  the  night 
before.  Yet — once  the  show  became  a 
smash  success — Al  became  restless.  And 
to  add  to  his  discomfort,  every  night  as 
the  footlights  darkened  and  he  stepped 
out  from  the  stage  door  onto  Broadway, 
he  saw  that  sign.  That  winking,  lighted 
sign  from  the  travel  agency  across  the 
street — "Come  to  Sunny  Florida!" 
Every  night  he  would  pull  his  overcoat 
tighter  up  around  his  neck  to  keep  out 
the  biting  cold  New  York  winds  and 
resolutely  turn  his  head  away  from  that 
sign.  But — you  guessed  it.  "There  came 
a  night  he  couldn't  resist — and  the  next 
day  he  was  in  Florida.  . 

It  can't  happen  here,  thank  goodness. 
Not  only  does  the  program  originate 
from  Sunny  California,  but  a  new  and 
different  show  every  week  means  a 
constant  new  enthusiasm  from  Al. 

Not  that,  during  the  week,  on  those 
days  when  he  isn't  rehearsing,  we  won't 
be  taking  off  for  a  few  hours  in  Del 
Mar  or  Carmel  or  Palm  Springs — but — 
I'm  keeping  my  fingers  crossed — maybe 
I  will,  finally,  get  that  dining  room 
paneled. 

But,  as  my  husband  would  say,  don't 
hold  your  breath  until  I  do. 
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Set  its- 104— 

Flashing  Replica 
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With  All  Good  Wishes 

(Continued  from  page  55) 


mix  together  fruit,  nuts  and  Va  cup 
of  the  flour.  Sift  together  remaining 
flour  and  salt.  Cream  butter  or  mar- 
garine, add  sugar  gradually  and  beat 
until  light  and  fluffy.  Add  eggs  one  at 
a  time,  beating  thoroughly  after  each 
addition.  Stir  in  milk  and  vanilla.  Add 
flour  and  salt  and  beat  until  smooth. 
Fold  in  floured  fruits  and  nuts.  Pour 
into  8  by  5  by  3-inch  loaf  pan  which 
has  been  lined  with  oiled  brown  paper. 
Bake  in  low  oven  (275°  F.),  2  to  21/2 
hours.  Makes  one  2-pound  fruit  cake. 

Old-Fashioned  Fruit  Cake 

1  cup  chopped  dates 
11/2  cups  raisins 
V2  cup  chopped  candied  lemon  or  orange  peel 
Vi  cup  chopped  maraschino  cherries 

1  cup  chopped  walnuts 

1  cup  sifted  enriched  ilour,  divided 
V2  teaspoon  baking  powder 
V4  teaspoon  cinnamon 
Vi  teaspoon  allspice 
1/4  teaspoon  cloves 
V4  teaspoon  mace 
1/2  cup  shortening 
V2  cup  sugar 

3  eggs,  unbeaten 

Vi  cup  maraschino  cherry  juice 

1  to  2  tablespoons  brandy 

Mix  fruits  and  nuts  with  2  table- 
spoons of  the  flour.  Mix  and  sift  to- 
gether remaining  flour  and  other  dry 
ingredients.  Cream  shortening,  add 
sugar  gradually  and  beat  until  light  and 
fluffy.  Add  eggs  one  at  a  time,  beating 
thoroughly  after  each  addition.  Add 
dry  ingredients,  alternately  with  cherry 
juice,  mixing  thoroughly  after  each 
addition.  Stir  in  brandy.  Fold  in  floured 
fruit  mixture.  Pour  into  8  by  5  by  3- 
inch  loaf  pan  which  has  been  lined 
with  oiled  brov^m  paper.  Bake  at  low 
temperature  (275°  F.)  2  to  21/2  hours. 
Makes  one  2-pound  loaf  cake. 

Spiced  Cranberries 

21/2  cups  sugar 
V2  cup  water 

2  2-inch  cinnamon  sticks 

1  teaspoon  whole  cloves 

2  tablespoons  lemon  juice 
Grated  peel  of  1  lemon 

4  cups  cranberries 

Combine  sugar,  water,  spices,  lemon 


juice  and  rind  in  saucepan  and  boil  for 
5  minutes.  Add  cranberries  and  cook 
slowly,  without  stirring,  until  all  cran- 
berry skins  pop  open.  Pour  into  hot 
sterilized  jars  and  seal,  or  chill  and 
serve  immediately.    Makes  2  pints. 

Popcorn  Balls 

3  quarts  popped  corn 

2  cups  light  corn  syrup 

3  teaspoons  vinegar 

1  teaspoon  salt 

2  teaspoons  vanilla 

Place  the  popcorn  in  a  bowl  large 
enough  to  allow  plenty  of  room  for 
stirring.  Combine  corn  syrup,  vinegar 
and  salt  in  saucepan  and  cook,  stirring 
occasionally,  to  250°  F.,  or  until  a  small 
quantity  of  the  mixture,  when  dropped 
into  cold  water,  will  form  a  hard  ball. 
Remove  syrup  from  heat  and  stir  in 
vanilla.  Pour  syrup  slowly  over  pop- 
corn, stirring,  while  pouring,  with  a  2- 
tined  fork  so  that  all  popcorn  is  coated 
with  syrup.  Let  popcorn  stand  until  it 
is  cool  enough  to  be  handled,  then  form 
into  balls,  pressing  just  enough  to  make 
each  one  hold  its  shape.  Makes  10  to  12 
3-inch  balls. 

Sour  Cream  Cookies 

2  cups  sifted  enriched  flour 

1  teaspoon  baking  powder 
Vi  teaspoon  baking  soda 
1/2  teaspoon  salt 
Vs  cup  butter  or  margarine 

1  cup  sugar 
V2  teaspoon  vanilla 

1  egg,  slightly  beaten 
%  cup  sour  cream 
walnut  halves 

Mix  and  sift  together  flour,  baking 
powder,  baking  soda  and  salt.  Cream 
butter  or  margarine,  add  sugar  gradu- 
ally and  beat  until  light  and  fluffy.  Beat 
in  vanilla  and  egg.  Add  flour  mixture, 
alternately  with  sour  cream,  beating 
smooth  after  each  addition.  Drop  by 
rounded  teaspoonfuls  onto  a  greased 
cooky  sheet  and  press  a  walnut  half  in 
the  center  of  each  cooky.  Bake  in  mod- 
erately hot  oven  (375°  F.)  until  deh- 
cately  browned,  about  8  to  10  minutes. 
Makes  5  dozen  cookies. 
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Just  Like  Jan 

(Continued  from  page  41) 


She  was  graduated  from  Glendale 
High  School  in  February  last  year  with 
her  class,  despite  frequent  interrup- 
tions for  work  assignments,  and  was 
just  as  proud  of  her  high  marks  in 
Spanish  and  Journalism  as  of  her  suc- 
cess in  the  leading  role  in  "R.U.R.",  the 
Senior  Class  play. 

There  was  a  painful  period  when  Jan 
was  in  Junior  High  School,  her  mother 
recalls,  when  Jan's  young  friends, 
awed  by  her  sudden  success,  dropped 
her.   The  little  girl's  heart  was  broken. 

"We  tried  to  convince  her  that  it  was 
not  her  fault,"  Mrs.  Koford  says.  (Jan's 
professional  name  is  a  slight  abbrevia- 
tion of  the  family  name.)  "Wally  told 
her  that  the  kids  didn't  like  her  less — 
they  thought  she  would  be  too  busy, 
too  involved  with  new,  famous  friends 
to  have  time  for  them. 

"Jan  hit  the  roof  at  that.  She  hadn't 
changed.  She  hadn't  gone  Hollywood. 
She  didn't  rest  until  she  was  back  in 
the  inner  circle  with  every  one  of  the 
girls  and  boys  who  had  snubbed  her." 

She  still  goes  to  all  of  their  parties — 
they  come  to  hers. 

RIGHT  now,  when  many  of  her  girl 
friends  are  announcing  wedding 
dates,  she  is  on  a  gay  whirl  of  engage- 
ment parties. 

"But  Jan  doesn't  plan  to  be  serious 
about  any  boy  for  five  more  years — 
until  she  is  twenty-three" — her  mother 
says. 

"Twenty-two,"  Jan  corrects  her, 
firmly. 

The  sudden  shrinkage  in  Jan's  roman- 
tic deadline  may  have  something  to  do 
with  Bert  West,  the  good-looking 
U.C.L.A.  engineering  major  who  has 
been  giving  her  a  terrific  rush. 

Bert  likes  swimming  and  riding 
parties,  which  are  Jan's  favorite  fun 
too,  and  his  fraternity  brothers  have 
voted  unanimous  approval  to  his  petite, 
vivacious  girl  friend. 

"You're  just  what  U.C.L.A.  needs," 
one  of  them  told  her  after  a  dance  at 
the  fraternity  house  last  Autumn, 
"come  on  out  and  register." 

Jan,  previously  content  to  do  her 
studying — in  singing,  drama,  languages 
— with  private  teachers,  applied  next 
day  for  entrance  to  the  University. 
U.C.L.A.,  like  every  other  big  college 
in  the  country,  is  overcrowded.  The 
waiting  lists  are  enormous,  and  Jan 
thus  far  has  not  been  accepted.  If  she 
should  receive  an  affirmative  answer, 
however,  her  parents  are  quite  sure 
that  she  will  sidetrack  all  professional 
work  for  as  long  as  it  takes  to  be  "edu- 
cated." 

Being  "educated"  to  Jan,  like  to  most 
teen-agers,  has  a  great  deal  to  do  with 
belonging  to  the  crowd. 

Jan's  best  girl  friend,  Joan  Winchel, 
entered  the  University  of  California  at 
Berkeley  this  year,  and  Jan  misses  her 
terribly.  And  she  feels  she  will  be 
missing  something  really  important 
if  she  has  to  forego  campus  life. 

Her  parents  are  intelligent  enough 
not  to  quarrel  with  Jan's  college  ambi- 
tions. "It  is  something  she  has  to  de- 
cide for  herself,"  he  mother  says. 

Mrs.  Koford,  who  has  helped  Jan 
enormously  in  all  of  her  professional 
work — she  is  a  photographer's  model 
herself,  currently  smiling  at  you  from 
automobile  ads — is  nevertheless  care- 
ful not  to  turn  "Hollywood  mother." 

"Jan  wouldn't  let  me,"  she  says. 

The  Kofords  are  permitted  by  their 


daughter  to  have  one  photograph  of 
Jan  on  view  in  the  house — in  a  double 
frame  with  one  of  Wally.  The  collec- 
tion of  glamor  portraits  of  Jan,  which 
includes  the  work  of  every  famous 
photographer  on  the  West  Coast,  and 
which  has  landed  Jan's  pert  face  on 
the  covers  of  a  dozen  national  maga- 
zines, is  kept  strictly  in  the  bottom 
drawer,  along  with  the  motion  picture 
stills,  publicity  stories,  radio  transcrip- 
tions. 

"The  kids  wouldn't  be  interested, 
mother,"  Jan  says,  putting  her  tiny 
foot  down  hard  whenever  mama — who 
is  understandably  proud  of  her — begins 
looking  in  the  direction  of  the  scrap- 
book  drawer. 

"Jan's  right,"  Wally  seconds  the  mo- 
tion, and  the  bottom  drawer  stays  but- 
toned. 

"Wally  is  worse  than  Jan,"  his  mother 
says.  About  as  photogenic  as  his  sister, 
the  fourteen-year-old  boy  has  been 
approached  more  than  once  for  model- 
ing assignments,  and  for  small  parts 
in  motion  pictures. 

All  he  does  is  yawn. 

"I'll  do  it,"  he  concedes,  "but  just 
for  the  money."  (Wally  wants  to  spend 
next  summer  in  camp  and  is  currently 
of  practical  mind.) 

But,  he  adds,  what  he  really  wants 
to  be  is  a  baseball  player.  (The  camp 
is  at  Catalina  Island.  So  is  the  training 
camp  of  the  Chicago  Cubs.) 

Wally's  relationship  with  his  big  sis- 
ter is  refreshing.  Jan,  who  is  five  feet 
two  and  weighs  a  scant  105,  is  not  quite 
as  big  as  he  is — and  Wally's  physical 
edge  is  matched  by  a  masculine  au- 
thority. 

HE  LISTENS  to  every  one  of  Jan's 
radio  performances — and  his  criti- 
cism— which  is  apt  to  be  brutal — is  the 
only  one  Jan  wants  to  hear  when  she 
gets  home.  She  listens  with  respect,  and 
she  can  take  it. 

"But  if  Wally  says  I  did  fine,  I  know 
I  did  fine,"  she  says,  and  then  she 
dances  in  the  clouds. 

Wally  is  equally  frank  with  his 
mother.  When  she  visited  his  school 
recently  he  asked  her  please  to  comb 
her  hair  differently  next  time  she  came. 

Mrs.  Koford  has  been  very  proud  of 
her  sleek,  modish  coiffure. 

"Too  fancy,"  Wally  decided.  "I  was 
awfully  embarrassed." 

Too  bad,  the  Kofords  think,  that  all 
of  Jan's  professional  friends  don't  know 
Wally.  "They  wouldn't  worry  so  much 
about  Jan. 

"The  head-shaking  that  goes  on  is 
terrific,"  Mrs.  Koford  says,  laughing. 
"Nothing  can  stop  Jan,  everybody  says, 
if  only  she  stays  as  sweet  as  she  is,  as 
unspoiled.  But  apparently  they  think 
the  if  is  unsurmountable.  Hollywood 
is  too  used  to  the  story  of  the  charming 
adolescent  changed  by  success  to  an 
obnoxious,   demanding,   spoiled    child." 

The  Kofords  themselves  are  not  wor- 
ried. They've  seen  Jan  throw  off  the 
temptation  to  go-Hollywood  too  often, 
and  they  know  what  Wally  would  do — 
in  the  second  line  of  defense — if  his 
sister  ever  should  weaken. 

Although  she's  only  eighteen,  Jan  is 
an  old-timer  professionally. 

She  played  her  first  movie  part  at 
the  age  of  eleven  after  an  experience 
which  sounds  so  obviously  made-up 
that  no  one  has  ever  printed  it.  But 
the  Kofords — backed  up  by  their  good 
friends,    and    neighbors,    the    Thomas 
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Walkers — insist  that  it  is  true. 

Jan  was  a  talented,  pretty  youngster 
and  the  Walkers  thought  she  "ought  to 
be  in  pictures."  The  Kofords  pooh- 
poohed  the  idea.  So  the  Walkers,  with- 
out telling  anyone,  sent  a  photo  of  Jan 
to  a  "casting  book" — a  sort  of  commer- 
cial Who's  Who  (or  Who  Wants  to  Be 
Who)  in  which  aspirants  to  film  fame 
may  buy  space  in  which  to  display 
their  charms  for  —  they  hope  —  the 
watchful  eye  of  producers. 

In  all  of  Hollywood  history,  no  one 
has  ever  been  known  to  have  been 
"discovered"  in  a  casting  book.  No 
one,  that  is,  except  Jan  Ford. 

Producers  at  Fox  Studios,  looking 
for  a  child  to  play  Brenda  Joyce  as  a 
ten-year-old,  spied  Jan's  photo  in  the 
book — and  telephoned  her  father.  "Do 
you  have  a  blonde,  blue-eyed,  ten- 
year-old  daughter?"  they  said.  "Yes," 
he  said,  frightened.  He  thought  she 
had  been  in  an  accident. 

But  she  was  wanted  for  a  part  in  a 
movie! 

This  time  Mr.  Koford  thought  some- 
body was  kidding  him,  and  hung  up. 

The  talent  scout  called  back,  con- 
vinced the  Kofords  that  the  Studio's 
interest  was  legitimate,  and  they  agreed 
to  have  Jan  at  the  studio  at  nine  on 
Monday. 

The  date  set,  the  family  was  in  a 
panic.  This  was  Saturday,  the  all-im- 
portant date  was  Monday,  and  Jan  had 
braces  on  her  teeth! 

The  family  dentist  worked  all  day 
Sunday  taking  them  off. 

Jan  had  her  interview,  then  a  screen- 
test,  and  got  the  part. 

Then  the  producers  called  her 
mother. 

"Would  you  object,"  they  wondered, 
"if  we  put  braces  on  her  teeth?"  They 
were  needed  for  the  part! 

Reversing  the  standard  procedure, 
Jan  went  from  motion  pictures — and 
radio — to  the  magazine  covers.  She 
was  an  old  hand  at  films  and  the 
microphone  before  the  photographers 
discovered  her. 

Her  radio  debut  smacked  almost  as 
much  of  Cinderella  as  her  bow  in  pic- 
tures. Actually  her  debut  was  as  a 
radio  writer.  When  she  was  in  Junior 
High  School,  she  wrote  a  radio  play 
which  was  produced  on  KIEV,  her 
home  town  radio  station.  And  Jan  was 
interviewed  in  connection  with  the 
performance!  A  year  later  she  won  an 
amateur  radio  contest  on  Los  Angeles' 
Station  KMTR  and  soon  was  playing 
dramatic  parts  on  that  and  other  sta- 
tions. 

Photographer  John  Randolph  was  the 
first  big-time  lensman  to  see  her  possi- 
bilities as  a  cover  girl,  and  was  joined 


soon  by  Paul  Hesse — whose  "three- 
dimensional"  photo-portrait  of  Jan 
graces  his  New  York  exhibition  this 
Winter,  along  with  those  of  Ingrid 
Bergman,  Joan  Fontaine,  and  other 
stars. 

In  the  past  year,  Jan  has  "made" 
twenty  magazine  covers,  worked  con- 
sistently on  the  radio,  and  made  a 
distinct  impression  in  two  films,  "Shad- 
owed" at  Columbia,  and  "Devil  on 
Wheels,"  made  by  Eagle-Lion. 

And  now  she  has  come  into  a  co- 
starring  role  opposite  Glenn  Ford  in 
Columbia's  technicolor  picture  "The 
Return  of  October."  If  anything  were 
going  to  turn  a  girl's  head,  this  might 
easily  be  it — for  some  of  the  biggest 
Hollywood  names  have  tried  out  for 
this  part,  and  the  search  for  the  just 
right  girl  has  lasted  two  years.  But, 
being  Jan,  the  only  change  to  look  for 
is  the  one  that  had  to  be  made  in  her 
name.  Two  Fords  in  the  same  picture 
being  one  too  many,  she'll  be  "Terry 
Moore"  on  the  Columbia  lot. 

Her  success  has  been  solid  enough 
for  her  to  be  quite  independent  finan- 
cially. Of  this  she  seems  amazingly 
unaware,  and  she  trots  down  town  to 
collect  her  five  dollars  a  week  spending 
allowance  from  Andrew  Hickox,  her 
business  manager,  without  complaining 
that  she's  underpaid. 

As  a  model,  she  has  a  beautiful 
wardrobe,  of  course  —  although  the 
clothes  she  likes  best  are  those  her 
mother  makes  for  her  with  patterns  on 
her  own  sewing  machine.  And  her 
clothes  must  be  more  than  pretty — hers 
have  to  be  immaculately  clean,  and 
freshly  pressed. 

"The  ironing  board  is  down  at  our 
house  all  the  time,"  her  mother  says. 
"And  Jan  wouldn't  think  of  going  out 
without  fresh  clothes — from  the  skin 
out — every  day." 

She  does  her  own  hair — with  a  wiz- 
ard of  a  new  shampoo  she  discovered 
when  a  sample  was  deposited  in  the 
family  mailbox.  She  does  her  own 
manicures  and  pedicures  too.  She  stays 
tan — for  photographic  purposes,  and 
spends  one  happy  day  a  week  at  the 
beach  keeping  bronze-colored. 

She  is  immersed  now  in  re-doing  her 
bedroom  at  home — and  it  will  be  some- 
thing when  it  is  finished.  One  wall  will 
be  papered — black  paper  with  a  design 
of  pink  lipsticks  and  perfume  bottles. 
The  other  three  walls  will  be  done 
in  an  out-of-this-world  pink.  Jan 
wants  an  out-sized  dressing  table, 
with  plenty  of  fluff,  and  black  lacquer 
tables  and  chests.  And  a  white  string 
rug! 

"All  that — just  to  sleep  in?"  says 
Wally,  unimpressed. 
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"You  mean  Helen  Gary?  No,  not 
even  engaged.  She  works  over  at  the 
Communications  Department.  Say,  if 
you  weren't  leaving,  this  is  a  tag  dance 
and  ..." 

But  Al  had  already  left.  Not  for  his 
dormitory,  but  for  that  corner  of  the 
dance  floor  where  Helen  was.  A  sec- 
ond later  and  Al — usually  a  wonder- 
ful dancer — was  stumbling  over  his 
feet  just  as  he  stumbled  over  the  words 
of  his  self-introduction. 

Helen  was  friendly.  She  thoroughly 
approved  of  this  tall  good-looking  man. 
But  she  was  noncommittal,  shaking  her 
head  and  changing  the  subject  when  Al 
asked,  "Did  you  come  by  yourself?" 

Just  then  one  of  a  group  of  girls  at 
the  end  of  the  tennis  court  called, 
"Helen,  we're  ready  to  leave — are  you 
going  home  with  us?" 

Ah-h,  then  she'd  come  with  girls.' 
Al  quickly  maneuvered  Helen  across 
the  room  to  where  a  dignified  gray- 
haired  man  was  standing.  "You're  the 
responsible  head  of  the  department," 
Al  pleaded,  "so  please  convince  this 
young  lady  I  should  be  allowed  to  take 
her  home." 

IT  WORKED.  Maybe  because  the  de- 
partment head  assured  her  of  Al's 
utter  dependability  or  maybe  because 
the  laughing  Helen  shared  a  small  part 
of  the  excitement  that  had  gripped  Al 
since  the  first  moment  of  their  meeting. 

After  a  midnight  snack  they  walked 
slowly  home  through  the  moonlight. 
Not  once  did  they  talk  about  the  proj- 
ect—instead they  talked  of  the  years 
before,  of  their  homes  and  childhood — 
as  though  both  of  them  sensed  that  this 
was  to  be  no  casual  and  brief  friend- 
ship. 

Helen's  home  was  Tuscaloosa,  Ala- 
bama, where  her  father  was  a  retired 
railroad  engineer.  She  was  one  of 
eleven  children. 

Al  was  from  the  north.  His  father 
was  a  music  supervisor  in  Sharon, 
Pennsylvania^and  he  had  attended 
the  Case  Institute  of  Technology,  leav- 
ing there  in  1943  to  enter  his  present 
work. 

All  too  soon  they  were  at  the  door  of 
Helen's  boarding  house.  Both  seemed 
reluctant  to  have  the  evening  end.  "It's 
been  such  fun,"  Helen  said.  "The 
dance,  and  talking  about  home." 

Al  nodded.  "Yes,  I'd  almost  forgot- 
ten there  were  such  human  things  as 
families  and  school  memories,  and  .  .  . 
walking  home  in  the  moonlight." 

Helen  stood  on  the  top  step,  smiling 
down  at  him.  "One  mustn't  forget 
that  .  .  .  ever,"  she  said  softly.  As  she 
might  have  known — in  fact,  as  she  now 
admits  she  did  know — that  was  all  the 
encouragement  Al  needed. 

"When  may  I  see  you  again — tomor- 
row night?" 

In  the  weeks  that  followed,  Helen  and 
Al  became  a  familiar  twosome  at  the 
dances,  and  at  the  little  movie  theaters 
in  Oak  Ridge.  Then  Al  took  a  two- 
week  trip  to  Cambridge,  Ohio. 

"It  was  sort  of  a  wasted  vacation,"  Al 
admits  now.  "I  thought  I'd  get  Oak 
Ridge  completely  off  my  mind  and  just 
relax — but  I  kept  remembering  that 
town  ...  or  rather,  a  certain  girl  in 
that  town." 

There  was  another  outdoor  dance  the 
night  he  returned,  and  all  of  happiness 
seemed  to  surround  Helen  and  Al  as 
they  waltzed  beneath  a  canopy  of  stars. 
When    the    strains    of    "Home,    Sweet 


Home"  had  faded  into  silence,  they 
walked  down  the  boardwalk,  both  of 
them  strangely  quiet.  "I've  missed 
you,  Helen,"  Al  said  finally,  "more 
than  I've  ever  missed  anyone  in  my 
life." 

Helen  turned  to  look  at  him,  then 
stumbled  as  her  heel  caught  in  a  crack. 
Al's  arms  caught  her  before  she  fell. 
For  a  long  moment  they  looked  into 
each  other's  eyes,  then  their  lips  met  in 
one  of  the  most  magic  moments  of 
young  love — the  first  kiss. 

Finally  Helen  freed  herself.  "Please, 
Al,"  she  said  quietly,  "let's  keep  on  be- 
ing just  friends.  This  isn't  a  normal 
place  .  .  .  we're  not  leading  normal 
lives  .  .  .  how  we  can  possibly  tell 
whether  this  is  real  or  not?"  She  hesi- 
tated a  moment,  then  added  softly, 
"And  all  my  life  I've  said  I'd  wait  un- 
til I  knew  it  was  real."  And  so  Al 
had  to  be  content  to  wait.  .  .  . 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Al  bought 
his  car.  "And  what  a  car!"  Helen  says, 
laughing  at  the  remembrance.  "A 
Ford  coupe,  of  1934  vintage,  old  and 
dilapidated,  painted  a  sort  of  patch- 
work of  robin's-egg  blue." 

Al  is  even  more  rueful  when  he  dis- 
cusses the  car.  "Without  a  doubt,"  he 
says,  "that  car  resulted  in  Helen  saying 
'No'  to  at  least  one  hundred  of  my  pro- 
posals of  marriage." 

That  happened  because  of  two  things 
— the  weather  at  Oak  Ridge  during  cer- 
tain months,  and  the  condition  of  the 
ancient  coupe.  The  first  time  it  hap- 
pened, Al  and  Helen  were  driving  home 
from  an  evening  ride.  It  started  to  rain 
— it  was  always  starting  to  rain  those 
days.  But  somehow  it  seemed  only  to 
add  to  the  privacy  of  their  talk  as  the 
little  car  valiantly  splashed  along  the 
highway.  Oh,  there  were  some  draw- 
backs— for  one  thing,  the  car  smoked 
so  badly  that  the  windshield  had  to  be 
kept  open  a  trifle.  But,  as  Al  argued 
to  himself,  what  does  that  matter  when 
you're  young  and  in  love? 

IT  THE  thought,  he  stopped  the  car 
A  and  turned  to  take  Helen  in  his  arms. 
"Darling,"  he  murmured,  "you  said  to 
wait  until  we  were  sure  this  was  some- 
thing real  .  .  .  something  that  would 
last  for  always.  Surely  we  know  that 
it  is  real.  Helen,  I  want  you  to  marry 
me." 

Helen's  voice  trembled  strangely  as 
she  said,  "I'm  not  sure,  Al.  And  I  have 
to  be!  Neither  of  us  want  a  war-time 
marriage,  based  on  excitement  and  un- 
reality.   N-no,  Al,  I  c-can't  marry  you." 

"But  you  sound  afraid."  he  said  puz- 
zledly.     "Your  voice  shaking  .  .  ." 

"It  isn't  fear!"  she  interrupted  him, 
still  shivering.  "It's  cold  and  wet — 
I've  been  sitting  in  a  puddle  of  water 
from  that  open  windshield!" 

And  that  was  only  one  proposal.  Fate 
seemed  determined  to  stage  the  same 
scene  over  and  over.  Each  time  when 
the  time  seemed  right,  and  Al  would 
phrase  again  the  question  that  was  al- 
ways on  his  lips,  it  would  turn  out  to 
be  a  time  when  they  were  seated  in  the 
little  car — and  it  was  raining! 

"For  months  I  shivered  my  way 
through  a  hundred  proposals,"  laughs 
Helen.  "I  really  was  serious  about 
wanting  to  be  sure  that  we  really  loved 
each  other — and  how  can  you  be  sure 
of  anything  with  icy  water  running 
down  your  neck?" 

Then  came  the  event  that  was 
so  important  to  Al  as  a  physicist,  and 
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as  recognition  of  his  work  on  the 
atomic  energy  project — he  was  assigned 
to  participate  in  the  atom  bomb  test  at 
Bikini. 

He  proposed  again  that  night,  and 
again  Helen  hesitated,  saying,  "Al,  I 
can't  say  'yes' — I  can't  be  sure.  We 
waited  during  the  war;  but  how  do  we 
know  this  isn't  just  the  same  sort  of 
thing — making  a  decision  because  of  a 
dramatic  happening,  a  decision  that 
might  determine  either  happiness  or 
unhappiness  for  all  our  lives?" 

Al  started  to  protest,  but  from  Helen's 
side  of  the  little  car  came  the  familiar 
sound  of  chattering  teeth.  Yes,  it  was 
raining  again.  And,  as  always,  the  car 
was  leaking. 

Helen  tells  of  the  weeks  that  Al  was 
thousands  of  miles  away  at  the  Bikini 
tests.  "I  was  lonely,  yes,"  she  says. 
"In  fact,  lonelier  than  I  had  ever  be- 
fore been  in  my  life.  But  it  gave  me  a 
chance  to  think  about  Al  and  me  .  .  . 
a  chance  to  decide  whether  it  was  to  be 
only  the  most  pleasant  friendship  a 
young  couple  ever  had,  or  a  marriage 
that  could  be  the  'forever  after'  story 
of  happiness  that  everyone  wants." 

The  day  of  the  first  bomb-dropping 
at  Bikini  came,  and  Helen  sat  with 
other  girls  at  the  Oak  Ridge  project, 
listening  to  the  broadcast  of  the  dra- 
matic event.  "When  I  heard  the  roar 
of  the  static,  emphasizing  the  thousands 
of  miles  between  us,"  she  explains,  "and 
when  I  heard  the  ominous  sound  of  the 
metronome  ticking  off  the  fateful  sec- 
onds before  the  first  bomb  was  dropped, 
all  I  could  think  of  was  Al.  "The  way 
he  had  looked  that  first  night  at  the 
dance — so  tall  and  straight  and  hand- 
some. The  way  his  teeth  flashed  when 
he  smiled,  and  the  tender  sweetness  of 
that  first  kiss  the  night  I  stumbled.  Yes, 
even  the  way  he  had  to  fold  his  long 
length  into  awkward  angles  to  squeeze 
himself  into  his  tiny  car.  Why,  I  even 
felt  sentimental  about  the  car  itself, 
despite  the  hundreds  of  times  I  had 
thought  of  it  as  'The  Floating  Ice-Box'." 

Because  of  having  worked  so  long  at 
Oak  Ridge,  Helen  was  not  subject  to  all 
the  fearful  rumors  that  some  people 
had  tried  to  build  up  about  the  Bikini 
tests.  But  she  couldn't  be  sure.  What 
if  something  went  wrong — what  if  all 
that  unleashed  fury,  that  power  almost 
beyond  measurement,  were  to  turn  the 
Bikini  tests  into  a  frightful  and  ma- 
cabre horror  of  death  for  all  the  watch- 
ing personnel?  She  was  conscious  of 
her  lips  forming  the  silent  plea,  "Let 
them  be  all  right.  Please — send  Al  back 
to  me.  I  know  now.  I  know  I  love  him." 

Al  did  come  back.  "I'll  always  re- 
member that  wonderful  night,"  says 
Helen.  "I  couldn't  keep  my  eyes  off 
him — and  for  once  I  wanted  the  dance 
to  end  quickly — this  time  I  would  have 
my  answer  ready  when  he  proposed 
.  .  .  the  answer  that  I'd  really  had  in  my 
heart  all  the  time  my  lips  were  saying 
'No.'  " 

Finally  the  dance  was  over,  and  Al 
led  the  way  to  the  little  car.  But,  driv- 
ing   slowly    along    the     highway,     he 


seemed  to  be  almost  avoiding  the  sub- 
ject of  their  love.  Instead,  he  talked  of 
plans.  "I  have  a  chance  to  go  to  the 
University  of  Illinois — as  a  sort  of  as- 
sistant in  the  Department  of  Physics," 
he  said  thoughtfully.  "Part  of  my  time 
will  be  spent  as  a  student,  and  part  as 
an  instructor.  I  want  to  get  my  final 
degree  as  a  physicist.  Atomic  energy  is 
my  field,  I've  known  that  since  high 
school  days — and  I've  been  promised 
that  a  job  will  be  waiting  for  me  here 
at  Oak  Ridge." 

The  moon  overhead  went  behind  a 
sudden  cloud.  Helen  waited.  Perhaps  Al 
had  also  been  thinking  during  his  time 
at  the  Bikini  test.  And  perhaps  his 
thoughts  had  brought  about  a  different 
answer  than  hers — suddenly  the  years 
ahead  loomed  as  possibly  lonely  and 
empty  years  . .  .  years  without  Al,  with- 
out the  man  she  loved. 

But,  just  as  suddenly,  everything 
changed^and  the  years  ahead  were 
shining  years  of  promiised  happiness. 
For  Al  was  holding  her  in  his  arms,  and 
saying,  "I  love  you,  Helen.  And  you 
love  me.  We  know  that,  darling — we 
know  it's  real.  Please  say  that  you'll 
marry   me." 

OUR  acquaintance  with  Helen  and  Al 
starts  right  about  here.  After  what- 
ever words  Helen  used  to  say  her  "yes." 
After  the  usual  lovers'  look  backward 
and  the  "Why  did  you  do — or  say — 
this,  or  that?  What  were  you  thinking, 
that  time  .  .  ." 

For  they  started  trying  to  plan  their 
wedding,  and  right  away  struck  a  snag: 
families.  Helen's  parents  live  in  Ala- 
bama; Albert's  in  Ohio.  Many  of  the 
people  they'd  worked  with  at  Oak 
Ridge  had  become  their  very  dear 
friends.  No  matter  where  they  were 
married,  there  would  be  disappointed 
friends  in  two  other  parts  of  the  coun- 
try. That's  when  they  looked  at  each 
other  and  said  "Bride  and  Groom!  We'll 
write  them — if  we  were  married  on  the 
air,  everybody  would  be  there — sort  of." 

"Oh,  Al,"  Helen  added,  "wouldn't  it 
be  a  wonderful  beginning,  if  they  chose 
our  letter?  Do  you  suppose  there's  a 
chance?" 

Some  weeks  later  an  excited  young 
pair  collected  Norman  Baietti,  who'd 
come  on  from  Cambridge,  Ohio,  to  stand 
up  with  his  brother  and  Vauline  Gary, 
his  sister  from  Birmingham,  Alabama, 
and  drove  up  to  the  beautiful  Chapman 
Park  Chapel  for  their  wedding — the 
ceremony  that  was  preceded  and  fol- 
lowed by  their  appearance  on  Bride 
and  Groom. 

You  know,  there  was  another  reason 
why  we  wanted  Helen  and  Albert  to  be 
our  first  Radio  Mirror  love  story-of- 
the-month.  Look  at  their  pictures,  and 
you'll  see  it:  Helen  is  almost  six  feet 
tall.  Al  is  six-feet-nine.  Way  above 
average  heights.  If  you're  very  tall 
yourself,  or  very  small,  you  know  that 
either  way  there's  a  problem.  We 
thought  you'd  like  to  know  about  these 
two,  who  solved  it  so  delightfully  for 
each  other. 


SHAVE    TIME,    With   Lew    Parker   and    Anne   Thomas    is    heard 
on  the  following  stations: 

Alabama:  WAPI— WALA— WSFA.  Arizona:  KOY.  Arkansas:  KGHI.  California:  KECA— KXOA 
— KFSD— KQW.  Colorado:  KFEL.  Connecticut:  WDRC.  Washington,  D.  C:  WOL.  Florida:  WMBR— 
WIOD— WTSP.  Georgia:  WSB— WSAV.  Illinois:  WCFL— WJJD— WEEK.  Indipna:  WOWO— 
WFOY— WFBM.  Iowa:  WOC— KSO— KXEL.  Kansas:  WFBI.  Kentucky:  WABE.  Louhiana:  WSMB— 
KTBS.  Maryland:  WFBR.  Massachusetts:  WBZA— WTAG.  Michigan:  WJR— WOOD.  Minnesota: 
KDAL— WTCN.  Missouri:  KCMO— KFEQ— KXOK.  Nebraska:  KOIL.  New  York:  WGR— WHAM— 
WSYR— WTRY.  ;V.  Carolina:  WAYS— WPTF.  Ohio:  WKRC— WGAR— WJW— WBNS— WHIO— 
WSPD— WKBN.  Oklahoma:  KTUL— KOMA.  Oregon:  KEX.  Pennsyvania:  KYW— WIP— WCAE. 
Rhode  Island:  WEAN.  S.  Carolina:  WCSC.  Tennessee:  WOOD— WREC— WLAC.  Texas:  WBAP— 
KXYZ— KFYO— KABC.  Utah:  KUTA.  Virginia:  WTAR— WRNL.  Washington:  KOMO— KXLY.  W. 
Virginia:  WCHS.  Wisconsin:  WISN.  Canada:  CFRB  — CJAD  — CKWX— CKRC— CKCO— CFAC. 
Hawaii:  KGMB — KHBC.    Consult  your  station  for  local  time. 


They  Made  Us  Welcome 

(Continued  from  page  25) 
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children  and  I  had  never  been  very  far 
from  our  own  four  acres  outside 
Springfield,  and  each  day  turned  up 
new  wonders.  There  were  those  we 
discovered  for  ourselves  like  the 
stretch  of  road  in  Indiana  where  wild 
honeysuckle  crowded  close  on  both 
sides  of  the  highway,  miles  of  red  and 
white  and  yellow  blossoms,  exquisitely 
beautiful  and  unbearably  sweet.  Wild 
honeysuckle — and  I'd  been  so  proud  of 
the  one  small  carefully  tended  plant  I 
had  at  home!  And  there  were  the  things 
we'd  heard  about  and  read  about  and 
had  seen  pictured,  which  now  became 
living,  colorful  reality. 

At  Denver  the  children  saw  the  snow- 
capped peaks  and  demanded  to  be 
taken  up  to  them.  We  left  summer  be- 
low us  and  stood  knee-deep  in  snow  on 
Lookout  Mountain.  A  blizzard  caught 
us  on  Pike's  Peak  in  thin  hot-weather 
clothes;  we  tore  up  an  old  blanket  to 
keep  us  warm  until  we  descended  to 
the  summertime   of   Colorado   Springs. 

THE  SANTA  FE  trail  took  us  across 
New  Mexico  and  Arizona.  Nancy, 
thanks  to  her  western  movies,  had  some 
feeling  for  the  spirit  of  it,  and  both 
children  sang  "The  Atchison,  Topeka 
and  the  Santa  Fe,"  lustily  and  tirelessly. 
Lin  remarked  that  he  rather  preferred 
Crosby,  and  although  I  sympathized 
with  him,  I  couldn't  mind  too  much. 
The  children  weren't  reading  history 
and  geography  out  of  textbooks;  they 
were  riding  through  it. 

Larry  saw  his  Indians,  too,  and  their 
adobe  houses.  Unhappily,  the  Indian  in 
full  regalia,  hung  with  pounds  of  silver 
and  turquoise,  was  stationed,  not  before 
an  adobe  hut,  but,  incongruously,  out- 
side a  very  modern  hotel  in  town! 

Then  California,  and  the  minor 
miracle — for  Ohioans — of  picking 
oranges  off  the  trees,  and  the  perfect 
forest  of  oil  derricks,  and  the  state- 
owned  trailer  camp  at  Laguna  Beach, 
where  we  were  permitted  to  stay  two 
whole  weeks  instead  of  the  night  or  two 
that  other  camps  allowed. 

Hollywood,  for  all  the  graceful  palms 
on  Beverly  Drive,  held  a  bitter  disap- 
pointment for  me.  I  hadn't  been  able 
to  get  tickets  for  the  radio  programs 
ahead  of  time,  and  I  found  now  that  it 
was  impossible  to  get  them  at  the  last 
minute.  All  of  my  long  list  of  shows 
were  already  full  to  the  doors,  not  only 
the  daytime  broadcasts,  but  at  night,  as 
well.  I  settled  for  lunch  at  the  Brown 
Derby — but  it  wasn't  the  same.  It 
wasn't   radio. 

Small  wonder,  then,  that  I  was  ex- 
cited when  we  drove  into  Chicago,  some 
weeks  and  several  hundred  miles  later! 
Welcome  Travelers  tickets — the  pro- 
gram that  of  all  others,  I'd  most  wanted 
to  see — were  safe  in  my  bag — but 
even  then,  I  had  a  last-minute  scare. 
There  are  laws  against  driving  a 
trailer  through  city  traffic,  and  for 
a  while  we  couldn't  find  a  place 
to  leave  the  trailer.  One  camp  after 
another  on  the  west  side  waved  us  on, 
until  we  finally  found  one  with  a 
vacancy.  Lin,  who  was  off  to  visit  a 
business  associate,  generously  took 
Larry  with  him.  I  dressed  Nancy  and 
myself,  and  at  ten  that  morning  we 
walked  into  the  College  Inn  of  the 
Hotel  Sherman.  By  that  time  I'd 
achieved  the  state  of  dead  calm  that 
follows  too  much  tension.  It  had  taken 
a  long  time  and  a  good  many  miles,  and 


we'd  made  it  just  under  the  wire — but 
we'd  made  it,  my  first  big-time  broad- 
cast! 

I  wasn't  allowed  to  be  calm  for  long. 
We'd  no  sooner  sat  down  than  Carl 
Marx,  the  College  Inn  clown,  walked 
through  the  tables,  paging  me.  It  was 
Lin  on  the  telephone,  I  thought,  and 
apprehensively  found  my  way  to  the 
Welcome  Travelers  office.  But  it  wasn't 
Lin.  An  interviewer  for  the  program 
was  waiting  for  me,  a  blank  question- 
naire form  before  him. 

I'd  better  explain  now  that  this  pro- 
cedure was  a  little  different  from  the 
one  usually  followed.  Ordinarily — as 
Tommy  Bartlett,  conductor  of  the  pro- 
gram, explained  to  us  afterward — 
college  boys  board  trains  about  200 
miles  out  of  Chicago,  and  while  the 
trains  move  toward  the  city,  the  boys 
tell  the  passengers  about  the  program 
and  distribute  cards  inviting  them  to 
it.  At  the  same  time,  they  keep  their 
eyes  open  for  any  celebrities.  Chartered 
busses  take  the  travelers  directly  from 
the  railroad  stations  to  the  College  Inn. 
Each  guest  fills  out  a  two-page  ques- 
tionnaire, and  then  comes  the  big  job 
of  selecting  the  half-dozen  or  so  people 
who  will  be  on  the  air.  The  question- 
naires that  contain  the  most  interesting 
information  are  rushed  to  four  writers 
who  make  up  the  questions  that  are 
used  on  the  air.  The  writers'  office  looks 
like  a  miniature  library.  They  have 
guide  books  to  all  the  states  and  many 
big  cities,  reference  works  on  geog- 
raphy, a  biographical  encyclopedia,  and 
a  large  collection  of  books  on  Amer- 
icana. They  work  out  questions  about 
places  and  local  customs  that  should  be 
familiar  to  the  traveler,  and  the  ques- 
tions are  relayed  to  Tommy  Bartlett  a 
few  minutes  before  air  time. 

BUT  I  hadn't  come  by  train,  and  I'd 
had  no  chance  to  fill  out  a  question- 
naire thoughtfully  and  at  leisure.  In- 
stead, I  was  being  interviewed  by  a 
young  man  who  was  trying  not  to  look 
too  hurried.  I  sat  there,  trying  desper- 
ately to  pick  the  right,  concise  answer 
out  of  the  dozens  that  crowded  into  my 
mind. 

The  purpose  of  our  trip?  That  was  an 
easy  one. 

Points  of  interest  along  the  way? 
My  head  swam  as  I  tried  to  think  back 
over  the  whole  crowded  summer.  What 
would  the  interviewer  consider  a  point 
of  interest  worthy  of  the  program?  The 
mountains,  each  range  incredibly  dif- 
ferent, incredibly  more  beautiful  than 
the  other?  The  salt  shining  white  on 
the  Idaho  desert?  The  tunnels  carved 
out  of  solid  rock,  through  which  we 
drove  along  the  Shoshone  River?  The 
unforgettable  reds  and  yellows  and 
purples  of  the  Yellowstone  River  Grand 
Canyon?  The  stern  dignity  of  the  Rush- 
more    Memorial    in    the   Black    Hills? 

Any  unusual  incidents?  Again  my 
mind  went  blank.  Didn't  he  realize  that 
every  day^  had  been  crammed  with  the 
unusual  for  us?  How  about  driving  into 
Reno  through  a  land  still  black  and 
smoking  from  the  ravages  of  forest  fire, 
past  the  charred  skeletons  of  Army 
trucks  that  had  been  called  out  to  com- 
bat the  disaster?  How  about  the  brush 
fire  in  Idaho,  when  the  flames  had  come 
licking  up  around  the  car?  Or  how 
about  the  rodeo  at  Twin  Falls,  and  the 
hotel  in  Jordan  Valley  where  Nancy 
had    finally    seen    and    actually    talked 
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Deodorant.  Checks  Underarm 
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Doubly  Safe! 


Only  VETO  Contains  DURATEX,  exclusive  new  safety 

ingredient!  Veto  is  different  from  any  other  deo- 
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Immediate 
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with  her  cherished,  dreamed-of  cow- 
boys? And  we'd  parked  the  trailer  al- 
most under  the  very  plume  of  Old 
Faithful  geyser,  and  had  gone  swim- 
ming in  mineral  water  that  rose  bath 
temperature  out  of  the  ground. 

I  couldn't  have  answered  coherently. 
The  interviewer  smiled  and  said  that 
he  thought  he  had  enough  information 
— but  he  didn't  say  that  I  might  be 
called  on  the  program. 

The  warm-up  period  was  in  progress. 
Nancy  frowned  when  I  would  have 
spoken  to  her,  and  sternly  directed  my 
attention  to  the  stage,  where  two  of  the 
guests,  a  man  and  a  woman,  were  racing 
to  dress  over  their  regular  clothing — 
women's  garments  for  the  man,  trousers 
for  the  woman.  I  began  to  relax  and 
enjoy  myself.  It  would  have  been  im- 
possible not  to.  There  was  so  much 
laughter,  so  much  going  on,  such  a 
spirit  of  informality  and  friendliness 
and  fun. 

Tommy  had  a  nineteen-year-old 
Army  private  before  the  microphone, 
Clyde  Bailey  from  Pennsylvania.  He 
was  on  his  way  to  Hamilton  Field,  he 
told  Tommy,  and  then  to  Japan,  he 
hoped  as  a  radar  mechanic. 

"Did  you  leave  a  girl  back  home?" 
Tommy   asked. 

"Yes,  I  did,"  said  Clyde. 

"How  long  have  you  known  her?" 
Tommy  went  on. 

Clyde  hesitated.  "I  met  her  on  my 
last  leave." 

Tommy's  eyes  twinkled.  "And  when 
was  your  last  leave?" 

"Why,"  Clyde  answered  innocently, 
"I'm  just  coming  off  it!" 

He  was  given  a  pen  and  pencil  set 
for  himself,  and  a  suit  from  a  smart 
Michigan  Avenue  shop  for  that  brand- 
new  girl  of  his  back  home. 

Near  us  sat  a  Mrs.  Alfreda  Dzier- 
zanowski  and  her  thirteen-year-old 
son,  Joe.  Under  Tommy's  questioning 
they  explained  that  they'd  come  in  by 
train  from  Buffalo,  and  that  Joe  was  on 
his  way  to  St.  Bonaventure's  school 
near  Sturtevant,  Wisconsin,  to  start  his 
study  for  the  priesthood. 

"What  city  in  the  United  States," 
Tommy  asked  Joe,  "has  a  picture  of  its 
namesake  on  a  coin?" 

"Buffalo,"  said  Joe — and  for  that  he 
received  a  wrist  watch,  and  his  mother 
was  given  a  hand  bag. 

I  was  so  interested  in  the  other 
travelers  that  I'd  forgotten  myself, 
when  suddenly  Jim  Ameche  was  stand- 
ing before  Nancy  and  me — and  then  we 
were  rising,  following  him  up  to 
Tommy.  "Tommy,"  Jim  said  into  the 
microphone,  "I'd  like  you  to  meet  Mrs. 
Mason  and  her  daughter,  Nancy,  from 
Springfield,   Ohio." 

Nancy's  eyes  went  wide,  and  her 
mouth  made  a  round  O — and  I  must 
have  looked  just  as  she  did.  I  was  on 
the  air!  Desperately  I  tried  to  remind 
myself  that  it  wasn't  the  first  time, 
that  a  friend  of  Lin's,  Ruth  Lyons,  who 
has  a  morning  woman's  program  over 
WLW  in  Cincinnati,  had  interviewed 
me  a  couple  of  times  on  my  pet  house- 
hold ideas.  (In  fact — when  Ruth  was 
working  at  WKRC  with  Lin,  she'd 
dedicated  a  special  program  to  Nancy 
the  morning  she  was  born,  and  Lin  had 
sung  "Little  Girl  of  Mine."  Why,  I  was 
practically  a  veteran — and  so,  in  a  way, 
was  Nancy!) 

None  of  the  "pep  talk"  helped.  Have 
you  ever  felt  so  self-conscious  that  you 
hear  every  word  as  you  utter  it,  that 
a  little  silence  seems  to  follow  your 
every  sentence,  a  silence  in  which  you 
hear  how  flat  and  idiotic  you  sound? 

That's  the  way  I  felt  those  few  min- 


utes I  was  on  the  air.  Tommy  helped, 
enough  to  get  me  through  it.  It's  easy 
to  realize  when  you  meet  him  why  he's 
so  popular,  both  on  Welcome  Travelers 
and  on  his  morning  Wake  Up  and  Smile 
program.  He's  blond,  built  like  an 
Army  football  player,  with  a  warmth 
of  voice  and  manner  that  just  auto- 
matically raises  your  spirits  and  in- 
spires confidence.  He  talked  to  Nancy, 
asked  me  how  we  were  traveling,  sug- 
gested that  I  tell  of  some  amusing  in- 
cident that  had  happened  in  our  travels. 
"I  don't  know  how  amusing  it  is," 
I  replied,  "but  when  we  stopped  at 
Santa  Barbara,  California,  we  noticed 
that  ants  were  very  thick  on  the  dry 
ground.  The  next  morning  we  found 
that  we'd  been  invaded!  We  had  ants 
all  over  the  trailer,  all  over  the  walls 
and  ceiling." 

"No  uncles — just  ants?"  Tommy 
asked. 

"Just  ants,"  I  laughed,  "plenty  of 
them!  The  trailer  camp  owner  came 
to  our  rescue  with  ant  poison,  and  we 
moved  into  the  city  for  the  day  while 
the   poison  took   effect." 

The  audience  laughed,  but  in  the 
little  private,  critical  silence  that  echoed 
my  words,  I  wondered  why.  The  ant 
story  didn't  seem  really  funny  after  all. 
"What  was  one  of  the  most  frighten- 
ing experiences  you  had?"  Tommy 
asked. 

I  was  prepared  for  that  question — I 
thought.  "We  were  driving  through  the 
sage  brush  outside  of  Boise,  Idaho,"  I 
said,  "when  we  came  to  a  brush  fire 
near  the  highway,  and  working  closer. 
We  were  well  into  it  when  it  came 
right  up  to  the  highway.  We  rolled  up 
the  windows,  stepped  on  the  gas,  and 
made  a  run  for  it.  The  heat  was  terrific, 
but  we  made  it!" 

Tommy  turned  to  Nancy.  "What  were 
you  doing  all  this  time?" 

"Watching  the  fire,"  she  answered 
calmly. 

I  felt  that  Nancy  had  come  off  rather 
better  than  I.  It  had  been  really  ter- 
rifying, driving  through  smoke  and 
flame  in  that  isolated  country.  But  now, 
like  the  experience  with  the  ants,  it 
seemed  to  have  gone  a  little  flat. 

I  felt  more  sure  of  myself  when  he 
asked  about  Lin's  work.  I  said  that  he 
was  in  radio,  too,  and  added,  "Is  it  all 
right  if  I  give  him  a  plug?" 

Tommy  laughed,  and  said  to  Jim 
Cunningham,  the  producer,  "Take  her 
name  and  address — we'll  send  her  a 
billing!"  Then  he  let  me  talk  about 
Lin  and  his  work,  and  his  ambition  to 
own  his  own  radio  station  someday. 

After  that  came  the  prizes — presents, 
really,  because  I  didn't  feel  that  I  de- 
served any  prize.  There  was  a  toy  truck 
fully  two  feet  long  for  us  to  take  to 
Larry,  and  roller  skates  for  Nancy,  and 
for  me  an  automatic  broiler  and  a  juicer, 
and  a  whole  host  of  other  kitchen 
dresser-uppers.  Then  Nancy  and  I  re- 
turned to  our  table;  our  part  of  the 
broadcast  was   over. 

I  WAS  depressed,  sure  that  I'd  hardly 
covered  myself  with  glory,  but  I 
made  up  my  mind  that  I  was  going  to 
forget  it,  and  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  day. 
You  see.  Welcome  Travelers  lives  up  to 
its  name;  it  really  welcomes  people  to 
Chicago.  The  broadcast  is  only  the  be- 
ginning. As  soon  as  we  were  off  the 
air,  those  of  us  who'd  taken  part  in  the 
program  listened,  along  with  Tommy 
and  the  producer  and  the  director,  to  a 
play-back  of  a  recording  of  the  broad- 
cast, while  Tommy  checked  up  on  his 
own  performance.  I  listened  nervously; 
I  was  afraid  to  check  up  on  mine! 


Tommy  took  us  to  lunch  at  the 
Sweden  House,  where  he  told  us  the 
behind  the  scenes  story  of  Welcome 
Travelers  and  how  the  program  came  to 
life.  "Chicago  is  the  transportation 
center  of  the  country,"  he  explained, 
"with  50,000  travelers  passing  through 
each  day.  The  idea  of  the  show  is  to 
reflect  the  thousands  of  human  interest 
stories  behind  the  mass  movement — to 
let  the  people  themselves  tell  why  they 
are  traveling,  whether  their  reasons  are 
sad,  silly  or  startling.  People  are  in- 
terested in  people." 

After  luncheon  we  went  back  to  the 
Sherman,  where  Hank  Kovalchin,  one 
of  the  young  Welcome  Travelers  staff, 
met  us  at  the  travel  desk.  By  pre- 
arrangement,  Lin  was  also  there  with 
Larry,  whom  he  turned  over  to  me 
before  hurrying  off  to  keep  another 
business  appointment.  I  was  glad  that 
we  hadn't  a  chance  to  talk.  In  anything 
that  has  to  do  with  radio,  Lin  is  a 
severe  critic;  I  didn't  want  to  hear  what 
he'd  have  to  say — or,  worse,  what  he 
would  kindly  refrain  from  saying — 
about  my  performance  on  the  air. 

Hank  made  the  children  utterly  happy 
by  leading  us  out  to  a  sightseeing  bus 
which  was  to  take  us  on  a  tour  of 
Chicago. 

We  moved  down  State  Street,  through 
the  great  aisle  of  famous  department 
stores,  swung  over  to  Buckingham 
Fountain  in  Grant  Park.  The  huge 
fountain  was  shooting  great  feathery 
streams  of  water;  we  watched  en- 
tranced while  the  leaping  columns 
reached  for  the  sun,  fell  back  in  shim- 
mering,  iridescent   clouds. 

I  looked  away  from  the  fountain,  and 
wished  for  Lin.  Here  was  the  Chica'go 
waterfront,  the  Planetarium,  the  Shedd 
Aquarium,  the  Museum  of  Natural  His- 
tory, the  things  he'd  said  we'd  see  to- 
gether some  day.  I  was  seeing  them 
now,  and  I  couldn't  help  wishing  that 
he  were  with  me. 

"Look!"  Larry  shouted,  and  then 
went  speechless  as.  a  slivery  sea-plane 
began  its  take-off  run  north  of  the 
Aquarium.  Larry's  current  ambition 
was  to  run  an  airport — and  he'd  never 
seen  a  plane  take  off  from  water  before. 
It  was  the  biggest  single  event  of  the 
trip  for  him. 

It  was  after  six  when  we  arrived  back 
at  the  Sherman- — ^and  I  was  supposed  to 
meet  Les  Lear,  business  manager  and 
announcer  on  Welcome  Travelers,  at 
six  o'clock  at  the  Shangri-La  restaurant. 
Happily,  friends  of  ours  from  Spring- 
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field  were  staying  at  a  near-by  hotel. 
Lin  was  with  them,  and  I  took  the 
children  up  to  their  hotel,  gave  them  a 
quick  sponge  bath  in  preparation  for 
the  evening. 

I  HARDLY  dared  look  at  Lin.  I  was 
still  embarrassed  at  the  thought  of 
how  I'd  let  him  down  on  the  broadcast. 
He  did  give  me  a  smile  or  two  which  I 
took  to  be  consoling,  but  for  a  while  we 
were  too  busy  being  parents  to  discuss 
the  program.  The  children,  once  clean, 
promptly  opened  a  window  to  gaze  out 
upon  Chicago,  and  came  away  soot  to 
the  elbows.  Clean  again,  and  down  on 
the  street,  they  set  up  a  clamor  to  go 
to  the  restaurant  on  the  subway. 

"Later,"  Lin  promised — foolishly,  I 
thought.  "We'll  take  the  subway  later. 
Or  at  least,"  he  amended,  catching  my 
eye,   "we'll   walk  through  it." 

Dinner  was  as  Oriental  as  luncheon 
had  been  Scandinavian.  Under  brilliant 
tropical  flowers  and  palm  trees  we  ate 
Mandarin  beef,  fried  shrimp,  Chinese 
pea  pods,  water  chestnuts  and  Casaba 
melon. 

The  children's  heads  were  nodding 
and  their  eyes  were  heavy  as  we  left 
the  Shangri-La.  Lin  and  I  had  some 
hopes  that  they  would  have  forgotten 
their  walk  through  the  subway,  but 
they  came  awake  just  long  enough  to 
remind  him  of  their  rights.  "Daddy, 
don't  forget  that  we  want  to  walk 
through  the  subway!" — and  being  a 
dutiful  father,  Lin  walked  them 
through  the  subway  on  his  way  to  pick 
up  our  car  in  the  parking  lot. 

Two  minutes  after  we  were  all  in 
the  car  and  had  set  out  for  the  parked 
trailer,  the  children  were  asleep.  I  was 
tired,  too,  but  not  at  all  sleepy.  Too 
much  had  happened  that  day;  it  had 
been  a  perfect  climax  for  our  summer- 
long  wandering.  No — not  quite  perfect. 
Remembering  the  broadcast,  I  glanced 
sidewise  at  Lin,  found  him  looking 
at  me. 

"What's  on  your  mind?"  he  asked. 

"I  was  just  thinking,"  I  answered 
evasively,  " — we  started  out  to  see 
America,  and  we  saw  it — Mount  Rush- 
more  and  the  Grand  Canyon,  the  wheat 
and  the  mountains  and  the  orange 
groves  and  the  oil  wells.  But  do  you 
know,  I  think  that  the  broadcast  today 
was  just  about  the  most  American  thing 
of  all?  I've  been  thinking  of  the  fun 
and  friendliness  on  the  program,  and 
the  different  people  there — us,  and  Pri- 
vate Clyde  Bailey,  who'd  met  his  girl 
on  his  recent  leave,  and  young  Joe 
Dzierzanowski,  who's  starting  to  study 
for  the  priesthood.  All  of  us  so  different, 
and  all  of  us  having  such  a  good  time 
together.  And  where  else  but  in  this 
crazy,  wonderful  country,  would  you 
get  expensive  presents  like  gold  watches 
and  electric  broilers  and  fine  leather 
handbags,  just  for  answering  questions 
that  aren't  intended  to  mean  anything 
but  fun  and  nonsense?  Oh,  I  can't  ex- 
plain it!    I  mean — " 

He  reached  over  and  patted  my  hand. 
"I  know  what  you  mean.  It's  a  wonder- 
ful country.  I'm  proud  of  it.  I'm  proud 
of  you,  too.  You  did  a  really  terrific  job 
on  the  broadcast  this  morning." 

I  sat  up  as  if  stung,  and  gaped  at 
him.  But  he  meant  it.  He  was  driving 
with  his  eyes  on  the  road,  sweetly, 
serenely  unconscious  of  my  reaction. 
He  wasn't  teasing  me,  nor  was  he  trying 
to  make  me  feel  better.  He  really  meant 
that  I'd  done  a  terrific  job. 

I  relaxed  against  the  seat,  utterly  con- 
tent. My  memories  of  the  Welcome 
Travelers  program  were  going  to  be 
perfect,  after  all. 
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WHAT'S  NEW  from  COAST  to  COAST 
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topping  the  popularity  listings  through- 
out Europe.  Back  in  August,  over  a 
special  Mutual  broadcast,  the  Chicago 
Philharmonic  Orchestra  presented  the 
American  premiere  of  the  soldier-comi- 
poser's  "Symphonic  Diary."  Not  long 
after  that,  Siegel  was  informed  that 
Broadcast  Music,  Inc.  had  heard  his  now 
famous  "Diary"  and  now  wants  the 
soldier  to  mail  all  his  unpublished  com- 
positions to  BMI  for  possible  U.  S. 
publication. 

*  *         * 

Patti  Clayton  is  always  coming  up 
with  some  original  idea.  Her  latest  has 
to  do  with  her  fans.  The  Club  15 
songstress  has  a  Club  15  of  her  own. 
Each  week  she  lunches  a  group  of  fif- 
teen-year-olds from  the  various  settle- 
ment houses  in  Los  Angeles.  At  these 
luncheons  discussions  are  held  on  poise, 
personality  and  vocational  possibilities. 
Thus  Patti's  fan  clubs  are  put  to  prac- 
tical and  helpful  use. 

*  *         * 

Took  time  out  today  to  accept  an  in- 
vitation from  Ted  Price,  one  of  RCA's 
top  television  engineers  and  technicians. 
We  went  to  the  Waldorf-Astoria  to 
watch  one  of  the  most  exciting  telecasts 
we've  ever  seen.  We  saw  an  operation 
performed  on  a  man's  hand  and  heard 
the  operating  surgeon  describe  each 
step  of  the  job.  The  thing  that  was  ex- 
citing was  the  idea  back  of  this  telecast. 
It  was  being  picked  up  from  the  oper- 
ating theater  in  the  New  York  Hospital, 
two  miles  from  the  Waldorf,  and  being 
beamed  directly  to  the  hotel  room  in 
which  we  sat  along  with  about  sixty 
doctors.  The  College  of  Surgeons, 
backed  by  the  Johnson  and  Johnson  Re- 
search Foundation,  is  experimenting 
with  television,  in  the  hope  that  it  will 
prove  to  be  an  incomparable  aid  to  the 
teaching  of  surgical  techniques.  There 
is  talk  of  installing  television  equip- 
ment in  major  hospitals,  so  that  stu- 
dents, internes,  surgeons  and  operating 
nurses  may  watch  operations  and  learn 
new  techniques  while  the  actual  oper- 
ations are  being  performed,  instead  of 
by  methods  now  in  use,  such  as  movies 
of  interesting  new  techniques  and  the 
usual  operating  clinics,  where  doctors 
and  internes  and  students  are  usually 


Norman  Corwin,  Gregory  Peck  and 
a  discussion  of  The  Time  Is  Now, 
a  Corwin  radio  drama  starring  Peck. 


out  of  the  line  of  direct  vision  and  miss 
most  of  what's  going  on.  To  date,  color 
movies  with  running  commentaries 
have  been  a  boon  to  student  surgeons. 
But,  it  was  pointed  out  that  so  far,  such 
movies  have  tended  to  be  static,  with 
dull,  prepared  lectures  to  accompany 
them  on  the  sound  track.  In  these  on- 
the-spot  telecasts,  each  viewer  sees 
every  detail  recorded  by  the  camera 
suspended  directly  over  the  operating 
surgeon's  head  and  the  commentary  is 
alive  and  interesting  because  it  is  not 
from  a  prepared  script,  but  spon- 
taneous description  and  explanation  of 
things  and  techniques  as  the  surgeon 
discovers  them. 

The  average  television  set  owner,  of 
course,  will  never  be  able  to  pick  up 
these  telecasts.  They  are  intended  only 
for  very  specific  groups  of  students  and 


SPORT  MAGAZINE'S  movie  of  the  month 

"SPIRIT    OF    fVUST  POINT" 

produced  by  Harry  Joe  Brown  and  John  W.  Rogers 

STARRING  "DOC"  BLANCHARD  and  GLENN  DAVIS 

Army's  famous  Touchdown  Twins  in  the  thrilling  story  of 
the  U.  S.  Military  Academy. 

".    .    .    brings    achievement    in    entertainment    to    motion 
pictures."  SPORT  Magazine. 

Read   columnist  Biff   Bennett's   comments   on   the   picture  and   other 
sports  happenings  in  the  current  issue  of  SPORTi 

Look  For  This  Film  Classics  Release  At  Your  Favorite  Theater  Soon. 


Garry  Moore  is  an  old  drummer 
boy,  but  Dorothy  Lamour  shows 
him   some  unorthodox  techniques. 


surgeons  and  will  operate  on  special 
wave  lengths  that  cannot  be  picked  up 
by  the  average  set.  However,  they  will 
be  a  tremendous  factor  in  speeding  up 
the  education  of  doctors  and  in  the 
teaching  of  new  techniques  as  they 
appear  to  surgeons  already  established 
in  their  practices. 

*  *         * 

Five  of  Hollywood's  top  acting  names 
have  banded  together  to  form  a  radio 
corporation  called  Radio  Repertory 
Theatre,  Inc.  The  group  is  headed  by 
Dana  Andrews,  Joan  Fontaine,  Myrna 
Loy,  John  Garfield  and  Ray  Milland. 
The  stars  will  act  in  their  own  produc- 
tions and  plans  call  for  the  manufacture 
of  transcriptions,  buying  scripts  and, 
perhaps,  buying  radio  stations.  That's 
one  way  to  answer  the  big  shot  spon- 
sors who've  put  the  lid  on  hiring  big 
stars  at  big  dough  for  guest  shots  on 

major  shows. 

*  *         * 

The  predictions  are  coming  in.  Seems 
that  last  summer  musical  programs  re- 
placing winter  season  major  shows 
made  such  a  bad  showing  in  Hooper 
ratings  that  sponsors  are  already  nixing 
ideas  being  presented  for  next  summer. 
Chances  are  that  more  and  more  who- 
dunits can  be  looked  for  to  cool  off  next 
year's    hot    nights.      If   they    can   find 

enough  writers  to  write  more! 

*  *         * 

Has  the  "Hootananny"  craze  hit  your 
town,  yet?  It's  going  hot  all  over  the 
country  and  the  one  most  responsible 
for  this  healthy  and  entertaining  ac- 
tivity is  Burl  Ives,  the  nation's  No.  1 
folk  song  singer.  A  "Hootananny"  is  a 
song  fest  evening  where  everyone  gets 
together  and  sings  folk  songs  and  bal- 
lads. Incidentally,  material  and  songs 
used  by  Ives  on  his  program  are  for- 
warded to  Tulane  University  for  use 
in  preparing  for  its  courses  in  American 
and  English  ballads.  Burl  uses  many 
songs  that  have  never  been  published, 
songs  which  he  has  picked  up  in  his 
years  of  wandering. 


JmlM? 


course  _M,)U  u>t  tlatturing  late  [Hiwder  and  )\x>\  i  lu- 
right  lipstick.  But  do  you  neglect  your  most  iniporiaiu 
feature — yovn  eyes'-.  Here's  something  smart  modern 
girls  are  realizing;  when  make-up  stops  with  just  a 
nice  conijjlexion  and  brilliant  red  lips,  neglected  e\  e- 
appear  dull  and  drab  by  contrast. 

It's  so  easy  to  gi\e  your  eyes  their  full  share  ol 
<eauty-magic  -A\ith  .MA^  Bl-d.Ll  NEl  A  few  >imf)li 
l)rush  strokes  of  this  famous  Mascara  will 
make  your  lashes  look  naturally  dark,  long, 
swee|)ing.  And  it's  so  easy  to  shajx;  your 
brows  gracefully  with  the  soft,  smooths 
Ma\'l)elline  E\ebrow  Pencil.  Then  behold 
ihe  dilTerence!  Your  e\es  are  so  much  love- 
lier! Your  entire  face  is  more  attractive,  for 
\(»ur  make-up  is  perfectly  Iwlanced — com- 
plctely  flattering. 

So  never,  never  forget  to  accent  \(>ur 
eyes,  da\time  or  evening.  Only  be  sure  you 
use  1V1.\YBELLI.\K,  the  eye  make-up  in 
good  taste  —  preferred  by  smart  women 
everv  where. 


.MAVBEULIN'E   CAKIC 
M.^SC.\R.\  in  new  red  and 
K.)ld-li)iie  metal  vaiiilv.  SI. 
Refills.  SOc.  Sha.l.-. 
HIack.  Brown,  Blue. 
Also  in  25i;  and 
KV  .^izfs.) 


MAVK{£L1-IN'E  CREAM 
M.\SC\RA  (.applied  without 
water)  fomcs  in  liundy  leatli- 
cri'lti'  trasc,  SI-  (.\lso  in  isl- 
and lOir  size*.)  Sliados:  Hlack 
and  Brown. 


M.WBELLINE  EYEBROW 
PENCIL  soft,  smooth  quality, 
fine  point — so  eas>-  to  \i>;c'  Black 
or  Brown. 


MAVBELLINE  EYE 
SHADOW  in  subtle 
shades  of  Blue.  Brown, 
Ulue-gray.  Green,  \"iolet, 
Orsv. 


iF^^ 


Nttlnral  color  photographs  by 

Carlvlf  Bliickwell,  Jr.. 

■     Hollywood 


W  UKinS      FAVOKITE      EYE     MAKE-UP 


CHESTERFIELDS  OF  COURSE- 

THERE'S  LOTS   MORE   SMOKING   PLEASURE   TO   THEM 
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